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DEDICATION... 
in War, for the Muse has abways found 
herfelf dear to the Heroes Race, whofe 
Glory, and Praife it is her Duty and Delight 
to tranfmit to Pofterity. And a Maxim, 
that has now been long admitted as Authen- 
tic, made me think, that thefe lefs known 
Works of Shake/pear, wou'd not be difpleafing 
to Your Lordfhip: For 


Carmen amat Quifquis Carmine digna gerit. 


Shou’d we therefore, my Lord, judge of 
Your Love to the Mafe by the Deeds You 
have done worthy of her moft noble and 
lofty Harmony, we muft neceflarily con-. 
clude it to be of the firft Magnitude, fince 
the Themes Your Lordfhip has given her 
admits of nothing equal. For Your Actions, 
my Lord, can borrow nothing from Fittion, 
or the Ornaments of Art, fince the bare and 
naked Truth fupplies Beauties more wonder- 
ful. and more engaging. This, my Lord, 
fecuring me from the Imputation of Flatery, 
a Rock that few Authors have efcap’d in 
Dedications, furnifh’d another Motive of 
making this Addrefs to Your Lordfhip. For 
Your Merits are too public; Your Friends 
with Joy, Your Enemies with Regret con- 

- fefs, and all Earope is witnefs to infinitely 
more, than is fufficient to guard me from 
that Evil, which I wou’d always with the 

| utmoft 





DEDICATION. 


utmoft Caution avoid. No, my Lord, I can 
fay nothing of Your Cowrage or Your Condzéf, 
a, which there are not already attefted Proots 
in. the Hands of all Men. ‘The’ Taking, 
and Relief of Barcelona, the ftony Cliffs of 
Albocazars ; the Surrender of Na/es, and 
Molviedro, or the ancient Saguntum; the 
Relief of Vslentia, and the Redu€tion of that 
Kingdom, and the Promife of all Spain by 
the particular Force of Your Lordfhip’s own 
Genius, and various other Wonders, tefti- 
fy’d by that royal Hand, into which Your 
Lord{hip’s Valour and Condu& put a Scepter, 
fecure me from any Sufpicion of Adula- 
tion. 


What can, J, my Lord, fay of your Geze- 
rofity, a heaw’nly Quality, and vilible in all 
the Actions of a great Heroe? What, I fay, 
can I {peak of it equal to thofe noble Proofs 
which are on Record ? If I fhou’d affert, that 
Your Lordfhip was always liberal of Your own, 
and always frugal of the Treafure of the 
Pablic, are there not a thoufand Inftances, as 
well as Witneffes of fo evident a Truth? 
When You took whole Countries almoft 
without Men, and maintain’d Armies with- 
out Money ? But, my Lord, what can a 
Poet? what can all the Art of the beft Ora- 
tor fay equal to that unparalel’d AG of 
Beneficence to the Pablic, when Your Lord- 

<<. {hip 
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flip. refus’d,a, Compenfatiop for the Lofs 
of Yout Baggage. at Agere? Where with ‘a 
Generofity,. peculiar tq Your Lotdihip, Yott 
transferr’d the Amends dwe.ta Tour felf, to 
the Advantage of. the Pzblic, by obliging the 
Inhabitants to furnifh the Comfederate Army 
with: Magazines of Corn Cufficiently. then 
wanted by them) large, enough to fuffice 4 
Body .of 20000 Meg for two Months ?“Oh? 


y' . 


my Lord, this.is {0 wfalbionable an At, fo 
ont of the Mode, of the ‘Times, ‘when ‘the 
Public, is petpetyally. the Dupe of private 
Tatenef, ‘that it mult raifle Envy as* well” as 
Admiration; it relifhes indéed of ‘thofe Tiap- 
py Ages, when public Corruption was “Uli- 
known, and.the ,Pablic, Good, the Chief “if 
not.only Endeavour of, Heroes. 7 
‘How famous have Curius and Fabritius been 
about two thonfand Years for their Réfufal of 


: oe Es Ae bok tes Bs ah tdegus ls ae 
tlie Glod, of the Samazstes, ‘and of Pyrrbus, inall 
< vad d Weir Pes EST, ONS PH OPE 
theNations, that know any thing of theRomaz 
Story ? Yer. certainly there 1% not the ‘Léalt 
Comparifon betwixt the Deeds.. “The Roman 
Woarfhies refus’d what they cou’d’ not. re- 
: FP. *. 1 » wi Mhwvsish ay > | Gad 
iceive without the Impuration of  Viflany or 
Treafon, to their Country, and the Under- 
‘ x a Pee een ts Raye Taare ress tore Ye 
taking, the Caufe of Poretgners;° and ‘this 
Fixe ¢ v4 P ‘ z - p abe wi! Ve) hh ged 5 as jis 
e’r yet'the Roman Virtpe and Simplicity were 
_ deébauch’d by Power, the Wealth, and: Vices 
¢ ag : . gee Me ples bat 9M WA Fry) Le 4 edd 
Of Alia, - and, that, ‘Luxury’ and Avarice, 
which ‘funk’ at laff the“ Roma Glory tito 
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an, empty. Name. ,, On the other Hand, my 

Lord, what the Cafilsans offerd, was Your 
Dye 3,it was, but the juft Compenfatien of 
a..Robbery, they had committed on “Your. 

Lordfhip’s; Baggage ; and theréforé might: 
have been: receiv’d without the leaft Ble: ' 
mifh to Honour ; for Your’ Lordfhip, ‘there- 

fore to facrifice Yout own jtft Right to: 
the Public, when few Generals are tO be 
found,. who,in, the Conqueft of Kingdoms 
wowd not facrifice, abundantly to their own 
Goffers; when Avarice. is fo epidemic, thac 
few-efcape the Infection, which ‘is fo much: 
the -ftronger by how much the Power of ; 
eratifying it is gteater, is a. Mifacle, .that,: 
none but my Lord: Peterborow cou’d per- 

form,,and ¢qual to thofé other Wonders: 
of Your Conduct, and Valour, fcarce ‘once 

to be paralell’d in all the” Hiftories® of - 


Antiquity. 


_ 


But, my Lord, tho’ what I have faid*muft 
beallow’d tobe no Flatery, becaufe no more 
than. the bare, and publickly atte/ted: Matter ‘of 
Fact, yet 1am fenfible, that Bvvy, uneafie’ at 
the meer Repetition-of Deeds, which are yet 
the. Admiration of all the World, will con=:. 
demn my Zeal in the Recital. The Envious in- 
deed, and thofe, that are con{cious of wa nted 
Worth; are the chief Enemies of Praife, as of- 
fenfive to Modefty ; yet the true Reafon ‘1s 
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DEDICATION. 


becaufe they are too modeft to do any. thing: 
worthy of Prai/e. But if they are offended at 
what [ have faidas a Praife, they muft at 
the fame time confefs with your Lordfhip’s 
Friends, that a fimple and unartful Narration 
of what you have’done, is’ it felf a Pane- 
gyri too grating to Ingratitude, ta be re- 
peated. 


All Thave to fear on this Head, that I value, 
is from your Lordfhip, who take more Plea- 
{ure in doiug great things, than in hearing of 
them: Yet, my Lord, as You have -facrific’d 
fo much to the Public, fo } perfwade my felf, 
that Your Lordfhip cannot refufe to offer up 
a Modefty, which with Obftinacy preferv’d, 
muft be injurious tothe World. For as Horace - 
and Reafon affure us 


Paulum fepultae, diftat Inertie 
Celata Virtus-————— 


Such Actions as Your Lordfhip has done.., 
ought always to be before our Eyes; the’ 
Poets ihou’d take all Occafions of writing 
upon them ; the Painters fhou’d give us frefh 
Draughts of them every Day ; and the Ma- 
fters.of Mufic fhou’d’add a greater and more 
fublime Seul to their Harmony by founding 
their Praife ; the Old fhould recommend, and 
the Young admire and emulate them: For 

| nothing 


DEDICATION. 


nothing begets Vertue, like fuch Examples, 
and the juft Glory and Praife) that attend 
them. 


Crcerorightly obferves, that Glory and theDe- 
fire of Praife are the true: Source of great 
Aittions.——T rahimur omnes Laudis Studig (fays 
hein his Oration for Archias the Poet) ¢ opti. 
mus 941/q, Gloria ducstur. Ipfiills Philofophi.eti. 
am in tllis Libekis, quos de contemunenda Gloria 
fertbant, Nomen fuum in|cribunt; in eo ipla,in quo 
Pradscationem  Nobtlitatemq;, defpicinnt, pradt- 
cart de fe, ¢ nominart volunt. Icannot but 
take Notice, that he fays, Optimus quifg;—— 
that. the bett and moft:worthy are drawn by the 
Love of Glory: For to that. Principle. we owe 
allthe great Examples of Antiquity; whereas 
the Hate and Contempt. of Glory, the Product 
of a decaying Age, and begot by. the Affe- 
Cation of fome talkative Greekdings, and revi- 
ved by fome Enthufiaftic, or Hupocritical 
Chrifhians, have never given us ove Hero com- 
pleat enough to recommend the Power and 
Excelence of the Principle, for the Benefit of 
Mankind. For the Contemuers of Praife and 
Glory have always been. eminent for’ Vices 
as odious, as injurious, to: Manknd,. viz, a- 
fordid voracious: Avarice ; or a mean and fini- 
fier Ambition; Men of natrow Souls, who 
find it eafier to declare againft Praife, than 
to do ACtions worthy. of it. ‘i 
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DAEDA ROAT\ KO NN 
eaqgmasxhl (out call eis V s19yed ariniar 
Hifiwe sedafider: habean Natane juftlys, my 

Lord, we muit know, that thofe‘refin’d Nox; 
tions of loving Virtue for Virtue’s Sake, and 
the doiheg great Deeds! purely ‘for. the Benefit 
of Mankind; without: anyother End, Motivesy 
and Regard whatloeverswas.a Stoical Preteucep. 
and is 2°:wodern Aimufement, if not; a dangerous ;| 
Vieorof Motives: more criminal. Bou Sef,.myy 
Lord, ‘isforunaveidably: well ornzd, mingled: in, 
alhour Actions:and.Defigns,.that.itis impofx; 
fible. “to .expel ein Fact, whatever..Pretendersy 
may affett in Speeulation...«.Since therefore. 
there ‘cambe-no Motive of our AGtionsg but, 
what gratifies our Inclinations,.thofle; are the. 
moft Godlzke, and’ moft. to be-walued;, whofe; 
Satisfaction isin she ‘good, W/sd -and,.Loye.ot. 
Mankind, or of the Seciety.of.which they-are., 
a“Patt 3 andthat.isionly- the, Lave. of.Praz/e. 
anid Glory, Butif Se/f- be ill-mingled. in-.qur, 
Trie¢linations, and givethem:a dowaward,Bent,, 
totRiches; Gain-on Power, thas. fure.mutt.by,, 
all: Memof'Sente ‘be. look’d-on,.asa, much lefg. 
valuable :Mor#verof aking, fince-that is. entirely 
over-run with Sej-Leve very ibunderfhoody 
becaufe it has not cthe-lealt Refpect...co .a nys, 
Perfon; om vhingybefides, oarfedues ;.facrificing.. 
the:Good ofa Mankind. tovour.own-Caprices, 
oniwdvarics? As much, therefore.as the.whole’ 
isspreferablé toa Part, and, Millions, to one; 
Man, fo much issthe Love:of..Peagfe, and, 
J _ | Glory 


Gliyy to be preferr’d Before:all othér Motives 
to’our AOR ae or Seo ari to yal OW 
Kd 16 Sys 1 ats ty JURTOYER NEES | Si reyty raga ) 
“This, M yLotd;: E-hopesis \fufficient to jae» 
fify-what 'T-have' faid“to Your > Lotdthipiy 
arid “proves; that, asf have been iO-featfulnfy 
bordering ‘orf? F/asery; ‘that Phave not sivens 
even Trarh its mofteharming Drefs 3:fo 1 havev 
done “nothing’ worthy \of Reproofsby:s rex: 
newing the Memory of thofe glorious Actions; 
which no ?rweiborn> Brite ought to-forgety 
and. if PHave'made Your Lord fthips “Mode: 
fy untafie,’“iP has” beens for the Benefit: of 
that Pablie vauwhiel’ Yours duordthi p has ftilb 
a 8 


fatrific’dwihether Confiderations: 
1¢, Aye ih gy: Time reves sw: 


AST Have vehus ‘piven! Your Lordfhip the 
Reafons of my -dedteatingvthat, swhichuis 
Shakefpear’s in this Volume, fo I think my 
felfoblig’d te-let-Youw Lordthip/knowtwhat 
gave mé‘the Affuratee-of fheltring my: own 
Performance under’ Your"Name! Pheubs 
jet of ny: Pfiey atid sReéwmarkep as the Dranix 
A’ Sore dt Posery; "ry! Lord; that the: very. 
Ehemids of rhe Stase have; in their InveGives 
apainit its” prefeiegubutds, allow’dt6°belthe.. 
mon wfeful to-Merwe, of tany thei Wiwcof 
Mair Can-invent j/that is: inithab. Perfectiom 
Pptopofé'itartd imwhich-isnvas oni Art 
Eftablifhmeit'in Greece: Yesizmy:duordy the 
wife Seates? Of iAbbets QndiReme, thought 
the 
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DEDICATION. 


the immediate Infpettion of the Theatre 
worthy of Heroes, and Themsffocles was 
Choragus, that is Intendant of the Stage ; and 
the chief of the Rowan Nobility were Eadles 
who had the fame Office in this Particular, 
with the Choragé of Athens. But the States- 
men of our Nation, have not yet thought it 
worth their while to refcue the Drama from 
private Intereft, to thepublic Service , by which 
Neglect it: is become: a Province over-rua 
with fuch numerous and: ftrange Montfters, 
that require Hercules to deftroy them. But 
invan Age and in a Nation that is fo fond 
of, and fo prodigal in the Support of fuch 
monftrous Productions of shetels and 
Sound, as the Opera’s, there is little Hope of 
fuch a Deliverer; unlefs Your Lordfhip would 
undertake fo noble a Defign. 


Iam, my Lord, aware of the Objection, 
that may be made againft this Hope; yet, 
Miélpomene, by a fort of Prophetic Forefight, 
believes, Wonders being fo familiar to Your 
Lordfhip, that there is nothing which You 
cannot by Your great Penetration and Ad- 
drefs. effect; tho’ as ill fupply’d with the com- 
mon Means, asin the Miracles of your war- 
like Tranfations. The Undertaking is worthy 
a Conqueror fince perhaps of greater. Value 
Service and Glory to your own Country, 
than the fubduing of foreign Nations. 

ee Ihave 


DEDICATION. 


I have only therefore, to commend 
to Your Lordfhips Proteétion the 4rt , 
and its Defender; of the firft I can make no 
Manner of Doubt; and of the fecond Your 
Lordfhips Favours afford me fome Hope; 
which is fufficient to give me Affurance 
enough to fubfcribe my felf 


My Lorp, 


Tour Lordfbips moft Oblig’d 
moft Humble and 


molt Obedient Servant, 


S. N. 
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HO. aRechace to asWMorkwof this, Na ure 
j ts generally expetted ; yet I poall beg to be 

"OE 1 Mol Gt pis! T ie at the. foliwing EA- 
fay, to, (upply. that Defedt, I all onl nl) ly here Adver- 
tile the Reade: 1, that “he 15 not to expect inthe 
Retnacks he Pedansiay Kiymoleg tess: and, Gram- 
matical Enquiries into the Dittion of our Aa- 
thor; I But I content my felf to confider Him 
only as a Poet, and therefore to confine my felf 
to his. P oetical R eauties, and Errors ; tho I have 
indeed added an Index of « all his Antiquated Words, 
as far as all the Gloflaries Extant coud help me 
out. Bat as Mr. Dryden has Obferv’d, sare gael 

4 frequently apt to Coin Words, whith 
no where elle to be found, and their Senfe Sess 
to be difcover’d by the Contest. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 
Lhave nothing further to add but « Rettification 
of ¢ Miftake in Shakefpear’s Latin Infcription, 





Ingenio Pylum, Genio Socratem, Arte Maronem : 


Terra tegit, Populus Meret, Olympus ‘habet. 


; by 
= ee Sse a 
ees 2 —— = —3 an 
rs R a rs 
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—— ee 


a this shere és the following Epitaph én 
Englith which ss likewife Omitted. 
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Stay Paffenger, Why doft thou go fo faft ? 


Read if thou canft, whom envious Death has plae’d 


were 


<2.  epsienincs aes 


SSS 
Pa 5 Te eo ——— 


ea 
SSS SS 


Within this Monument 3 Shakefpear, with whont 
Quick Nature dy’d, whofe Namedoth deck the Tomb 
Far more, than Colt, fince all that he has Writ 
Leaves living Art, but Page to ferve his Wit. 
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ON THE 
Art, Rife and Progrefs 
OF THE 
news eee ae 
IN 


Greece, Rome and England. 


=== ==] HO’ the Works of SHAKE- 
= =| SPEAR have been lately pub- 
=—=4<)=4 lifl’d without the Poems, which 
“el now vifit the World in a Se- 
Seis) venth Voluine by themfelves; 
EYN| yet the Reader muft not ima- 
— gine, that the Book/eller of thofe, 

rejected thefe as {purious, or doubtful, or as un- 
willing to fhelter under his Name, what was not 
genuine ; for by re-printing thofe Plays, in this 
& Edition, 


; 
iN 














11 An Essay onth’ Ant, Rist 
Edition, which carry no Mark of this celebrated 
Author, and which were only added to former 
Impreflions, according to the laudable Cuftom of 
the Trade, to fwell the Volume and the Price 
(Mr. Betterton having more, than once aflur’d me, 
that the firit Folio Edition by the Players, con- 
tain’d all thofe, which were truely his) ’tis plain 
that no fuch nice Scruple gave him.any diftur- 
bance: But out of a good natur’d Principle, agree- 
able to tne Man; he thought it not impolitic 
to leflen the Towns Expectation of thefe Poems, 
becaufe he had no Hand in their Publication. How- 
ever, | have not only ventur’d to put them to 
the Prefs, for the Satisfaétion of the Lovers of 
Shakespear, who have often, with Importunity, de- 
manded them of me; but { doubt not to make 
it evident, that they are genuine, and more per- 
fec& in their Kind, than many, if not moft, of his 
Dramatic Performances. I confefs, that they are 
far from being all of an equal Excellence, but 
there is no more to be drawn from thence to 
their Difadvantage, than from the Inequality of 
his other Writings to the Prejudice of his 
Plays. 
But deferring the Difcuflion of this Point till 
I come to my Remarks on his Poems, I fhall 
here fay a few Words of the Author, and then 
of his Works. I confefs that I have nothing to add 
to his Life, written by Mr. Rowe, who has perfect- 
ty exhaufted that Subject; yet he has, by decli- 
ning a general and full Criticifm, left me Room 
enough to difcourfe, both of the Author’s Ge- 
nius and his Writings. AsI fhall give many more 
Examples of his Beauties, than thofe few, which 
his Editor has but very flightly glanc’d on in 
his Life; fo fhall I lay down fuch Rules of Art, 
: that 


awd PROGRESS of the STAG, ec. itt 
that the Reader may be able, to diftinguith his 
Errors from his Perfefions, now too much and 
too unjuftly confounded by the foolith Biggotry 
of his blind and partial’ Adorers. For thet 
are a fort of Men who deal by him, as fome of 
Our Modern Dedicators do by their Patrons ; 
denying them all Defeéts, and at the fame Time 
dawbing them with fhining Qualities, which they 
do not only not poflefs, but have no need of to 
compleat their Character; by fo childith a Con- 
duct not only bringing into Queftion thofe, 
which are really their Due, but making their P42 
trons, as_ ridiculous as themfelves. For an un- 
juft, or ill grounded Praife of the Livitg, is no 
beet. than fulfome Flattery, and of the Dead 
Only a meer afluming Complement to out felves, 
as Men of greater Genius, DifCernment, and 
Penetration, than others in the Difcovery of 
Beauties, which they dre not able to find out. 
This is the very Fault, which thofe Moderni ft: 
lay to the €harge of the Admirers of the 4p: 
tients 5 for while they wow’d per{wade us, that 
thefe have given Beauties to flomer, Virgil, Ho- 
vacé, &c. Which thofe Poets never thought of 
or defign’d, they advanc’d fo unreafonable 3 Big- 
gotry tof our Poet, that if a Man, by Art and 
Reafon,/but queftion the greateft and moft abfurd 
of his Faults, with the Ronians of old on the 
fameé Occalion—— Clamant periiffe Pudoren. 

Tis my opinion, that if Shakefpear had had thofe 
Advantages of Learning, which the perfect Know. 
ledge of the Ancients wou’d have given hiin, 
fo great a Geni#s as his, wou’d have made him 
a very dangerous Rival in Fame, to the greats 
eft Poets of Antiquity; fo far am I from feeing, 
how this Knowledge cou’d either have curb’d, 
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confin’d, or fpoil’d the natural Excellence of 
His Writings. For, tho’ I muft always think 
sur Author a Miracle, for the Age he livd in, 
yet { am oblig’d, in Jultice to Reafon and Art, 
to confefs, that he does not come up to the 
Ancients, in all the Beauties of the Drama. But 
+t is no {mall Honour to him, that. he has .fur- 
pafs'd. them in the Topics or Common Places: 
And to confirm the Victory he obtain’d on that 
Head, at Mr. Aales’s Chamber at Eaton, I fhall, 
in this prefent. Undertaking, not only tranfcribe 
the moft fhining, but refer the Reader to the fame 
Subjeéts in the Latin Authors. 

This I do, that I might omit nothing, that 
cou’d do his Memory that Juftice, which he really 
deferves: But to put his Errors and his Excel- 
lencies on the fame Bottom, is toinjure the La- 
ter, and give the Enemies of our Poet an Advantage 
againft him, of doing the fame ; that is, of reject- 
ing his Beauties, as all of a Piece with his Faults. 
This unaccountable Biggotry of the Town, to the 
very Errors of Shake/pear, was the Occafion of 
Mr. Rymer’s Criticifms, and drove him as far in- 
to the contrary Extream. I am far ftom ap- 
proving his Manner of treating our Poet, tho’ 
Mr. Dryden owns, that all, or moft of the Faults 
he has found, are Juft; but adds this odd Re- 
flection: And yet, fays he, Who minds the Critick, 
and who admires Shakefpear lefs? That was as 
much as to fay; Mr. Rymer has indeed made 
good his Charge, and yet the Town admir’d his. 
Errors ftill: which I take to be a greater Proof 
of the Folly and abandon’d Tafte of the Town, 
than of any Imperfections in the Critie, which, 
in my Opinion , expos’d the Ignorance of the 
Agehe liv’d in; to which, Mr. Rowe very juftly . 

— afcribés 
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afcribes moft of his Faults. It muft be own’d, 
that Mr. Rymer carried the Matter too far, fince 
no Man, that has the leaft Relifh of Poetry, 
can queftion his Gewius: For, in fpite of his known 
and vifible Errors, when I read Shake/pear, even 
in fome of his moft irregular Plays, Iam furpriz’d 
into a Pleafure fo great, that my Judgment is 
no longer free to fee the Faults, tha’ they are ne- 
ver fo Grofs and Evident. There is fuch a Wit- 
chery in him, that all the Rules of Art, which 
he does not obferve, tho’ built on an equally 
Solid and [nfallible Reafon, vanifh away in the 
Tranfports of thofe, that he does obferye, fo en- 
tirely, as if 1 had never known any thing of 
the Matter. The Pleafure, | confefs, is peculiar 
as ftrong; for it comes from the admirable 
Draughts of the Manners, vifible in the Diftin- 
ction of his Chara&ers, and his furprizing Re- 
fiections and Topics, which are often extreamly 
heightned by the Expreffion and Harmony of Num- 
bers; for in thefe no Man ever excell’d him, and 
very few ever came up to his Merit. Nor is his 
Nice touching the Paflion of Joy, the leaft Source 
of this Satisfattion; for he frequently moves this, 
in fome of the moft Indifferent of his Plays, fo 
ftrongly, that it is impoflible to quell the Emo- 
tion. There is likewife ever a Sprightlinefs in 
his Dialogue, and often a Genteelnefs, efpecially 
in his A¢@uch ado about Nothing, which is very fur- 
prizing for that Age, and what the Learned BEN 
cou'd not attain by all his Induftry; and I con- 
fefS, if we make fome fmall Allowance for a few 
Words and Expreflions, I queftion whether any 
one has fince excell’d him in it. 
Tho’ all thefe Beauties were owing cliefly to 
a natural Strength of Genius in him, yet | can 
a 3 never 
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never give uphis Acquaintance with the Ancients 
fo entirely, as Mr. Rowe has done; becaufe, | 
think there are many Arguments to prove, that 
he knew at leaft, fome of the Latin Poets, par- 
ticularly Ovid , two of his Epiftles being here 
tranflated by him: His Motto to Venus and Ado- 
mis 1s another Proof; but that he hadread Plau- 
ius himfelf, is plain from his Comedy of Errors, 
which istaken vifibly from the A¢enechme of that 
Poet; as will be evident, when we come tocon- 
fider that Play. The CharaGers he has in his 
Plays drawn of the Romans, is a Proof, that he 
was acquainted with their Hiftorians; and Bez 
himfelf, in his Commendatory Verfes before the 
firft Folio Edition of Shake/pear’s Works, allows 
him to have a little Zatin and lefS Greek; that 
is— he woud not allow him to be as perfec} 
a Critic in the Latin, as he himfelf was; but yet, 
the he was capable of reading at leaft, the Latin 
Poets, as is, I think, plainly prowd. For I can 
fee no manner of Weight in that ConjeGure, 
which fuppofes, that he never read the Ancients, be- 
caufe he has ‘not’ any* where imitated them; 
fo fertile a Genius as his, having no sted to bor- 
row Images from others, which had fuch plenty 
of his own. Befides, we find by Experience, that 
{ome of our Modern Authors, nay thofe who have 
made great Figures in the Univertity, for their 
Wit and Learning, have fo little follow’d the 
Ascients in their Performances, that by them, a 
Man cou’d never- ghefs, that they had read a Word 
of them; and yet ‘they wou’d take it amifs, not 
to be allow’d to be very well read both in the 
Latin and Greek Poets. If they do this‘in their 
Writings out of Pride, or want of Capacity ; may 
we not: as juitly fuppofe, that Shakefpear did it 
| ae oug 
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out of an Abundance in his own Natural Stock. 
1 contend not here to prove, that he was a per- 
fect Maiter of either the Latin or Greek Authors ; 
but all that] aim at is to fhew, that as he was 
capable of reading fome of the Romans, fo he had 
actually read Ovid and Plautus, without fpoiling 
er Confining his Fancy or Genius. 

Whether his Ignorance ef the Ancients were a Dif- 
advantage to him or no, may aamit of a Difpute. Lam 
furprizd at the Affertion ; unlefs he mean, That 
all things may be argu’d upon; and that the Pro- 
blems ot Euclid, fo long admitted as indifputa- 
ble, may, by a New Sort of Scepticifin, be call’d 
in Queftion. The Reafon he afligns for this, is 
thus— For, the’ the Knowledge of them, might have 
made him more Correét, yet it not improbable, bur 
that the Regularity aad Deference for them, which 
woud have attended that Correttuels, might have re= 
ftrain'd fome of that Fire, Impetuofity, and even Bean- 
tiful Extravagance, which we admire in SHAKE- 
SPEAR. I muft own, that I am not capable of 
comprehending his Proof, or that indeed it is 
any Proof at all; for, if the Kaowledge of the 
Ancients, wou’d have made him Correéf, it wou’d 
have given him the only Perfection, he wanted; 
and that is certainly an Advantage not to be dif- 
puted. But then this Correttedue/s ALIGHT have 
reftrain'd fome of thar Fire, Impetuofity, and even 
BEAUTIFUL EXTRAVAGANCE, &c. We 
do not find, that Correétue/s in Homer, Kirgil, So- 
phocies, Euripides, &c. reftrain’d any Fire, that was 
truly Celeftial; aud why we fhou’d think, that it 
wou’d have had a worfe Effect on Shake/jear, I can- 
not imagine; nor do I underftand what is meant 
by Beautiful Extravagance: For if it be fomething 
beyond Nature, it is fo far from being admir’d 
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by Men of Sen/e, that it is contemn’d and laugh’d 
at. For what there is in any Poem, which is 
out of Nature, and contrary to Verifimilitude and 
Probability, can never be Beautiful, but Abominable. 
For the Bulinefs of Poetry is to copy Nature 
truely, and obferve Probability and Verifinilitude 
juftly ; and the Rules of Art are to fhew us what 
Nature ‘is, and how to diftinguifh its Lineaments 
from the unruly and prepofterous Sallies and Flights 
of an irregular.and uninftructed Fancy. So, that 
as I think it is plain, that Shake/pear was not en- 
tirely ignorant of the Ancients; fo, 1 believe it 
is as evident, that he wou’d have been much 
more, not lefs perfect, than he is, had his Ig- 
norance of them been much lefs, than it really 
was. <A judicious Reader of our Author, will 
eafily difcover’ thofe Defeéts, that his Beauties 
wou'd make him wifh had been correéted by a 
Knowledge of the whole Art of the Drama. For 
it isevident, that by the Force of his own Judg- 
ment, or the Strength of his Imagination, he has 
follow’d the Rules of Art, in all thofe Particulars in 
which he pleafes. I know, that the Rules of Art 
have been fufficiently clamour’d againft, by anig- 
norant and thoughtlefs fort of Men of our Age; 
but it was becaufe they knew nothing of them, 
and never coniider’d, that without fome Stan- 
dard of Excellence, there cou’d be no Juftice done 
to Merit, to which Poetafters and Poets muft elfe 
have an equal Claim, which is the higheft De- 
gree of Barbarifm. Nay, without an Appeal to 
thefe very Rules, Shakefpear himfelf is not to be 
diftinguifh’d from the moft worthlefs Pretenders, 
who have often met with an undeferv’d Applanfe, 
and challenge the Title of Great Poets from their 
Succefs. 

24 Nature, 
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Nature, Nature is the great Cry againft the 
Rules. We muft be judg’d by Nature, fay they, 
not at all, confidering, that Nature is an equi- 
vocal Word, whofe Senfe is too various and Exten- 
five ever to be able to appeal too, fince it leaves 
it to the Fancy and Capacity of every one, to 
decide what is according to Nature, and what 
not. Befides there may be a great many things 
‘Natural, which Dramatick Poetry has nothing to 
do with. To do the Needs of Life, is as natur- 
al as any Action of it, but to bring fuch a thing 
into a Piece of Hiftory Painting, or Dramatic 
Poctry, wou’d be monftrous and abfur’d, tho’ 
natural, for there may be many things natural 
in their’ proper Places, which are not fo in 
others. It is therefore neceflary, that there fhou’d 
be Rules to let the Poet know, not only what 
is natural, but when it is proper to be intro- 
duc’d, and when not. The Droll Pieces of the 
Dutch are all very natural, yet I dare believe 
there is no Man fo very ignorant of the De- 
corum of Hiftory Painting, as to think, that in the 
Tent of Darius of Monfieur Le Brun, or the Fephtha’s 
Sacrifice, it woud be natural or proper to In- 
troduce one of thofe Droll Pieces, either of Drin- 
king, dancing, fnick or fnee, or the like. For 
tho’ both the Painters have propos’d Nature for 
their Copy, and have drawn her perfe@ly well, yet 
Grief and Laughter are fo very incompatible, that 
to join thefe two Copies of Nature together, wou’d 
be monftrous and fhocking to any Judicious Eye. 
And yet this Abfurdity is what is done fo com- 
monly among us in our Tragi-Comedies: this is 
what our Shakefpear himfelf has frequently: been 
guilty of, not only in thofe Mixtures which he 
has given us of that kind, but in many other Par- 
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tienlars for want of a thorough Knowlege of the 
Art of the Stage. 

After this I hope no Man will affert, that Cri- 
ticifm is an ill natur’d Work, unlefs he will des 
clare for all the Extravagancies of Ignorance, and 
that Abfurdities ought to be indulg’d, for the 
fake of a great Name: For if Truthand Rea 
fon may be of any Account, to point out the real 
Errors of any Man muft be thought a good na- 
tur’d Office; fince it is to bring Men to a juft 
Senfe of things, and a true Knowlege and Tafte 
of Nature and Art. Did ever any Man think it 
an ill-natur’d thing, to tell a Friend of his Mi 
ftakes of Conduct? Much lefs muft it. be thought 
fo. in the Difcoveries of the Errors of Writing; 
becaufe by the Correction many are inform’d how 
to direct themfelves Juftly and not to follow the 
Jones Fatuos, of. a diftemper’d Fancy without ever 
Confulting Judgment; which muft make its Dici- 
fion by the Rules of Art. I confefs, that there 
is a Decency in doing this, which to forfake is 
to become lyable to this Cenfure, as Mr. Rymer 
has done: who was not. content to point out the 
Faults of Shakefpeavy, but wou’d deny him all man- 
ner of Excellence. This indeed favours. of ill Na- 
ture and Envy, But fure no Body will accufe 
Arifatle of the fame Crime, for thofe he difcovers 
in Sophocles, Euripides, and fome other Greek Poets, 
whofe Beauties and Perfections he recommends to 
our Imitation? Tho’ from thefe he forms his Poe- 
tics, and tho’ they were of fuch great Authority 
and Efteem, yet this Father of all Critics makes 
no Difficulty of fhowing in what they tranfgrefs’d 
the Rules which he founds on Reafon and Nature; 
which the Athenians rightly look’d on, as a Peice 


of Fujlice not Jé-Nature. For if as he allow’d them 
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their Excellencies, not to have pointed out their 
Defect, had been to have left Room for a Big- 
gottry to a Name, to have made their Vices pafs 
for Vertues, to the Prejudice of the juft Improve- 
ment of fo noble an Art. Thus I fhall all along 
recommend the Beauties of Shake/pear, but muft 
beg leave to lay down the Rules of the Drama 
leaft we fall into an Erroneous Imitation of his 
Faults. The Anfwer of Dionyfins or Pompey the 
Great, will be juft to all, who hhall be of his 
Mind— Pompey complain’d, that he had found fault 
with Plato, to which he replies in this Manner—. 
Your Veneration for PL.ATQ is juft, but you; Accu 
fation of me unjuft. When a Adan writes to fhow 
what ss good or bad m a Subjelt, he ought with the 
utmoft Exatinefs to point out its Virtues and Vices, 
becaufe that is a certain Way to come at the Truth, 
which is the moft valuable of all things. Had I wrote 
againft PLATO, with a Defign to decry his Works, I 
gught to have been look’d on, as one as Envious as 
ZOILUS ; but on the contrary, my Defign was to 
praife him, but if in the doing this, I have difcover'a 
and improv'd any of his Errors or Defe&ls, I have 
done nothing that merits a Complaint, &c. 

This I hope is fufficient to clear juft Criticifim 
from the Imputation of J&-Nature; and] am of 
Opinion, that fince Poetry has always been 
efteem’d in all civiliz’d and polite Countries, a no-= 
ble Art; there is a Néceflity to free it from that 
Barbarifm it has hitherto lain under in this Na- 
tion; efpecially in its moft valuable and ufeful 
Part the Drama, to lay down thofe Rules which 
may form our Judgment, and bring it to a Per~ 
fection it has not, yet known among us. 

' There is~-tideed—a very formidable Party among 
us, who are fuch Libertines in all manner of Poe- 
| try 3 
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try, efpecially in the Drama, that they think 
all regular Principles of Art an Impofition not 
to be born; yet while they refufe in Poetry 
juft Rules, as a Teft of their Performance, they 
will allow no Man, a Mafter in any other, that 
follows not the Rules of his Art, be it in Paint- 
angy Statuary, Archetetture, &c. Tho’ the Precepts » 
ot Poetry are not lefs founded on Nature aad 
Reafon, and muft indeed be the only Diftin@ion 
betwixt an Artift and a Pretender. This falfe 
Notion has open’d a Door to all the Abomina- 
ble Scriblers, who have fo often won a Reputa- 
tion from the Ignorance of the Town (to the 
Scandal of the Nation) Nay, who have paft for 
Authors of the firft Rank; tho’ their Writings, 
as Ben Fobnfon, in his Difcoveries, has it; A Alan 
wou'd not wrap up any wholfome Drug in, &c. For 
if Poetry have no certain Standard of Excellence, 
no fix’d Rules to go by; then it muft of Con- 
fequence, be an arbitrary Licenfe of writing what 
extravagant thing foever one pleafes; and that 
Mefs of Madnefs, that is moft plaufibly cook’d up 
by the Players, and goes beft down with the 
MOB, that is, the Ignorant of all Degrees and Sta- 
tions, is the beft Poetry : A Notion fo very Whim- 
fical, that it was never entertain’d in any City 
in the Univerfe but this (and perhaps <A4adrid) 
for it Levels all Men, makes S— and D—y as 
Good Poets as Orway and Wycherley; which is to 
deter Men of Learning and Genius from Wri- 
ting ; fince they are liable to Cenfures, almoft as 
Scandalous as thofe the Poets of Afadrid are fub- 
ject to; as wehave the Account from the La- 
dies Travels into Spain: And becaufe it bears 
feme Proportion to the State of our Stage, 1 fhall 
tranferibe it. 

The 
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~— The fineft Comedy in, the World. (fays:fhe) J 
mean thofe atted in the Cities, very often receive their 
Fate from the weak Fancy of fome Jgnorant. Wretch | 
or other. But there one particularly, and a Shoe- 
maker, who decides the Matter, and who has gain’d 
fo abfolute an Authority fo to do, ‘that when the 
Poets have made their Plays, they goto him, and as 
it were, fue to him for his Approbation : They read 
to him their Plays 5 and the Shoe-maker, with grave 
Looks thereupon, utters abundance of Nonfenfe; which 
meverthele[sy the poor Poet » forc’d to put up. After 
all, if he happens to be at the firft atting of it 5 eve- 
ry Body have their Eyes upon the Behaviour and Attion 
of this pitiful Fellow: the young People of what Quali- 
ty foever imitate him. If he yawns, they yawn; if be 
laughs, fo do they. Ina Word, fometimes he grows 
angry or weary, and then takes a little Whiftle, and 
falls a whiffling: At the fame time, you bear an 
hundred whiftles, which make fo fhrill a noifey that 
tes enough to confound the Heads of all the Spetta- 
tors. By thts time, our poor Poet # quite ruin’d ; all hus 
Study and Pains having been as the Mercy-of a Block- 
Lead, according as he was in good or bad Humour. 

This perhaps, may feem a harder Fate, than 
what our Poets here are liable to: But whilft 
Ignorance is to be Judge of Art, and the Dire- 
ction of the Houfe isin fuch Hands; it is cer- 
tain, the Cafe is much the fame. For the Fate of 
a Play depends on thefe Gentlemens Opinion of 
it, who have nothing to guide them but Fancy, 
which leads them ten times into an Error, for 
once that it hits right; and then it is by .Won- 
drous Chance. Nay, it is no new Defeé of the 
Stage; for when the Poets, that is, the Mafters 
of the Art, leit off ordering the Stage, and di- 
recting the Actors, as the Admirable_ Critic 

Monficur 
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Monfieut Dacier, obferves in his Notes on the 
laft Chapter of Arifforles Art of Poetry, the Play. 
ers being left to themfelves, immediately fpoil’d 
the Acting, and degenerated from that Wifdom 
and Simplicity, by which they had been main- 
tain’d. 

It is thefe Gentlemen particularly, that bring 

an Argument againft regular Plays, which had 
been as falfly urg’d, before the Reformation of 
the French Stage; as is plain from the Academy’s 
Animadverfions on the Cid of Corneille: Let: their 
Words juftifie my Afflertion.—— Que fi an coae 
traire, quelques Pieces regulaires donnent pen de Sata 
tisfaction , tl ne faut pas croire, que fe e foit la Faute 
des Regles, mas bien celles des Auteurs; don’t le Stes 
rile Genie na pu fournir al’ Art, une que fit affez Riche. 
p- 22. of the Academy’s Cenfure of the CID. i.e, 
Lf om the contrary, fome regular Pieces give but lit- 
tle Satisfaction, you ought not to believe, that this us 
the Fault of the Rules, bur of the Authors 5 whofe 
Barren Genius cannot fupply Art with what is rich 
and noble. The Rules of Art indeed, are not 
for any Man, to whom Nature has not given a 
Genius, without which it is impoffible to obferve, 
or indeed perfeétly to underftand them. 
. The ingenious Afichael Cervantes the celebrated 
Author of Den Quixot tells us, that the fame Ob- 
jection was made to him in Defence of the irre- 
gular Plays, that had ufurp’d the Spanifh Stage 
under the Direction of the Aétors. Which I fhall 
tranfcribe, becaufe it fhows that Stage to be like 
ours, that the Opinion of a Man of his Wit and 
Judgment, may have a juft Influence on thofé 
who look more on Authority, than Reafom 

In the soth. Chapter of his firft Part, the 
Canon and the Cyrace are difourfing to this puré 
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pofe— “ If thefe Plays that are now in Vogue, as 
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well thofe that are meer Fition, as thofe that are 
taken out of Hiftory, are all or the greatef{t 
part of them, plain vilible Foperies, and things 
without Head or Tail; yet the Multitude de- 
lights in, and thinks them good, tho’ they are 
fo far from it. And ifthe Poets who write, 
and the Players who Ac fay, they muft be 
fuch Becaufe the Adultitudes will have them fo and 
na otherwife, and that thofe whith are regular, and 
carry on the Plot according to Art, are only of 
Ve to a few wife Men, who understand them, 
and all the rest make nothing of them.; and that 
it is better for them to get their Bread by ALA- 
INY than to be look’d on by a FEW. If this 
be fo, I fay, the fame will be the Fate of my 
Book, after I have crack’d my Brain to ob- 
ferve the Rules, I have fpoken of, I fhall lofe 
my Labour. And tho’ I have fometimes en- 
deavour’d to perfwade the Actors, that they 
are in the Wrong in following that Opinion; 
and that they wou’d. draw more People, and 
gain more Reputation by acting Plays, that are 
according to the Rules of Art, than by thofe 
Mad ones; they are fo fond of their own Opi- 
nion, that there is no bearing them out of it. 
[remember that I once faid to one of thefe 
Obftinate Men Tell nite, don’t you remem- 
ber, that a few Years ago, there were three 
Plays acted in Spain, written by a famous Poct 
of this Kingdom, which were fo excellent, that 
they aitonifh’d, pleas’d, and furptiz’d all that- 
faw them, as well ignoragt as wife; the Nul- 
titude, as better Sort ? And thofe three alone 
yielded the Actors more Money, than Thirty 
of the beft, that have been made fince:, Doubt- 
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lefS, Sir, faid the Poet I fpeak of, you mean 
the Jfabella, Phillis, and’ Alexander? 1 Mean the 
fame quoth I, and’ fee whether thofe did not 
obferve the Rules of Art; and did not pleafe 
all People? So that ‘the Fault 1 not in thé 
MULTITUDE, who require Follies but in thofe, 
who know not how to {how them any thing elfe. 
Nor was the Play of Jngratitude Reveng’d, a 
Foppery ; nor was there any in that of Numan- 
tia, nor the Amorous Aferchant; much lefs in 
the Favourable She Enemy; nor in fome others, 
that have been written by judicious Poets 
to their great Reputation and Renown, an 
to the Advantage of thofe, that Acted them. 
Much more I urg’d, which, in’ my Opinion, 
CONFOUNDED but did not CONVINCE him, 
fo as to make him recede from his Erroneous 
Conceit. | 
“ You have hit on a thing, Mafter Canon, 
(anfwer’d the Curate) that has Stirr’d up the 
old Grudge, I bear the Plays now in nfe; 
which is not inferior to my Averfion to Books 
of Knight-Errantry. For whereas the Drama ac- 
cording to Tully, ought to be a Mirrour of 
Human Life, a Pattern of Manners, and a 
lively Image of Truth; thofe, that are Aed 
now adays, are Mrrours of EXTRAV_AG ANCIES; 
Patterns of Follies; and lively Images of Lewd- 
nefs.. For what greater LExtravagancies can 
there be, than to bring on a Child in its 
Swadling Bands in the Firft Scene of the Firft 
A&; andin the Second to have him walk in as 
grown up toa ftout Man? And what greater 
Folly, than to reprefent to us a fighting old 
Fellow, and a cowardly young Manj; an 
haranguing Footman; a Page taking on him 
€¢ to 
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to be a Privy Counfellour; a King, a meer 
Clown; a PrincefS an errant Cook Wench? 
What fhall I fay to the Time and Place, that 
thefe Accidents, may or might have hap- 
pen’d in? For I have feen a Play, whofe Firft 
A& began in Europe, and the Second in Afia, 
and the Third in Africa; and had it held out 
four Acts the fourth had ended in America and 
fo it wou’d have been Acted in all the Four 
Quarters of the World. , 

“ And if Imitation be the Principal Part of 
the Drama how is it peflible, thatany tolerable 
Underftanding fhou’d be pleas’d to fee, that 
when they are acting a Paflage, that hap- 
pen’d in the Days of King Pepin, or Charle-. 
maign, the fame Man, who Ads the Hero of 
the Play, fhou’d be made the Emperour Hera- 
clius, whocarr’d the Crofs to Ferufalem? And 
to recover the Holy Sepulchre, as Godfrey of 
Bullion did ; when there are many Years di- 
{tance betwixt thofe Adions? Or when the 
Play is grounded on Fiction to apply it to 
Truths out of Hiftory; or patch it up with 
Accidents, that happen’d to feveral Perfons, 
and at feveral Times; and this not with any 
Contrivance to to make it appear probabie; 
but with .manifeft Errors altogether inexcufa- 
ble? And the worlt ‘of it is, there are fome 
Blockbeads who call this PERFECTION, and all 
the reff NOTION, and PEDANTRY, &c. 

And after fomeReflections on the monitrous Mira- 


cles forg’d for their Religious Plays he proceeds— 


<4 
6 
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*¢ __All this is an Affront to Truth, a difcredit 
to Hiftory, aud a fhame to the Spanifh Wits. 
Becaufe Foreigners, who are very {trict in 
obferving the Laws of the Drama look on ys 
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as ignorant and barbarous, when they fee the 
Abfardity, and enormous Folly of thefe we 
Write. And that is not excus’d by faying, 
that the chief Defign of well govern’d Common 
Wealths, in permitting Plays to be. aded, is 
to divert the Commonalty with fome lawful 
Recreation, to difperfe the ill Humours, that 
IdlenenfS often breeds; and that fince this is 
done by any Play good or bad, there is no 
occafion to prefcribe Laws, or confine thofe, 
that write, or thofe that at them to make them 
fuch as they ought to be; for as J faid any 
of them ferve to compafs the End defign’d by 
them. To this I wou’d anfwer, that the End 
wou’d be infinitely better attain’d by good 
Plays, than by thefe, that are not fo. For a 
Man, after feeing a good, and well contriv’d 
Play, wou'd go away pleas’d with the Comedy, 
inftruéted by the ferious Part; furpriz’d at the 
Plot, improv'd by the Language, warn’d by 
the Frauds, inform’d by the Examples; dif- 
eufted at Vice, and in love with Vertue; for 
a good Play muft work all thefe Effe€s upon 
him, that fees it tho’ he be never fo rude 
and unthinking. And it is abfolutely impoflible, 
but that a Play, that has all thefe Qualifica- 
tions, muft pleafe, divert, fatisfy, and content 
beyond, that which wants them, as for the 
moft part thofe do, that are atted. And the 
Poets; that write them are not in the Fault; 
for fome of them are very fenfible of the Er- 
rors, they commit, and know what they oughé 
to do. But Plays being become venal, they 
fay, and are in the Right on’t that the Affors 
woud give nothing for ’em if they were not 
of that Stamp. And therefore the Poct en- 

deavours 
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* deavours to fuit himfelf to what the for, 
“¢ who is to pay for it requires, &c. 


This is fo near an Image of our Dramatick 
State, in this Nation; that, I hope the Obfer- 
vation of fo receiv’d a Wit as Atichael Cervantes, 
will have fome Weight with our Men of Figure, 
who are, or wou’d be thought Men of Senfe and 
Politenefs. Yet, if they fhou’d think Authority 
infufhicient, becaufe againft their wretched Gout ; 
I fhall fhew, that Reafon is as much againft them; 
and then fhew the Source of our ill Tafte, and 
the Corruption of our Stage, by giving a View 
of the Original and Rife of the Drama, in Greece, 
in Rome, and in this Nation. 

To come therefore to Reafon, againft thofe 
Blind Enemies to Regularity ; and without which 
there can be no Harmony; we muft prove that 
Poetry is an Art. | 

As the Injuftice of Men, was the Caufe of Laws} 
fo the Decay of Arts, and the Faults commit- 
ted in them (as Dacier obferves) oblig’d Men firft 
to make Rules, and afterwards torevive them. But 
the Laws of Legiflators place all their Reafon in 
their Willor the prefent Occurrences; but the 
Rules of Poetry advance nothing but what is ac- 
companied with Reafon, and drawn from the com- 
mon Sentiments of Mankind; fo that Men them- 
felves, become the Rule and Meafure of what 
thefe préfcribe. 

All Arts are certain Rules or Means of arri- 
ving at, or doing fomething, that is Good and Be- 
neficial to Mankind; now Poetry aiming at the 
Initruction of Men by Pleafure, it propofes a 
certain End for the Good of Men: it muft there- 

b 2 fore 
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fore have certain Rules or Means of obtaining 
that End, and is therefore an Art. 

But Poetry is not only an Art, but.its Rules 
are known, and it is impoffible to fucceed with- 
out them. The certain Confequence of this fs, 
that the Rules and what pleafes, are never contrary 
td each other, and that you can never obtain the 
Later without the former. Secondly, That Poe- 
fic being an Aft, can never be prejudicial 
to Mankind; for when any Verfes are fo, they 
deviate from the Rules, and are no longer Poetry; 
which was invented and improv’d for their Ad- 
vantage only. Poefie owes its Rife to Religion: 
Uynmins in the Praife of, and Thankfgiving to Hea- 
ven for Bleffings receiv’d, was the Original Poe- 
try; for Men, naturally inclin’d to Imitation, em- 
ploy’d their native Tendence to Mufick and Song, 
to the Praifes of their Gods: And had Mancon- 
tinu’d in his Primitive Simplicity, Hymss and 
divine Songs, as among the Hebrews, had been 
all our Poetry. But in the Heathen Syftem, Men 
foon deviated from this Purity, admitting firft 
the Praife of Men, and then Satire, or Rallery on 
one another at their drunken Meetings, at Har- 
velt-Home, or the like. Thus Poetry being cor- 
rupted foon, fearce retain’d any Footiteps of Re- 
Jigion, whence it firft {prung. 

The fucceeding Poets, being the Divines and Phi- 
‘Jofophers of thofeTimes, obferving the invincible 
Bent of the People to thefe Feafts and Shows ; and 
that it wou’d be a fruitlefs Labour and endea- 
vour, to reftore their primitive Simplicity, took an 
Admirable and wife Care to turn this Inclina- 
tion of theifs to Pleafure, to their Advantage, 
by making that Pleafure convey Inftruction to them, 
in fo agreeable a Manner. 

To 
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To pafs over the various Changes of Poetry, 
we muft remember, that we owe to Homer the 
Epick Poem, and in that the Origin of Tragedy, 
more excellent for the Regulation of the Paffion 
than the Epopee, which only reach’d to Cuftoms. 
The Invention of Comedy fome attribute to the 
Corruption and degenerate Luxury of the People; 
fome to the Aargites of Homer , but both 
thefe Opinions are eafily reconcil’d; for the Op- 
probria Ruftica as Horace callsthem the lewd Rail- 
leries of the Country People at their drunken 
Country Feftivals gave the Ground Work, which 
the Margites of Homer reduc’d into a more de- 
cent Form and Order and gave the Idea, whence 
after Poets deriv’d the Ancient Comedy. re 

But hence it is plain, as I have faid, that Poefie 
is an Art, becaufe we fee from its Rife it has 
propos’d a certain End, and muft neceflarily have 
certain Means to be conducted to that End. For 
where there is a Right, and a Wrong, there muft 
be fome Art or Rules to avoid the one and ar- 
rive at the other. But then perhaps it may ftill 
be queftion’d whether thefe Rules are fixt and 
known, and whether they are thofe prefcrib’d 
by .A-iffotle? That they are known will be plain 
from what follows; and that they are thofe of 
Ariftotle at leaftin the Drama (which [ fhall chief- 
ly infift on in this Effay) will be as plain; if we 
confider, 1ft. Who gives the Rules, 2dly. When he 
gave them, and 3dly. The Manner in which he 
gave them. -Arifforle’s Character for Knowledge 
in all the politer Arts will be of fome Force; 
for his Genius, and Capacity are fufficiently 
known to the Learned; 2dly. The Age he liv’d ip 
was in almoft the firft Regulation if notRife of Tr,_ 
gedy 5 learning the Art eras ag api and Euri,; 
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des, who brought it to Perfetion, and feeing the 
Effect it had on the moft polite and knowing 
People of the World. 3dly. The Manner in 
which they are deliver’d is fo evident and confor- 
tnable to Nature, as that I cannot but be fenfible 
of their Truth. To confirm this I confider the 
Effects they have had in all Nations where they 
were known; for all the Beauties of Homer, So- 
phocles, and Euripides and the other Greek Poets 
of any Name are perfectly conformable to them: 
and thefe being five hundred years after reviv’d 
in the Time of Auguftus at Rome we find the - 
Beauties of Virgil and the Latizs owing to them. 
Way 2000 years after they were wrote we ob- 
ferve that by them the beft Tragedies of Frasce 
and Spaiz, nay | may fay of Emgland too are thofe, 
in which they are perfe&tly follow’d: in which 
all, that pleafes is according to the Rules, andall 
that difgufts or is infipid, wild, or extravagant 
contrary to them; for good Senfe and right 
Reafon are of all Countries. Human Laws indeed 
which regard the State alter according to the 
Circumftances and Interefts of the Men, for which 
they were made; but thefe are always the fame, 
and ever fupport their Vigour, becaufe they are the 
Laws of Nature, which always aés uniformly, 
revives them continually, and gives them a per- 
petual Exiftence. 

From hence it follows, that thefe Rules are 
known, and that they are thofe deliver’d by Avi- 
@otle, and that they are never oppofite to what 

. pleafes, fince they were made to fhew us the Path, 
that we ought to tread, that we may arrive 
at what Pleafes. Were the Rules and what 
pleafes Oppofite, we cou’d never pleafe but by 
Chance, Which is abfurd; As there is certain 

| Rules 
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Rules, therefore, that teach us to pleafe, fo we 
ought to make it our Bufinefs to ftudy and learn 
them both for the reading and judging part; for 
thefe Rules are drawn from the Pleafant and the 
Profitable, and lead us to their Sourcee The Plea- 
fant and the Profitable is what naturally pleafes 5 
and that in all Arts is what we always confult. 
In this moft perfect and fure Model of Imitation, 
we find perfect UNITY and ORDER, for it Is 
it felf the Effet of Order, and the Rule to con- 
du%t us to it: But there is butone Way to find 
Order, but many to fall into Confufion. 

“ There woud be nothing bad (fays Dacier 
very Juftly) in the World if all that pleas’d 
were good, for there’s nothing fo abfurd but will 
have fome Admirers. You may fay indeed, that 
it is not true, that what is GOOD pleafes be- 
caufe we daily fee Difputes about the GOOD 
and the PLEASANT; that the fame thing 
pleafes fome and difpleafes others; nay it plea- 
fes and difpleafes the very fame thing at dif- 
ferent Times. From whence then proceeds 
this Difference? It comes éither from an abfo- 
lute Ignorance of the Rule, or that the Paflions 
alter it. Rightly toclear this Truth, I believe, 
I may lay down this Maxim, that all fenfible Oke 
«¢ jeéts are of two Sorts, fome may be judg’d of by 
“ rhe Senfe independently of Reafon, (i call SENSE 
“ that Impreffion, which the animal Spirits make 
“* the Soul) and others can’t be judg’d of but by 
“ Reale exercis’d in Science. Things fimply agree- 
“«¢ able, or difagreeable are of the firft Sort; all 
* the World may judge alike of thefe— For Ex- 
“ ample the moft Ignorant in Mufick perceives 
‘© very well when a player on the Lute ftrikes 
* one String for another, becaufe he judges by his 
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Senfe, and his Senfe is the Rule. On fuch Ocs 
cafions we may, therefore, very well fay, 


that all, that pleafes is good becaufe that which 
° is good does pleafe, or-that which is i never 


fails to difpleafe; for neither Paffion nor Igno- 
rance dull the Senifes but fharpen them. It is 
not thus in things that {pring from Reafon ; 
Paflion and Ignorance work very ft-ongly in 
them, and choak the Judgment; and for this 
Caufe we ordinarily judge fo :/, and differently 
in thofe things of which Reafon is the Rule and 
the Caufe. Why what is bad ofter pleafes, 


, and that which is good does not always do fo 


is not the Fault of the Objeé but the Judge ; 
but what is Good will infallibly plafe thofe 
who can judge, and that’s fufficient. By this 
we may fee, that a Play, that fhall b-ing thofe 
things which are to be judg’d by Re:fon with- 
in the Rules, and alfo that which is tobe judg’d 
by Senfe fhall never fail to pleafe both the 
Learned and the Ignorant. Now thi: Confor- 
mity of Suffrages is the moft fure, or according 
to Arifiotle the only mark of the Goodand Plea. 
fant. But thefe Suffrages are not to be obtain’d 
but by the Obferving: the Rules, ard. confe- 


. quently thefe Rules are the only Carle of the 
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Good and the Pleafant; whether they ae follow’d 


: Methodically and with Defign, ar only ly Hazard 


or Chagce. Far “tis certain there are many Pera 
fons who are entirely ignorant of thefe kules, and 
yet do not mifs of Succe/s in many thangs. But 


, this is far from deftroying the Rules, fire it only 


ferves to thew their Beauty, and preves hov far they. 
are conformable to Nature, fince thefe ogen follow 
them who know nothing of them. 


The 
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The leter end of this is perfe&ly prov’d by 
our Shak/{pear, who in all, that pleafes is exactly 
conformable to the Rules, tho’ ’tis evident by 
his Defetts, that he knew nothing of them. I 
hope this is enough to fatisfy any reafonable 
Man. not only that as Poe/y is an Art it pro- 
pofes certain means toarrive at a certain End; but 
that thefe Rules are abfolutely neceflary for the 
judging and writing juftly. If any one defire to 
fee this Argument handled more at large it will 
be worth his while to read Monfieur Dacier’s 
admirable Preface to his Remarks on the Poetics 
of Ariftole form what J have faid on this Head 
is butan Abridgment. 

Since therefore the Neceflity of Rules is thus 
Evident, | think I cannot be more juft to the 
Art, and to thofe Poets, who may _ hereafter 
arife worthy the Name, than to lay down 
in as few Words as poflible the Rules of the 
Drama, to which { fhall fubjoin fome relating 
to the Epigram, under which laft Head moft of 
the Mifcellanies of Shak/epear will fall; by this 
means, that the ingenious Reader may diftinguifh 
betwixt his Errors and Beauties, and fo fix his Praife 
on a jufier Ground, than the blind Caprice of 
every ignorant Fancy; and if by this he will not 
appear fo praife worthy in many things, as he 
may now be thought, yet his Praife will be greater 
and more valuable when it is founded on Rea- 
fon and Truth, and the Judgment of Men of 
Senfe, and Underftanding, 

Before I] come to the -particlar Rules of the 
Stage as Ariftotle has laid them down, I hall give 
you what aa Englifh Nobleman has given us on 
this Subjett ia Verfe, becaufe there are fome thigns 
yelating cfpecialy to the Diction which 4rsfotle has 
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not medled with, and others which tho’ confor- 
mable to him, yet being in Verfe fink eafier in- 
to the Memory and will lead the Reader better 
to the Apprehenfion and retaining the particu- 
Jar Rules in Profe, and perhaps give him a bet 
ter Relifh of them. For when by Pleafure we 
are firft let into the View of Truth, it has fuch 
Charms as to engage our Purfuit after it through 
ways not altogether fo fmooth, and delightful. 
The Verfes I take out of the Eflay on Poetry 
written by the prefent Duke of Buckingham, at 
a Time when the Town run away with as 
ftrange Monfters, as have pleas’d fince tho’ thofe 
were Drefs’d a little more gayly, and went by their 
Chime a little more glibly off the Tongue. 


On then my Mafe, adventroufly engage 
To give Inftructions, that concern the Stage: 


The Unities of Action, Time, and Place, 
Which if obferv’d give Plays fo great a Grace; 
Are, tho’ but little practic’d, too well knowa 
To be taught here, where we pretend alone 
From nicer Faults to purge the prefent Age 
Lefs obvious Errors of the Englifh Stage. 


Firft then Soliloquies had need be few, 
fixtreamly fhort, and fpoke in Paffion too. 
Our Lovers talking to themfelves for want 
Of Others make the Pit their Confident. 
Nor is the Matter mended yet if thus, 
They truft a Friend only to tell it us. 
Th’ Occafion fhou’d as naturally fall 
As when * Bellario confeflefS all. 

3 Figures 
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Figures of Speech which Poets think fo fine, 
Arts: needlefs Varnifh to make Nature fhine, 

Are all but Paint upon a beauteous Face, 

And in Difcriptions only can have place. 

But to make Rage declaim; and Grief Difcourfe ; 
From Lovers in Defpair fine things to force, 

Muft needs fucceed; for who can choofe but pity 
A dying Hero miferably witty? 
But oh! the Dialogue where Jeft and Mock, 

Are held up like aReft at fhitlecock! 

Or elfe like Bells eternally they Chime 

They figh in fimile, and dye in Rhime. 

What Things are thefe, who wou’d be poets thought? 
By Nature not infpir’d nor Learning taught ?. 
Some Wit they have, and therefore may deferve 
A better Courfe, than this by which they ftarve. 
But to write Plays! Why ’tis a bold Pretence © 
To Judgment, Breeding, Wit and Eloquence. 
Nay more, for they muft look within to find 
Thefe fecret Turns of Nature in the Mind 
Without this Part, in vain wou’d be the whole 
And but a Body all, without a Soul. 

All this together yet is but a Part, 

Of (*) Dialogue that great’ and powerful Art 
Now almoft loft; which the old Grecians knew 
From which the Romans fainter Copies drew 
scarce comprehended fince but by a few. 

Plate and Lucian are the beft Remains 

Of All the Wonders which this Art contains. 


Yet 


(*) His Grace here refers to Comedy as the Inftances of 
Plato, and Lucian fhow ; for the Art of Tragic Dialogue is to ex- 
prefs the Sentiments natually in proper Words: elfe his Grace 
had Miftaken for certainly in the Tragic Dialogue Sophocles, 
and Euripides, nay even .Afchylus muft have been prefer’ds 
nay it will not hold of Tragedy for Fletcher’s Dialogue is in- 
tolerable in that and cou’d not be otherways becaufe he fel- 
dom draws either his Manners, or Sentiments from Nature. 
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Yet to our Selves we muft fome Juftice do, _ 
Shake[pear, and Fletcher are our Wonders nows 
Confider them, and read them o’er, and o’er, 

Go fee them play’d, then read them as before. 
For tho’ in many things they often fail, 

Over our Paffions ftill they fo prevail, 

That our own Grief by their’s is rock’d afleep 
The dull are forc’d to feel, the Wife to weep. 
Their Beauties imitate, avoid their Faults. | 
(b) Firft on a Plot employ thy careful Thoughts. 
Turn it with Time a thoufand feveral ways. 
This oft alone has given fuccefs to Plays. 

Reject that Vulger Error, which appears 

So fair, of making perfett Characters. 

There’s no fuch thingin Nature, and you'll draw 
A Faultlefs Monfter, which the World ne’er faw. 
(c) Some Faults muft be, that his Misfortunes drew 
But fuch as may deferve Compaflion too. 

Befides the Main defign compos’d with Art 

(d) Each moving Scene muft be a Plot apart. 
Contrive each little Turn, mark every Place, 
As Painters firft chalk out the future Face. 

Yet be not fondly your own Slave for this 

But change hereafter what appears amils. 


Think not fo much where fhining Thoughts to 
As whata Man fhou’d fay infucha Cafe. (place 
Neither’ in Comedy will this fuffice, | 
The Player too muit be before your Eyes. 

And tho’ ’tis Drudgery to ftoop fo low 


To him you muft your utmoft meaning fhow. 
Expofe 


SE 








mew eee ry 
(>) Exaétly conformable to Ariftotle. 
(¢) Involuntary Faults, that is the Effeéts of violent Paffions not 
fuch as are voluntary and {candalous, as will appear in our Rules. 
(4) His Grace means not that the Scenes fhou’d not be a Part of 
the Plot ; but that the Poet fhou’d befides the main Defign con 
fider well the working up of every particular Scene which is juft. 
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_ Expofe no fingle Fop, but lay the Load 
More equally, and fpread the Folly Broad. 
The other Way is Vulgar; oft we fee 

A Fool derided by as bad as he. 

Hawks fly at Nobler Game; in this low Way 
A very Owl may prove a Bird of Prey. 

Ill Poets fo will one poor Fop devour, 

But to collect like Bees, from every Flower, 
Ingredients to compofe that precious Juice, 
Which ferves the World for Pleafure, and for Ufe; 
In fpite of Faction, this wou’d Favour get, 

But Falftaff feems inimitable yet. ec. 


In what I have to fay of the Rules I fhallcon- 
fine my felf to them, without going into the 
Controverfie, yet I fhall fometimes add the Rea- 
fon, and Foundation that being the Extremity my 
Bounds will admit. 

To begin therefore with the Definition of Tra- 
gedy (for the Rules of that I fhall firft infift on 
much of Comedy depending on them) it is this— 

Tragedy is the Imitation of one grave and entire 
Action of a juft Length, and which without the Affiftance 
of Narration, by the Adeans of Terror and Compaffion 
perfettly refines in us all Sorts of Paffions and whatever 
ss like them, 

This is explain’d by a Piece of Hiftory Painting 
(whichis very near akin to Tragedy) for the Pain- 
ter takes one grave and entire Action, and min- 
gles nothing elfe with it; for example Raphael 
painted the Battle of Conffantine but he brought 
not into that one Action of Conftautine all that he 
had done inhis Life, for that had been monftrous 
and contrary to Nature and Art: thus a Tragedy 
is the Imitation of fome one grave Action, but 
notall the Actions of a Man’s, Life. 

| From 
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From hence it is plain, that there is no Place 
in Tragedy for any thing but grave and ferious 
Actions, Comedy imitates the Witty, and the Plea- 
fant, and the ridiculous Actions of Mankind. Next 
this Action muft be entire; that is it muft have 
a Beginning, Middle, and End, and be of a jut 
Length; not fo long as that of the Epopee, nor 
fo fhort as a fingle Fable. The excluding WNy- 
vation, and the confining its Aim to Terror and 
Compaffion, diftinguifhes it from the Epic Poem, 
which may be perfect without them, and employs 
Admiration. i: 
By the refining the Paflions I mean not their 
Extirpation, which is impoflible, but the reducing 
them to juft Bounds, and Moderation, which rene 
ders them as Ufeful, as they are Neceflary ; for 
by reprefenting to us the Miferies of thofe, who 
have yielded too much to them, it teachés us to 
have a ftrictter Guard over them, and by behol- 
ding the great. Misfortunes of Others it leflens 
thofe, that we either do, or may feel our felves. 
This Imitation mention’d in the Definition being 
made by the Affors, or Perfons reprefenting ; the 
Scenes are to be regarded by the Poet ; For the De- 
coration is not only for Pomp and Show, as it is 
generally defign’d, but to exprefs the Nature of 
the Things reprefented, and the Place where ; 
fince there is no Action, that does not fuppofea 
Place, and Afors drefs’d in one Habit or other 
‘proper to that Place. ese 
As Tragedy is the Imitation of an Alfion, not 
Inclinations, or Habits; fo there is no Aion, that 
does not proceed from the A¢samners and the 
Sentiments, therefore the Afanners, and  Seati- 
ments are eflential Parts of Tracedy. For nothing 
but the A¢anners and Sentiments can i 
an 
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and Characterize an -Aétion; the Adanners form, 
and the Sentimexts explain it, expofing its Caufes, 
and Motives; and thofe being the Producers of 
Aftions, are the Gaufes of Good, and Eyil to 
Mankind. 

The Imitation of an Adtion is properly calPd 
the Fable; that is the Compofition of all the 
Parts, and Incidents of this Affion is the Fea 
ble. The Afanners diftinguith the Qualities of the 
Perfons reprefented ; that is, Characterize Men, 
denote their Inclinations either good or bad. The 
Manners of Achilles were Cholery and Temerity 
thofe of eAineas {weet Temper and Piety. The 
Sentiments are the Difcourfes, or Speeches of the 
Dramatic Perfons difcoverine their Thoughts, and 
making known their Aétions; by which they 
{peak agreeably to their AZaaners, or Characters, 
that the Auditors may know their Manners, be- 
fore they fee their A@ions. 

There is no Subjet of a Tragedy where thefe fols 
lowing five Parts are not found viz. The Fable, the 
Manners, the Sentiments, the Dion and the De- 
coration. Arifforle adds the Mufic, becaufe the 
Greck Poets direéted that too. But the Chiefand 
moft confiderable is the FABLE, or the Compo« 
fition of the Incidents, which form the Subjeét of 
the Tragedy; both in the Opinion of Ariforle and 
of all thofe, who know any thing of the Reafon 
of Things. For Tragedy is in Imitation of an 
“Action, not of Men, whence it follows that Aion 
conftitutes the Tragedy ; and that there ean be no 
TRAGEDY where there isno ACTION. The Good 
or Evil Fortune of Man depends on their Aitions, 
and the End, that every Man propofés to him- 
felf is an Attion not a Quality, What Qualities 
Men purfue are only as Mediums to fome AGion. 

Thus 
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Thus the general End that Mankind propofe is to 
live happily, but to live happily is an Action not 
a Quality. Man being therefore happy or mife- 
rable by his Aftions not Manners, or Qualities Tra- 
gedy propofes not to imitate the Afanners, but 
adds them for the Production of Aétions. So 
that the Fable (which is the Imitation of the A- 
étion) being the End of Tragedy it muft be the 
moft importance, and chiefly to be confider’d, for 
fo the End in all things is. Another Proof, 
which Ariffotle brings for the preference of the 
Fable to all the other Parts of the Play, is, that 
the beft and moft taking Tragedies (of his Time) 
are thofe which have their Peripeties, Revolu- 
tions, or Changes of Fortune, and Difcoveries, as 
in the Oedipus of Sophocles: But thefe Di/coveries 
are infeperable from the Subje&, and confift en- 
tirely in Aftion. The Fable therefore furnifhing 
the moft Efficacious Means of arriving at the End 
muft neceflarily in Reafon be the moft important 
Part of Tragedy. 

Ariftotle indeed and his beft Commentator are 
very large on this Head, to prove, that all the 
fine Diktion, the Afanners well exprefs’d,; and the 
Sentiments Natural and Juft are of no manner 
of Value if the Fable be faulty, or the Adction 
maim’d. This is I fuppofe fufficient to let the 
Reader fee, that this is not only the firft thing 
that comes under our Confideration, as fome wou’d, 
without any Ground in Reafon, infinuate, but the 
moft noble and moft important Thing, that he is 
to ftudy if he wou’d ever hope to deferve the 
Name of a TRAGIC POET; to which indeed 
we have very Few of thofe, who have made 
a conliderable Noife in the World, for a little 
Time, have any Pretence. Befides it is much ea 

fier 
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fier to fucceed in the Stile, or what the leading 
Fools call fine Diction (which is deriv’d, by the 
way, from Grammar and Rhetoric, not. Poetry) 
than in the forming of the Subjeét or Fable juftly, 
and with Art. Nature enabl’d Shakefpear to fuc- 
ceed in the A¢anners, and Diction often to Per- 
fe&tion ; but he cou’d never by his Force of Genius, 
or Nature vanquifh the barbarous Mode of the Times, 
and come to any Excellence in the Fable; except in 
the Merry Wives of Windfor, and the Tempeft. 

Next to the Fable the Adammers are the moft 
confiderable (and in thefe Shake/pear has generally 
excell’d as will be feen when we cometo his Plays) 
Bor as Tragedy is the Imitation of an A%/oz, fo 
there are no Athons without the Aanzers, fincé 
the A4anners are the Canufe of Actions. By the 
Manners we difcover the Inclinations of the 
Speaker, what Part, Side, or Courfe he will 
take on any important and difficult Emergence; 
and know how he will behave himfelf before we 
fee his Actions. Thus we know from the Man- 
ners of Achites what Anfwer he will give the 
Ambafladors of Azamemnon by what the Poet has 
told us of his Heroe. And when Mercury brings 
Fove’s Orders to efneas, we know that the Piety 
of the Heroe will prevail over Love: And the 
Character of Oedipus makes us expect his extrava- 
gant Pailions, and the Exceflefs he will commit 
by his Obftinacy. Thofe Difcourfes therefore that 
do not do this are without the Adaners. The 
Character of Coriolanus in Shakefpear prepares us 
to expect the Refolution he will take to difo- 
blige the People ; for Pride naturally contemns In- 
feriours and over values it felf. The fame may 
be faid of Tybalr in Romeo and Fuliet ; and moft 
of the Characters of this Poet. 

C The 
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The Sentiments are the néxt in degree of Ex- 
céllénce to the Fable and the Manners, and juftly 
demand the third place in our Care and Study; 
for thofe are for the Afamners as the Manners 
for the Subjett Fable. The Action can’t be juftly 
imitated without the A/anners ; nor the Mannéts 
“exprefsd without the Sentiments. In thefe we 
muft regard Truth and Verifimilitude ; As when the 
Poet make a Madman fpeak exadly 4s a Mad- 
man does, Or as*tis probable he wou’d do. ‘This 
Shakefpear has admirably perform’d in the Mad- 
nefs of King Lear 5 where the Caufe of his 
Frenzy is ever uppermoit and mingles with all 
he fays or does. But Beaumont and Fletcher havé 
perform’d abominably in his Mad-Houfe in the Pils 
grim, and our Modern Altérer of that Play lias 
increas’d his Abfurditiés. 

The Dittion, or Language obtains but the fourth 
place of the Effential Parts of a Tragedy and 
is of the leaft Importance of any of them in the 
Opinion of Arifforle, the beft of Critics, and Reéafon. 
tho’ our Modern Poetafters, or vile Pretenders 
to this Noble Poem, have plac’d their cheif Ex- 
cellence in it. But the Reafon of it is, becaufé 
this was what they thought, that they cou’d in 
fome Meafure obtain, while the Reft were ens 
tirely above their Reach and Capacity. For the 
Subject may be well conducted; the Afanners well 
mark’d and the Sentiments fine, tho’ ill exprefs’d. 
It is indeed as Dryden obferves the firft Beauty 
that ftrikes the Ear, and énhancés the value of 
the Piece, but comes not into Competition with 
any of the other three. : 

The Decoration 1 have already mention’d and 
how far that is to be regarded by the Poet. 


Having 
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Having thus feen the feveral Parts of Tragedy and 
their Excellence in Regard of each other I now 
come to give the Directions Neceflary for the ma- 
king each of them perfec 

The firft and chief of them I have prov’d to be 
the FABLE or Subjeft, or as we generally call 
it in Englifh, the PLOT. I fhall begin with that, 
in the forming of which the Poets principal Care 
ought to be employ’d. 7 

Every Action that is fit for a Tragic Imitation, 
or that can be made ufe of in Tragedy, ought 
not only to be entire but of a juft Length, that 
is, it muft have a Beginning, Middle, and End. 
This diftinguifhes it from Momentaneons Adtions ; 
or thofe, that happen in an Inftant, without Pre« 
paration, or Sequel; which wanting Extenfion 
may ‘come into the Incidents, not the Fable. The 
Caufe or Defign of undertaking an Adion is the 
Beginning 5 and the Effects of thofe Caufes, and the 
Difficulties we find in the Execution are the 
Middle, The unravelling, and difolving thefe 
Difficulties is the End. 

The Anger of Achilles is the A&ion ptopos’d 
by Homer in the two firft Verfes of the Jas. 
The Quarrel betwixt him and Agamemnon is the 
Beginning, the Evils this Quarrel produc’d are the 
Middle, and the Death ot Hettor, giving perfee 
Satisfaction to Achilles leads to the unravelling the 
Action, and difpofing Achilles to relent at the Tears 
and Prayers of Priam, reftores him to his hrit 
Tranquility which is the Exd. The Departure of 
Ulyffes from Troy begins the -Aftion of the Odyffes, 
the Hardfhips and Obftacles of his Voyage is the, 
Middle, and his Arrival and Eftablifhment in J¢ha- 
ca the End. 
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The true Beginning to an Action is that, which 
does not neceflarily require, or fuppofe any thing 
before it, as Part of that Action. Thus the Be- 
ginning of an Epic or Dramatic Poem may be the 
Sequel of another Aion: for the Quarrel of 
Agaxemnon and Achilles, which is the Beginning 
of the Attion of the Ilias, is Agamemnon’s Injufticey 
which provok’d the Anger of Achilles, when all 
was quiet before in the Camp; fo we may con- 
fider this Affair the Sequel of, but not depending 
neceflarily on any thing precedent, tho’ it come 
not to pafs without it, and requires fome~ 
thing elfe to follow it, depending on it, prefent 
or remote. The Retreatof Achilles to the Ships, 
the Trojans routing the Greeks on that Retreat 
were the prefent Effeéss of his Anger; the Re- 
mote the Death of Patreclus, Reconcilement of 
Agamemnon and Achilles and the Death of Hettor, 
which fatisfies and reftores Tranquility by the 
Tears of Priam. The End is jut oppofite to the 
Beginning for it neceflarily fuppofes fomething to 
have gone before but nothing to follow it; as the 
End of the Anger of Achilles naturally fuppofes 
a Beginning of it; but nothing to come after. The 
Tranquility of Achilles is reftor’d by the Death of 
Hiettor for then the Action is Compleat, and to 
add any thing farther wou’d be to begin a new 
Adon. 

To inftance in a Dramati¢ as well as EPIC 
Aion, tho” they perfectly agree in this let us 
€onfider the Aétion of the Antigone of Sophocles. 
The Beginning of this Adion has no neceflary 
Dependance on the Death of her Brother Polni- 
ces, for to that Decree of Creon’s might have been 
or not have been yet it follow’d that Death, not 
cou’d it have happen’d without it, the Action be- 
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gins with the impious and and partial Decree of 
Crecn againft the burying his Body; the Afiddle 
is the Effects produc’d by that Decree in Antigo- 
we’s Punifhment, the Death of e4imon, and Euri- 
dice, which produce the Ed in breaking the Ob- 
ftinacy of Creon and making him repent and mi- 
ferable. 

‘The Aiddle is that which neceflarily fuppofes 
fomething gone before, and fomething to follow ; 
thus all the Evils, that the Anger of Achilles pro- 
duc’d neceflarily fuppofe that Anger, as their Czu/e, 
and Beginning, from whence they did proceed. So 
thefe Evils, that is the A%ddle producing the Sa- 
tisfa&tion and Revenge of Achilles in the Death 
of Heétor, furnifh’d the Ezd in his Relenting at 
the Mifery of Priam. This is a perfect Example 
of an Epic and Dramatic Aion, and fhews, that 
the Poet cannot begin, or end it where he pleafes, 
if he wou’d manage his Subject, with true Occo- 
nomy, and Beauty. For there muft be the Cau/e, 
or Beginning, the Effet of that Caufe, which is 
naturally the Adiddle, and the unravelling or fie 
nifhing of it, which is the End, produc’d by the 
Middle, as that by the Beginning. 

I have been the larger upon this Head becaufe 
fo much Beauty depends upon it, and it is a Do- 
rine not fo common, as not to need a thorough 
Explication. 

The Snbje& of the Drama fhou’d be of a juft 
Extent, neither too Narrow, nor too large, but 
that it may be feen, view’d and confider’d at once, 
without confounding the Mind, which if too lit- 
tle, and narrow it will do; or make it wander, 
or diftra& it, as it will do if it be too large, 
and extenfive. That is, the Piece ought to take 
up juft fo much Time, as is neceflary or = 
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for the introducing the Incidents with their juft 
Preparation. For to make a good Tragedy, that 
is a just Imitation, the Action imitated ought not 
inreality to be longer, than the Reprefentation ; 
for by that Means it has the more Likenef$, and 
by Confequence is the more perfect; but as there 
are Actions of ten, or twelve Hours, and their 
Reprefentations cannot poflibly be fo long ; then 
muft we bring in fome of the Incidents in the In- 
tervals of the Acts the better to deceive the Au- 
dience, who cannot be impos’d on with fuch te- 
dious and long A@tions, as we have generally on 
the Stage, as whole Lives, and many Aé@ions of 
the fame Man, where the Probable is loft as well 
as the MNeceffary; and in this our Shake/pear is 
every where faulty, through the Ignorant Mode 
of the Age, in which he liv’d; and which I in- 
ffance not as a Repraoach to his Memory, but on- 
ly to warn the Reader or young Poet to avoid 
the fame Error. 

Having fhewn whatan Afétion is, we now come 
more clofely to the Subjeft; and firft to the Uni- 
ty of the Adtion, which can never be broke with. 
out deftroying the Poem. This Uzity is not pre- 
ferv’'d by the Reprefentation of feveral A@tions 
Of one Man; as of Fulins Cefar, or Aathony and 
Brutus. Thus in the Cefar of Shake/pear, there is 
not only the Action of Cefzr’s Death, where the 
Play ought to have ended, but many other Sub- 
fequent Actions of .dathony and Brutus even to the 
Overthrow and Death of Brutus and Caffius; and 
the Poet might as well have carried it down to 
the Settling of the Empire in Auguffus, or indeed 
to the fall of the Roman Eimpire in Auguftulus. 
For there was no more Reafon for the Endine it 
where he does, than at the Eftablifament of (4u- 
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gufius. Natural Reafon indeed fhow'd to Shake 
Jpear the Abfurdity of making the Reprefentation 
longer, than the Time, and the Place more .xten- 
five than the Place of acting, as is plain from his 
Ciorus’s in his Hiftorical Plays, in which he apo- 
logizes for the Abfurdity, as in the Beginning of 
the fourth A& of the Winter’s Tale among other 
things Time the Chorus {ays 


—— ——--~— Your Patience this allowing 
I turn my Glas, and give my Scene fuch groming 
As you had flept betmeen, Ke. 


And the Second A& of Heary V. begins ano- 
ther Chorus excufing the variation of the Place. 


Thus with imagin’d Wings our firft Scene flies 

in motion of no lefs Celerity 

Than that of Thought. Suppofe that youhave feex 
The well appointed King at Dover Peir, &c. 


And fo goes on to defcribe all his Paflage ¢c. 
introducing a Narration to fupply .the.Gap of the 
Adtion, or rather,in the Actions. 


But that Chorus of the fifth AG is plainer on 
this Head. 


Vouchfafe to thofe, that have not read the Story, 
That I may prompt them, and of {uch as have 

I humbly pray them to admit th’ Excufe 

Of TIME, of Numbers, and true Courfe of things 
Which cannot in their Huge and proper Life 

Be here prefented, &c. 


In Pericles Priace of Tyre the Chorus’s excufe 
the Rambling from Place.to Place and the like, 
C 4 But 
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But ’tis pity that his Difcovery of the Abfurdj- 
ty did not bring him to avoid it rather, than 
make an Apology for it. But this is not the on- 
ly Fault of the way of Writing in his’ Time, 
which he did not correét for in the Chorus of the 


third Act of Hen. V. he concludes in this Mane 
ner. 


And fo our Scene must to the Rattle fy; 
Where O! for pity, we {hall much difgrace 

With four or five moff vile and ragged Foils 
(Right ill difposd, in Brawl ridiculous ) 

The Name of Agincourt. Yet fit anda fee 
Minding true things by what their Mock’ ries be. 


Flence it is plain, that Shakefpear’s good Senfe 
perceiv’d the ridiculous Abfurdity of our fighting 
scenes, our Drum and Trumpetting Scenes; but 
he chofe to go on in the Way, that he found 
beaten to his Hands, becaufe he unhappily knew 
no better Road. 

But to return from this fhort Digreflion— This 
Unity of Aition does not exclude the Epifedes or 
various under A@ions, which are dependent on, 
and contribute to the chief, and which ‘without 
it are nothing. Thus a Painter reprefents in a 
Battle Piece the Aétions of every particular, that 
Inakes up the Army, but all thefe compofe that 
Main Action ‘of the Battle. But this does not ex- 
cufe the faulty Epifodes, or underplots (as they call 
them) of our Englifh Plays, which are diftindt 
Actions, and contribute nothing at all to the 
principal. Of this kind is Greoa and Eurydice, and 
Adraftus in our lamentable Oedipus, but indeed 
we have few Plays free from this Abfurdity ; of 
which’ the Orphan is one, where the AGion is one, 

and 
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and every Epifode, Part or under Aétion carries 
on, and contributes to the Alsin Aétion or Sub- 
gett 

Thos the different Actions of different Men 
are not more diftinély different Actions, than thofe 
of Ove Man at different Times. And we might 
as well make a Uzity of all the Actions in the 
World, as of thofe of Oxe Jan. No Aétion of 
the fame Man can be brought into a Tragedy, 
but that which neceflarily, or probably relates 
to that Action, which the Tragedy imitates. The 
Wound of Uljes, which he receiv’d in Parnaffis, 
was neceflary to his Difcovery, but his Madnefs 
to avoid the War was not, and therefore Ho- 
mer takes Notice of the former but not of the 
later. For as in all other Jmitations fo in Tra- 
gedy the thing dmitated muft be but One. This 
Aétion with its Epifodes or under Attions ought 
to be fo link’d together, that to take any Part 
away, or to endeavour to tranfpofe them, de- 
{troys the whole: for thefe Epifodes or under A- 
étions ought either Neceflarily, or probably to 
be produc’d by the main Adtion, as the Death of Py- 
troclus by the Anger of Achilles. For whatever 
can be put in, or leftout, without caufing a f{en- 
fible Change, can never be part of the Action. 
This is afure Rule to diftinguifh the true Epi- 
{odes from the falfe. And this Rule will indeed 
condemn moft of our Englifh Tragedies, in fome 
of which, the very principal Character may be 
left out, andthe Play never the worfe. But more 
of that hereafter. From what has been faid of 
the Action main and Epifodie, it is plain, that the 
Poet is not oblig’d to relate things juit as they 
happen, but as they might, or ought to have 
happend; that is the Aé&ion ought to be general 

- and 
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and Allegoric not particular; for Particular AG@i- 
Ons can have no general Influence. Thus Homer 
in the Action of Achilles intends not the Defcrip- 
tion of that one individual Man, but to fhow what 
Violence and Anger wou’d make all Men of that 
Character fay or do; as therefore Achilles isa 
general and Allegorical Perfon fo onght all He- 
roes of Tragedy to be, where they fhou’d fpeak 
and act meceflarily or probably as all men fo qua- 
lify’d and in thofe Circumftances wou’d do, dif- 
fering from Hiftory in this that the Drame con- 
{ults not the Truth of what any particular per- 
fon did fay or do, but only the general WNa- 
ture of fuch Qualities to produce fuch Words 
and Actions. *Tis true that ‘Tragedy employs true 
Names but that is to give a Credibility to the 
Action, the Perfons ftill remaining Gexeral and 
Allegoric. I woud therefore recommend to the 
Poet the entire Invention of his own Fable, there 
being very few Adions in Hiftory, that are ca- 
pable of being made general. and Allegoric, which 
is. the Beauty and eflential of both an Epic, and 
Dramatic Ation. Not but the Poet may-take In. 
cidents from Hiftory and Matter of Fat, but then 
they muft have that Probability and Verifimili- 
tude, that Art requires. | 
But all thefe Properties of the Aion which 
we have given are not fufficient; for the dion 
that is to be imitated in Tragedy mutt alfo be fuch 
as excites Terror and Compaflion; and not Ad- 
miration, Which is a Paflion too -weak to have 
the Effect of Tragedy. Terror and Pity are rais’d 
by Surprize, when Events are produc’d out of 
Caufes contrary to our Expedtation:-that is when 
the Incidents produce each other, not meerly fol- 
low after each other: for if it do not. necellarily 
| follow 
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follow, ’tis no Incident fot Tragedy. The Surprize, 
muft be the Effe& of Defign not Chance, of pre- 
cedent Incidents ; allowing ftill, that there are Ac- 
cidents, which are by Chance, which yet feem done 
by Defign, as the Fall of the Statue of A/itys on 
his Murderer, which kill’d him, for that Accident 
looks like the Work of Providence. Thofe Fae 
bles where this is Obferv’d will always appear 
the fineft. Thus Oedipus is the beft Subje& for 
Tragedy, that ever was, For all that happen’d 
to him is the Effect of Fortune, yet every Body 
may fee, that all the Accidents have their Caufes, 
and fall out according to the Defign of a Particular 
Providence. 

As the Actions imitated by Tragedy, fo are 
all its Fables Simple, or implex. The Simple as 
that, in which there is neither a Change of the 
Condition or State of the principal Perfon,or Perfons 
which is call’d the Peripetie, or Difcovery, and the 
unravelling the Plot is only a fingle Pallage of 
Agitation or Trouble, or Repofe and Tranguili- 
ty 3 as in the Avedeg and Hecube of Erupides, 
and the Philoctetes, and Ajax of Sophocles. The 
fame is the Hable of the Jlias and that of the 
eines. The implex Fable is that, which has a 
Peripetie or a Difcovery or both, which is the moft 
beautiful, and the leaft Common. In the Antigone of 
Sophocles there is the Change of the State and For- 
tune of Creon, and that produc’d by the Effect of his 
own barbarous Decree and Obftinacy. But in his 
Oedipus and Elettra there is both 3 Peripetie and 
Difcovery the firft to Mifery, the later to Re- 
venge and Happinefs. Oedipus with his change of 
Fortune difcovers, that hé is the Son of Focafta 
and Laivs, and fo guilty of Inceft and Parricide. 
Electra difcovers Oreffes ta be her Brother, and 
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changes her Miferies into Happinefs in the Res 
venge of her Father’s Death. In the Jphisenia in 
Tauris (of which Mr. Deng has given usa very 
good Tragedy with the fame Beauties to which the 
Englifh Reader may have Recourfe) bbigenia 
making a Difcovery, that Orveffes is her Brother 
Changes both their Fortunes from Defpar to a 
happy E‘cape from the barbarous Altars of Taurica. 
But the Peripetie can neither be neceflary, nor pro- 
bable (without which the Qualities they are good 
for nothing) if they are not the natural Refult 
or at leaft the Effect of the previous AGins, or 
the Subject it felf. The Oedipus and Elétra of 
Sophocles are the moft excellent in this Kind, 
and ought to be throughly ftudied by the Poets 
who woud excell in their Art. 

But not to give you Terms withouta tlorough 
Explanation, A Peripetie is a Change of on: For- 
tune into another either from Good, to dad, or 
from Bad to Good contrary to our Expeduations; 
and this Change (as I have obferv’d) owht to 
happen either zeceffarily or probably: as in the 
Oedipus of Sophocles, for he who comes to bring 
him agreeable News, which ought to deliver him 
from thofe Apprehenfions, into which his fear of 
committing Inceft with his Mother, had thrown 
him, does quite the contrary in making it out 
to him who and what he is. The Matter lies 
thus in the Fourth AQ— A Meflenger fram (C- 
rinth brings Oedipus \Word of the Death cf Poly- 
ézs and invites him to go and take Poflefion of 
that Kingdom: but Oedipus affraid to ommit 
the Inceft, the Oracle had told him of, believing 
Polybus his Father, declar’d that he never wou’d 
<o to the Place where his Mother was. The 
Corintiian told him that he did not know hmfelf, 

diftirbing 
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difturbing himfelf about nothing, and thinking 
to do him 4 figmal Piece of Service in delivering 
hirh from his Fears informs him, that Polybus and 
Merope were not his Father and Mother, which be- 
gan the Difcovery, that caft him into the moft 
horrible of all his Misfortunes. 

But becaufe Difcovery is here a Dramatic Term 
and fo fignifies fomething more, than in its 
vulgar Acceptation, I muft inform the Reader, 
that here it means a Difcovery, which is made by 
the Principal Characters by remembring either 
one arother or fomething of Importance to their 
Change of Fortune and is thus defin’d by Ars- 
ftotle— The DISCOVERY is a Change which caufing 
us to pals from Ignorance to Knowledge produces 
either LOVE or HATRED in thofe, whom the Poet 
has a Defign to make happy or miferable. That 
is, it cught not to be in vain by leaving thofe, 
who remember one another in the fame Senti- 
ments, they were in before; it muft produce ei- 
ther Love of Hatred in the principal not inferi- 
our Chara@ters. But thofe Difcoveries, which are 
immediatly follow’d by the Peripetie are the moft 
beautifil; as that of Oedipus; for the Difcovery 
of his being the Son of Socaffa, and Laius im- 
mediately makes him of happy the moft miferable 
of Mex. The Difcovery in Eleftra is not near 
fo fine, becaufe their Condition and Fortune is 
not clang’d till fome time after; but this where 
the Peripetie and Difcovery join will always pro- 
duce Terror or Pity the End and Aim of Tragedy. 
What I have to add of the feveral forts of Di- 
feoveris 1 fhall defer till I have treated of thie 
Manners, becavfe thofe have fome intreft in 
them. 
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The next thing, that we are to confider are 
the Characters. Thofe, which are to compofe q 
perfe& Tragedy, muft not be either perfefily Vira 
tuousy and Innocent (as the Duke of Buckingham has 
obferv’d) nor Scandaloufly wicked. To make a pers 
fectly virtuous and innocent Charaéter unfortu: 
nate excites Horror, not Pity nor Terror. To 
punifh the Wicked gives a fort of fatisfa¢tion in- 
deed, but neither Pity nor Terror the Bufinefs of 
Tragedy , tor what we never think our felves capable 
of committing we can never pity. But the Cha- 
racter of perfect Tragedy fhou’d be the mean be« 
twixt both; but rather good than bad. The Cha- 
racter, that has this Mean, fhou’d not draw his 
Misfortunes on him-by fuperlative Wickednefs or 
Crimes notorioufly fcandalous, but by involuntary 
Faults ; that is Frailties proceeding from the ex« 
cefs of Paffion; involuntary Faults which have 
been committed either by Ignorance or Imprudence 
againft the natural Temper of the Man, when he 
was tranfported by a violent Paffion, which he 
cou’d not fupprefs ; or by fome greater, or external 
Force in the Execution of fuch Orders which he 
neither cou’d, nor ought to difobey. The Fault 
Of Oedipus is of the firft fort tho’ he be likewife 
guilty of the fecond. That of Thyeftes is of the 
fecond only; Thofe of Oreffes and Alcmeon of the 
third, that is in Obedience to the Oracle of the 
Gods ; which clears Sophocles of the Fault laid to 
his Charge by Mr. Rowe. In the Plays of the An- 
tients of this middle Charaéter were Oedipus, Thy- 
eftes, Alcmeon, Meleager, Telephus, &c. 1 fhall only 
give a Draught of the firft being confin’d to great 
— fince that Example will make the Precept 
plain. 


Corneille 
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Corneille Mr. Dryden and Lee have quite mi- 
{taken this Character; they have made him per- 
fectly good, whereas Sophocles does not praife hit 
for any thing but his Courage, this good For- 
tune and Judgment, Qualities equally comnion to 
the Good and the Bad, and to thofe, who are made 
up of Virtues and Vices. His Fault was his Curiofi- 
ty ; his being tranfported to Anger by the Info- 
lence of a Coach Man for not giving him the 
Way, and kill’d fome Men two days after the 
Oracle had forwatn’d him, that he fhou’d kill his 
Father. This Action alone fufficiently denotes his 
Character; but Sophocles has fhown by all his 
Manners fo conformable to this, that he appears 
in every Refpect a Man, that is neither good not 
bad, having a Mixture of Vertue and Vice. His 
Vices are Pride, Violence, Anger, Temerity, and 
imprudence ; fo that it is not for his Paracide, nor 
his Inceft, that he is made unhappy, thofe as 
they were the Effects of his Curiofity and his Rafh- 
nefs, Violence and Anger, were the Punifhment of 
them; and thofe ate the Vices, that Sophocles 
woud correct in us by this Example of Oedi- 
US. 
: From what has been faid, that a Fable with a 
fingle Cataftrophe is better, than that which has 
one, that is double; and that the Cataftrophe, that 
is unhappy is better, than that, which is happy ; 
provided the Unhappinefs be the Confequence of 
fome of thefe Faults or Prailties, which I have 
mention’d; and not the Eife& ot grof$ and re- 
markable Crimes; for thefe merit- the Corre@ion 
of the Ax not the Afnfe. 

The Fable that is of the next Excellence is 
that which has a double Conftitution, and Csa- 
firophe, viz. one happy for the Good, and one un- 
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happy for the Guilty. Tho’ this. is more proper 
for Comedy; where the greateft Enemies go off res 
concil’d. 

Terror and Compaffion being the Chief End of 
Tragedy and that being produc’d only by the Fa- 
ble, let us confider what Incidents (which com- 
pofe the Fable) are the moft produdtive of thefe 
two Paflions. . 

All Incidents are Events, that happen betwixt 
fome Body or other; and all Incidents, that are 
terrible or pitiful happen betwixt Friends, Rela- 
tions, or the like, for what happens betwixt E- 
memies have no ‘Tragical Effect. Thus when. a 
Brother is going to kill, or kills his Brother; 
the Father his Son, or the Son the Father; the 
Mother the Son, or the Son the Mother. And 
thefe are the proper Incidents, that a Poet fhou’d 
employ all his Search and Study to find out. Now 
all thefe ACtions may be devided thus; into thofe, 
which the Actor perform with an entire Know- 
ledge of what he does or is going to do, as Me- 
dea when fhe kill’?d her Children; Alcmaon, when 
he kill’d his Mother and the like. " 

Another way is when the Heinoufnefs of the 
Crime, which they are going to-commit or do 
commit is not known to the Actors till after the : 
Deed is done, when they, that did it, come to 
difcover the Relation of the Perfons they have 
deftroy’d as Eryphile in Aflydamas knew not that 
it was his Mother, whom he had killd till after 
her Death; and ‘Telegonus difcover’d that it was 
his Father Vlyffes he had mortally wounded after 
the Fact was done. The third fort of Incident 
and the moft beautiful is when a Man or Wo- 
man is going to killa Relation, whois not known 
to him or her, and is prevented by a vis 
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of their Friendfhip and Relation. The firft is the 
worit, the laft the beft, and the fecond next to 
the third in Excellence becaufe here is nothing 
flagitious and inhumane but the Sin of Ignorance; 
for then the Difcovery is very pathetic and mo- 
ving as that of Oedipus killing Laius. 

In thofe Incidents of the third kind to make 
them perfectly beautiful like that of Averope and 
Iphigema in Euripides it will be neceflary, that the 
Poet take care to let the Audience know the Re-« 
lation of his Dramatic Perfons, tho’ the Perfons 
themfelves mufk not know it till the Difcovery. 
For thofe Stories of Merope atid Jphigenia were 
perfectly known to the Audience, which gave them 
all along a concern for the danger of the Brother 
and the Son; and rais‘d their Joy and Satisfa&ion 
when the Difcovery came and prevented the Event. 
°Tis true that it is no éafy Matter to meet with 
fuch a Story, or indeed to form it without Ohe 
{curity and imperfect Beauty, yet if it be done, 
it anfwers the Labour and Pains of the Study 
and Search. 

We come now to the A¢auners, which is the 
next thing to the Fable in Excellence, and in Con- 
fideration. The Afanmers diftinguifh the Charaéters, 
and if the A@anners be ill exprefs’d we can never 
be acquainted with them, and confequently never 
be terrify’d by forefeeing the Dangers they will 
produce tothe Charaéers or Dramatic Perfons 
nor meltinto Pity by feeling their Sufferings. All 
Dramatic theretore as well as Epic Perfons ought 
to have the Adanners , thatis their Difcourfe ought 
to difcover their Inclinations, and what Refolu- 
tions they will certainly purfue. The Asamers 
therefore fhou’d have four Qualities; they mutt 
be (1) Goed (2) like (3) convenient (4) Equal. Good 
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is when they are mark’d; that is when the Dif 
courfe of the Perfons makes us clearly and diftin@- 
ly fee their Inclinations, and what good or evil 
Refolutions, they are certain totake. Like relates 
only to known and public Perfons, whofe Chara- 
é&ers are in Hiftory, with which the Poetic Cha- 
racters muft agree, that is, the Poet muft not give 
a Perfon any Quality contrary to any that Hi- 
ftory has given him. Coavenient, that is thefe muft 
be agreeable to the Age, Sex, Climate, Rank, and 
Gondition of the Perfon, that has them 


Refpicere Exemplar Vite, morumg; jubebo 
Dottum Imisatorem, verafque hinc ducere voces. 


Thus Horace advifes us to ftudy Mankind, and 
from the Obfervation of them to draw the Pro- 
prieties of Characters or Manners. But a through 
Confideration of Ethics will be a very great Help 
to the Obfervation; for when you have once got 
the true Knowledge of the various Habits of the 
Mind in their Juft Order, and the nature of their 
feveral Blendings and Mixtures, and Compofition ; 
you will with much greater Eafe make an Advan- 
tage of your Study of Men, in Regard to what we 
are now difcourfing of. 

As to the Likexe/s you muft remember, that the 
Evil Qualities given by Hiftory to Princes, and 
Great Men, ought to be omitted by the Poet if 
they are contrary to the CharaGer of a Prince, éc. 
but the Virtues oppofite to thofe kuown Vices 
ought not to be impos’d. £gualthat is Conftant, 
and Confiftent. 


Qualis incepit & fibi conftet. Hor. 
But 
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But ifany Charaéter be of uneqial Manners, as in 
Nature, fo in Poetry,whichis an Imitation of Nature, 
the Variety and Inequality of theManners muft be 
equal. The Fearful muft not be Brave ; nor the Brave, 
Fearful; the Avaritious muft not begenerous and the 
like. 

The Manners. therefore of the [rincipal Perfons; 
at leait, ought to be fo clearly and fully mark’d as 
to diftinguifh them from all other Men ; For Nature 
has made as great a Diftin@ion between every in- 
dividual Man by the Turn of his Mind as by the 
Form of his Countenance. In tlis Shakefpear has 
excell’d all the Poets, for he has not only diftin- 
guilh’d his principal Perfons, but there is {earce a 
Meflenger comes in but is vifibly different from 
all the Reft of the Perfons in tte Play. So that 
you need not to mention the Names of the Per= 
fon, that {peaks when you read th: Play: the Man- 
ners of the Perfons will fufficiently inform you 
who it is fpeaks; whereas in ow: Modern Poets, 
if the Name of the Perfon {peakng be not read, 
you can never by what he fay: diftinguifh one 
from the Other. 

But belides thefe four Qualities of the Manner$§ 
there isa fifth eflential to their Beaity, that is,that 
they be Neceffary ; that is, that no vicious, or bafe 
Quality or Inclination ought to le given to any 
Poctic Perfon, unlefs it appear to be abfolutc= 
ly neceflary and requifite for the carrying on of 
the Action. 

Yo make this a little plainer— There are three 
forts of Qualities compofe the Chara@er of a 
fero. Firft, fach as are abfolutely Neceffary for 
the Fable and Aétion; and thofe ae moft to ap- 
pear, and evidently prevailing avove the Reif, 
49 that the Hero is to be known «nd —— d 
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by them: ‘The Second, are the to imbelifh the 
firft, and the Third are to fuftain both. But an 
Exainple will explain this. The firft of thefe in 
eEncas is the tranfcendent Goodnefs of his Nature: 
The fecond, that beautifies this is his folid Piety, 
and entire Refignation to the Will of the Gods, 
the third that fuftains both is an Heroic Fortitude, 
which is abfolutely neceflary to the carrying on 
of any great Defign. Thus in Uljes we find 
Diffimulation, fet off by prudence and fuftain’d by 
Valour. In Achilles Rage fet off by a noble Vehe- 
mence, and fuftain’d by a wonderful Valour. This 
firft Quality, as Goodnefs in eAineas, is to appear 
through his whole Character 5 Rage through Achil- 
les and Diffimulation through Ulyffes. 

Having thus run through the Adanners as briefly as 
1 cou’d to give the Reader any juft Idea of their 
Nature; I fhall now conclude my difcourfe on 
the feveral forts of DISCOVERIES becaufe well 
manag’d they add a wonderful Beauty to the 
Piece; tho’ it is a Beauty indeed almoft entirely 
unknown to our Stage. 

The firft fort of Difcovery is by certain Marks 
in the Body, either Natural or Accidental, as 
fome Families have Marks peculiar to them, as 
the Founders of Thebes and their Iflue had a 
Lance naturaly in their Bodies. Accidental, as 
the Wound Uses had formerly receiv’d in his 
Thigh by a Boar in Parnaffus, or Tokens fuch as 
the Casket of Jon, which makes the Difcovery of 
his Mother Grevfa, whom he was going to Kill. 
Tho’ this be the leaft beautiful and Artful Di/co- 
very, yet it may be more or lefs Artfully manag d, 
as that of Vlyfes is in the Odyfes where the 
Nurfe wafhing his Feet difcovers the Wound and 
by that Ulyfes 5 but when he is oblig’d to fhew 

at 
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it to the Shepherds to confirm them, that he was 
Ulyffes it is lefs artificial. | 

The fecond fort of Difcevery and that likewife 
unartful is when, it is made by certain Tokens, 
as when Oreffes had come to the Knowledge of 
his Sifter Jphigenia, by a Letter which fhe gave 
Pylades to carry to Oreffes at Argos, and told him 
the Contents by word of Mouth left the Letter 
fhou’d be Loft; he difcovers himfelf to her by 
mentioning her Working a fine piece of Ta- 
piftry, that was in her Appartment, and the 
Lance of Pelops &c. for thefe Tokens are no 
great Matter of Invention, fince he might have 
made them twenty other ways: 

The third fort of Difcoveries is what is made 
by Remembrance, that is, when the fight or hearing 
of any thing makes us remember our Misfortunes, 
ec. as when Ulyffes heard Domodocus fing his Actions 
at Troy the memory ftruck him, and drew Tears 
from him, which difcover’d him to Alcinous. The 
fourth fort of Difcoveries are made by Reafoning, 
Thus Iphigenia argues in the Caphores of eAifehyluse 
Hither is a Man come like me, No Body’s like me 
but Ore/fes, it muft therefore be Oveffes. That of 
Polyides is beautiful and pathetique, for in the 
Iphigenia of that poet (as we have it in Ariffotle} 
Orefies Kneeling at the Altar, and juft opening 
his Bofome to Receive the Sacred Knife, he cries 
out “tis not fufficent that my Sifter has been Sacrific’d 
to DIANA, But I muft be fo too. 

The fineft fort is that which rifes from the 
Subject or the Incidents of the Fable, as that 
of Oedipus from his exceflive Curiofity, and the 
Letter of Iphigenia, for it was yery Natural that 
fhe fhou’d write to her Brother. 
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Having thus confider’d the two main Points 
of the Theory, I fhall fay a word or two of the 
Practice. As the Duke of Buckingham has obferv’d, 
the firft Bulinefs of a Tragic Poet is to draw-a 
Plan of his Defign, and having plac’d it in a juft 
Light, and in one View he may beft judge ofits 
probability. But then he muft confider, that 
in this Plan muft firft be drawn the Fable in 
general, before he thinks of the Epifodes, that 
particularife and circumftantiate it. [ll give you 
that which is drawn up by 4riffotle himfelf, be- 
caufe it may have the greater Authority with 
you.—~- 4 young Prince/s is plac’d on the Altar to be 
Sacrific’d, difappears of afuddain from the Eyes of the 
Spettators, and is carryd into another Country, where 
the cuftom is to Sacrifice Strangers to the Guardian 
Goddefs of that Country. \They make her Priefte{s of 
that Temple. Some years after, the Brother of that 
Princefs arrives at the fame Place, in Obedience to an 
Oracle; he no fooner arriv’d but is taken, and as he 
3s going to be Sacrific’d the Difcovery is made, that 
he ws Brother to the Priefte/s which faves his Life. 

This is the general and univerfal Fable with- 
out Names, and which may yet receive any Names 
the Poet pleafes; who adding the Epifodes, circum 
{tantiates and makes it particular; as the adding 
the Madnefs of Ore/tes, and tlie like, makes it proper 
to that Story. 

When the Poet comes to write and work up 
his‘ Scences Ariffotle advifes, and Otway’s Practice 
confirms, that he fhou’d put himfelf into the fame 
Paflion he writes, and imitate the Geftures, and 
Actions of thofe, whom he makes to fpeak. 

The Poet ought to take care in the Unravel- 
ling the Plot in which many Mifcarry , The Plot 
is all the Play from the Beginning to the Difco- 

very 
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very of Unravelling, which is beft towards the 
laft Scene of the Play, for if the Usravelling be in 
tue fourth Act, the reff muft be dull and heavy. 
But when the Peripetie and Difcovery come to- 
gether and all at the End of the Play the Au- 
dience goes away with Pleafure and. Satisfa- 
ction. 

Having faid fo much of the Fable, Incidents, 
Manners, &c. J fhall add a word or two on the 
Sentiments. In which it is that we muft follow 
the Advice of the Duke of Buckingham. 


Nay more for they muft look within to find 
Thofe fecret Turns of Nature in the Adind. 


But then the Poet muft not be content to look 
into his Mind to fee what he himfelf fhou’d think 
on fuch an Occafion, but he muft put himfelf into 
the Paflion, and Quality, and Temper of the Cha- 
racter he is to draw; that is, he muft aflame thefe 
Manners he gives his Dramatic Perfon, and then 
fee what Sentiments or Thoughts fuch an Occa- 
fion, Paflion or the like, will produce. And the 
Poet muft change his Perfon, as a different per- 
fon and chara‘ter fpeaks, or he will make all fpeak 
alike without any diftinGion of Charatter. Gaffa- 
vel gives you an Account of Campawuella, which 
will illuftrate this place. He fays, that going to 
fee him when in the Inquifion, he found him ma- 
king feveral odd Faces, which he took to be 
the Effect of the Pains he had endur’d there, 
but on his asking Gaffarel what fort of Man 
fuch a Cardinal was, and enquiring into his Fea- 
ture he found that Campanella was framing himfelf 
by the force of Imagination to the LikenefS of 
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the Cardinal to know what Anfwer he fhou’d 
have to a Letter he had fent him. 

_ Now if the forming our outward figure cou’d 
be of fuch ufe, as to make us think like another, 
certainly when the Imagination proceeeds by its 
own Strength, and Force to liken the Soul as well 
as the Body, it muft havea wonderful EffeG. But 
this cannot be done but by a great Genius. 

I fhall fay no more of the Sentiments here, becaufe 
they are to be learn’d from the Art of Rhetoric more 
than that of Poetry. For the Sentiments being 
all that makes up the Difcourfe, they confift in 
proving, refuting, exciting and exprefling the Paf 
fions, as Pity, Anger, Fear and all the others ; ta 
raife or debafe the Value of any thing. The Rea- 
fons of Poets and Orators are the fame when 
they wou’d make things appear worthy of Pity, 
or terrible, or great or probable. Tho’ fome 
things are render’d fo by Art, and others by 
their own Nature, 

The Diction or Language is that, which next 
comes under our Confideration; which tho’ made 
fo confiderable a Part by our Modern Playwrights 
(who indeed have little elfe to value themfelves 
upon) was by Ariffotle thought of tie leaft Impor- 
tance; tho’ it is confefs’d when the Elocution is 
proper and Elegant and vary’s as it ought, it 
gives a great, and very advantageous Beauty toa 
Play. The Fable, the Atanmers, and the Sentiments 
are without doubt the moft confiderable, for as 
4riftotle obferves a Tragedy may be perfect with- 
out the Affiftance of Elocution; for the Subject 
aay be well manag’d, the Afanzers well mark’d; 
and the Sentiments may be juft and fine tho’. ill 
fixprefs’d. An ill Elocution renders the Difcourfg 
flat, but that deftroys not the Beauty of = O- 
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ther Parts. Befides a Tragedy may be wrote in 
Profe as well as Verfe, that is thofe other three 
parts may be as well exprefs’d in Profe as Verte; 
but Verfe is made ufe of becaufe more Harmo- 
nious, and by Confequence more agreeable. 

But as we err as much in this Part of Tra- 
gedy as in the other three it wou’d be neceflary 
to give fome Rules of DiftinG@ion on this Head. 
But that 1 have not Room to do in this place; 
and propriety and Elegance of Diction muft be 
learn’d from Grammar and Rhetoric However I 
will not pafs this entirely in filence, but fhall give 
two or three Rules which are abfolutely necef- 
fary to give any true beauty to a Dramatic Dj. 
élion. 

Some have been betray’d by their Ignorance of 
Art and Nature to imagine, that becaufe the Style 
of Milton’s Paradife Loft is admirable in the Epic 
Poem, that it will be fo in Tragedy; not confi- 
dering, that Aéidton himfelf has vary’d his ftyle 
mightily in his Sampfon Agoniftes, from that of his 
Paradife. And Mr. Dryden’s Criticifn is very juft 
in his Epiftle to the Marquifs of Normanby (the 
prefent Duke of Buckingham) before the e4neis, 
where quoting from Segrais, and Boffu— that the 
Style of an Heroie Poem ought to be more lofty, than 
that of the DRAMA— “ The Critic is in the 
“* Right, fays he, for the Reafon already urg’d. 
“* The Work of Tragedy is on the Paflions, in 
‘¢ Dialogue: both of them abhor Strong Meta- 
‘¢ phors, in which the Epopee delights; a Poct 
* cannot {peak too plainly on the Stage, ec. 

And Boileae a Judicious Critic as well as Poet 
has Words to this Effet.— Wou’d you deferve the 
Applaufe of the Public? in Writing diverfify your Stile 
vEceffantly, too equal, and teo uniform a Manner fhines 
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to uo purpofe and enclinesus to Sleep. Rarely are thofe 
Authors read, who are borx to plague us, and who ape 
pear always whining in. the fame ingrateful Tone. Hap- 
py the Man, who can fo command his Voice, as to pafs, 
without any Confiraint from that, which is GRAVE, 


to that which « MOVING; and from that, which a 


PLEASANT to that, which « SEVERE and SO- 
LEMN. Every Paffion has its proper Way of 
{peaking which a Man of Genius will eafily derive 
from the very Nature of the Paflion he writes. 
Anger is proud and utters haughty Words but fpeaks 
in. Words lefs fierce and fiery when it abates: Grief 
is more humble and fpeaksa Language like it felf, 
dejected, plain and forrowful 


Projicit Ampullas, & fequipedalia Verba, 


As Horace juftly obferves. From thefe few Ob- 
fervations it is evident how far from fine Lan- 
guage fome of our Poets are, who have had Suc- 
cefs even for that alone, in {pight of all the Ab- 
furdities of the Fable, Manners and Sentiments, 
tho’ in Reality they were no more excellent in 
this, than in thofe. 

Thus have we feen that Tragedy is an Imitation 
of an Attion of a juft Extent 7. e. that has a Be- 
ginmng, Middle, and End, and which fhall produce 
Pity and Terror, But this Action not being to be per- 
form’d or reprefented without human Agents in 
that Aétion it neceflarily brings in an Under-Imita- 
tion of thofe Men in that Adction, of their Man-« 
ners as they contribute to that Action; and this 
makes a Neeeflity of imitating the Men, that are 
introduc’d in the Drama. 

We muft not expect many Inftances of Shake- 
Jpear’s Perfettion in the Fable, tho’ perhaps we 

| may 
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may find fome extraordinary Strokes that wa 
likewife ,; But the Beauties of the Manners we 
fhall find every where, as I fhall thew in my Exa- 
men of his Plays. a 
it may perhaps be expeéted, that I fhon’d fay 
fomething of Comedy. But I have infenfibly fwell’d 
this Difcourfe to a greater Bulk, than J at firft 
defign’d fo that I fhall only fay in Generad, that 
Comedy participates in many things with the Rules 
of Tragedy, that is, it is an Imitation both of 4- 
éiion and Manners, but thofe muft both have a creat 
deal of the Ridiculum in them, and indeed Hu- 
mour is the Charatteriftic of this Poem, without 
which a Comedy lofes its Name; as we have ma- 
ny of late, who fall from the Ridiculum into 2 
meer Dialogue diftinguifh’d only by a pert fort 
of Ghit Chat, and little Aims at Wit. Bey Fobn- 
fon is our beft Pattern, and has given us this Ad- 
vantage, that tho’ the Englifh Stage has fearce yet 
been acquainted with the Shadow of Tragedy, yet 
have we excell’d all the Ancients in Comedy. 

There is no Man has had more of this vas Com 
mica than our Shake/pear, in particular Charaéters 
and in the Aderry Wives of WINDSOR he has g1- 
ven us a Play that wants but little of a perfed 
Regularity. Comedy in England has met with. the 
Fate of Tragedy in Athens for that only has yet 
been cultivated, whereas the polite Athenians took 
firft Care of Tragedy, and it was late e’er the 
Magiltrate took any notice of Comedy, or thought 
it worthy their Infpection. 

All Arts indeed improve as they. find Encou- 
fagement, Our Statefinen have never yet. thought 
it worth their while to refcue the Drama from 
the Hands of the Ignorant, and the Benefit of pri- 
vate Perfons, under which Load of Obftacles it 


Can 


- 
: 
: 
| 
i 
: : 
: 
- 
1 
{ 
iW 
} 
‘ 
| 
; 
: 
} 
: 
\ 
; 
‘ 
{ 
: 
f 
{ 
| 
: 
} 
a 
: 
| 
‘Ae 
i i): 
; 
mi 
i 
i 
ae ii} 
: vil 
' ; 
; ; 
i Hi) 
: : 
t ' 
: 
iy 
i} 
1 | 
nH ’ 
{ | 
| 
{ : 
: 
' ; 
| 
AL | ; 
Pall 
: 
Van 
1) 
id 


— —— - 


SS > - 7" - 


ars _— é = 2 = 2) Sitar : 
eS oe So ee . 
oS Eee SSD 


ee 


i Sie 
a 


= 


= ~~ = 


SS 


——— ee es oe er SS 





—— 


— ee 


a Se 


_ —-+ - -——~— -_— os = - 
SSS SS SS SS ————— = = Ee 
= ——*s3 —_ ——— — — — 2 = — —— = 
> AM Sa i arma De ta ete ——s pie = a 
Se rere —— : ee SS — = SQ 


i Bt 
a) 


t 
| 
t 
' 
} 
{ 
} 
} : 
' 
lt 
i al ; 
b 
petit 
‘ 
' 
{ 
: 
fl 
| 
i] 
; H 1 
f en || 
ey 
gp te | 
i) wh 
¥ Et) 
i a 
=~ 2 PRE 
ie 4)! Ww 
it BUMS 
ih Wace nie 
ir ‘ Hie 
-* mi Ht: 
has 
1h nit 
: tL 
| i 
ant 
it 
he i 
1) / 
uth 
7 iH 
; ipa 
| 
on 
: \ 
meet ttt 
| ARR Ty) 
: 1 rea ie 
| ie 
\ { 
sleet 
a\4 








aay 


(x ‘An Essay on the ArT, Rist 


can never rife to any Perfection; and place fuch 
Men in the Management of it, as may turn it to 
the Advantage of the public. Whether this be 
any Proof of their good: Politics or not I ‘hall 
not here determine ; but J am fure, that very po- 
litic Nations, that is the Greeks, and the Romans 
had far other Sentiments. 

This naturally leads me tothe Rife of the Stage 
in Greece, Where it was entirely raisd by Trage- 
dy, For Thefpws firft made a moving Stage for that 
Poem, tho’ it was not then asit is now pure and 
unmixt, for the ill Subjects, that The/pi chofe, threw 
him upon a fortof Tragicomedy, which Error -4/- 
chylus corrected by choofing only noble Subjeés, 
and an exalted Stile, that being before too bur- 
lefque. So that as far as we may Ghefs, the Plays 
of Thefpw, were not unlike fome of thofe of our 
Shake/pear. For it was fome time, before the Stage 
came to its Magnificence and Purity even in Greece 
it felf, at leaftin Comedy ; For the People are ge- 
nerally the fame in all Countries, and obftinate- 
jy retain Licentious and Obfcene things; and it 
is the Property of RoughnefS, and Barbarifm to 
give place to Politenefs with a great deal of Dif- 
ficulty. Nay Sophocles was the firft that purg’d 
Tragedy it felf entirely, and brought it toits true 
Majefty and Gravity. Hor as Dacier obferves, the 
Changes that Tragedy and Comedy underwent were 
brought about by little and little, becaufe it was 
impoflible to difcover what was proper for them 
at Once; and new Graces were added to them 
as the Nature of thefe Poems came better to be 
underftood. 

‘Tis true that the Idea of Tragedy was taken 
from the Iliads and Odyffes of Homer; and of Co- 
medy from his Poem cail’d A4ercites; but that was 
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after thefe Poems had been in ufein a ruder Man- 
ner, then Homer infpir’d the Improvers and Re- 
formers of the Stage with this noble Idea. Jz. 
edy indeed had a very advantageous Rife in Greece, 
falling immediately under the Infpeétion of the 
Magiftrate, being founded on Religion ; and this 
carried it fo foonto Perfection; to which it wou’d 
never have arriv’d had it been in the Hands of 
private Perfons, and mercenary Players, ignorant 
of its Beauties and its Defects 5 and whofe Thoughts 
reach no farther, than what they are us’d to, which 
turning to a tolerable Advantage to their Pockets, 
they believe there is no greater Perfettion. But 
Athens was too wife too polite a State to let that 
fade and remain ufelefs in the Hands of the Ig. 
norant, which by the Care of the Wife and Know- 
ing might be turn’d to the Publick Advantage and. 
Glory. 

Tragedy as 1 have faid had the Advantage of 
being grafted on the Gaatfong, or Vintage-Song in 
the Honour of Baechus, which, being a Recita- 
tion only, The/pis firft madea Stage and introduc’d 
one Attor.. e#/chylus added a fecond Actor; and 
fixt his Stage, and adorn’d it in a more Magnifi- 
cent manner; but then the fame Ornaments ferv’d 
all Plays. Sophocles added a third Actor and vary’d 
the Ornaments and brought Tragedy to Perfe- 
ction, and into fuch Efteem with the Athenians, that 
they fpent more in the Decorations of the The- 
atre, than in all their Perfian Wars; nay the Mo- 
hey appropriated to that Ufe, was look’d on as 
fo facred, that Demofthenes with Difficulty and a 
great Deal of Art attempted to alienate fome of 
it to the Defence of Greece agaiaft Philip of Afa- 
cedon. 
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The Alterations that were made in this Poe 
in fo little a Time were almoft in every part of 
it ; in the very Numbers as well as in the Sub- 
jeét, Manners, and Didtion. For the firft Verfe of the 
earlielt Tragedies were Tetrameters or a Sort of Bur- 
lefque, and fit for Country mens Songs, and not 
unlike our Dogrel. But on the Reforming the 
Stage it was turn’d into Trimeter Tambics > for as 
Dacier from Ariffotle obferves, thofe Numbers were 
fitteft for Tragedy, which were moft like our com- 
mon Difcourfe, and confequently it was Trimeter 
Jambics, for that was moft us’d in familiar Cons 
verfation, and Tragedy fays he, being an Imitation, 
ought to admit nothing but what is eafy and Na- 
tural. : 

But as this feems to relate cheifly to the Greek 
and Latin Dittion, fo it will not be amifs to give 
you fomething like it in the Englifh, at the Rife 
of the Drama here. I fhall take the Examples. of 
both from Shakefpear alone, to fhow this Error 
mended by himfelf and brought to fuch a Perfe. 
ction, that the higheft praife is to imitate his Stile. 

What they call’d their Tetrameters may be an- 
fwer’d by the Dogrel in the Comedy of Errors, and 
Loves Labours loft. 


Bal. Good Meat, Sir, is common, that every Churle 
affords. 

E. Ant. And Welcome more common, for that’s no- 
thing but Words. 

S. Drom. Either get thee from the Door, or fit down 
at the Hatch, 

Doft thou conjure for Wenches, that thou call’ft fer fuch 

Store ? 
When One ts one too many ? go get thee from the Doors 


But 


aN 


ana PROGRESS of the STAGE, Ce. [xiii 


But left this fhou’d be thought paflable in the 
Mouths of the Dromies, and their Mafters, we. 
fhall fee in thofe of Lords and Princes, in Loves 
Labours Lofft firkt Boyet of the Retinue of the 
PrincefS of France; aad the Princef her felf. 


PrincefS. Zt was well done of you to take hing at his 
Word. 

Boyet. I was as willing to graple, as hew as to board. 

Maria one of the t Tmo hot Sheeps, Marry, and 
Ladies of Honour. | therefore not Ships. 

Boyet. No Sheep, fweet Lamb, unlefs we feed on 
your Lips. 

“Princefs. Good Wits will be janghing, but Genteels 
agree—— 

The civil War of Wits were much better us?d 

OnN AV ARRE, and his Rook mer, for here *tis abus’d. 


In fhort thefe falfe Numbers and Rhimes are 
almoft through the whole Play; which muft con- 
firm any One, that this was one of his firft. But 
that Verfe, which anfwers both the Latin, and 
the Greek is our Blank Verfe, which generaly con- 
lifts of Iambics, and fo fit for the Drama, that tho’ 
Mr. Dryden had once brought Rhiming on the 
Stage, fo much into Fafhion, that he told us plain- 
ly in one of his Prefaces, that we fhou’d fcarce 
fee a Play take in this Age without it; yet as 
foon as the Rehearfal was a&ted the violent, and 
unnatural Mode vanifh’d, and Blgnk Verfe refum’d 
its Place. A thoufand beautiful Examples of this 
Verfe might be taken out of Shakefpear, here fcarce 
being a Play of his which will not furnifh us with 
Many; I fhall fatisfy my felf here with an Initance 
Or two out of the Au%ich Ado about Nothing. 


And 
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‘And bid her fteal into the pleafhed Bower, 

Where Honey-Suckles, ripen’d by the Sun, 

Forbid the Sun to enter 3 like Favourites’s 

Made proud by Princes, that advance their Pride 
Againft that Power, that made it, &c. 

The pleafanteft Angling 1s to fee the Fifh 

Cut with their golaen Oars, the filver Stream 
And greedily devour the treacherous Bait: 


Comedy on the other hand lay long unculti- 
vated in private Hands,among the Mob, or Coun- 
try fellows, without any Regard of the Govern- 
ment; till at laft Epicharmus and fome others 
taking the Idea from the Afargites of Homer, 
purg’d the Country Raileries of their Licentiouf- 
nefs, the Magiftrates of Athens took it into their 
Confideration, that it might be of ufe to the Pu- 
blic in the Hands, and under the Managments of 
the Public. And thus by the Encouragement and 
Infpection of the Government the Drama of both 
Kinds arriv’d to Perfection in not many Years after 
their Appearance in the World. 

But it was not fo in Rome it was in the 399th 
Year of the City, when any thing like a Stage 
got into Rome, and tho’ it was introduc’d to 
appeafe a great Plague which cou’d not be averted 
by any other Propitiation, yet they being origi- 
nally perform’d by Strangers, the Romans had lit- 
tle Regard to them. For on this Occafion they fent 
for Players out of Etruria, whom in thew Lane 
enage they call Ajiffer, from whence the Romans 
call’d their ACtors Aifiriones. Wor did thefe make 
ufe of any Verfe but danc’d to the Tunes of their 
Pipes with Meafures not indecorous after the Thu/- 
can Manner. The young Sparks began to imitate 
them by rallying one another in undigefted Verles, 

With 
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With their Voices their Motions agreed ; fo that 
the Matter was receiv’d and by often Repetition 
caine into a Mode. But the Players did not, as 
in the Fefcenine Verifes rally one another with 
Extempore Verfes ; but reprefenting-Paftorals call’d 
Satyrs, with Vocal Mufick, fet to the Inftrumen- 
tal, and a regular Adtion perfornrd their Parts. 
But Livius Andronicus a Greek by Nation, was the 
firft (fome years after this) who ventur’d to min- 
gle a Fable with thele Songs, a@ing himfelf in 
thefe Performances, as then all the Poets did. 
This Livy tells us, and the fame we find in #2- 
herius Maximus Lib. 2. cap. 4. From which we ‘fee, 
from what fmall Beginnings the Scenic Plays arofe? 
Firft Players were fens for out of ETRUORIA, mbho 
danced without either Verfe or Piper, after this, rude 
ana unpolifh’d Verfe came in and Adotions Something 
agreeable to the Voice : but gt laff all things were improv a 
by Art. Tho’ thefe two Accounts de not agree in 
every particular we eafily fee the Low Rife of the 
Stage in this City, which tho’ brought in at firft 
for the appeafing a-raging Peftilence, yet the Play- 
ers, who belong’d to the Drama had thcir Names 
put qut of the Lift of their Tribe, fome fay by 
way of Difgrace, and were never permitted to 
have the Honour to go to the Wars but on the 
greateft Extremity; yet this might be in Refpect 
to their Prefervation, as the Athenians made a Law, 
when Fupolis was kill’din a Sea Fight, that Poets 
fhou'd go no more to the Wars. But be this as 
st will; yetan Time when it had work’d it felf out 
of the Dreggs of the People the State took No- 
tice of it, and no Play was permitted to be acted, 
which was not approy’d by the e#dile, who ‘had 
the fame Care of the Stage:in Rome, as the Cho- 
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Yaeus had in Athens; Agrippa was e4dile in Rome, 
and the great Themiftocles was Choragus in Athens. 

But notwithftanding the ediles took care at laft 
of the Roman Stage, yet that never came to the 
Excellence of that of Athens; at leak if we may 
judge of the Tragedies by thofe of Seneca, which 
are in nothing comparable to thofe of the Greek 
Poets.. The Medea of Ovid liad it been Extant, 
might perhaps have fhown us fomething more 
perfect, for he was much better qualify’d for that, 
than the Philofopher. : 

In England Plays begun at the very Bottom of 
the People, and mounted by degrees to the State 
we now fee them in, the yet imperfe@ Diverfion 
of Ladies, and Men of the firft Quality. Queen 
Elizabeth firft diftinguifh’d AGors from Strolers and 
Vagabonds by making thera Gentlemen of her Bed- 
Chamber, as,fome fay, at leaft her Domeftic Ser- 
vants 5 and then it was that Shake/pear ennobl’d 
the rude Scene, giving it a Grace, which it Knew 
not before, and fufficient to pleafe fo wife, and 
a a Princefs. But the Glory of giving it Per- 
ection yet remains for a no Jefs Excellent Queen,and 
the Mufes have reafon to hope, that fhe, that is 
fo univerfal a Patronefs of Liberty will not leave 
them in theit old Bondage. For while the Poet’s 
Succefs depends fo much upon the injudicious Taffe 
‘of the Managers, and the Whim of the unjudging 
Town it is impoffible, that this Glorious Artcan 
ever be brought to that Excellence, to which it 
arriv’d in Greece. Opinion, or Chance, and the Ad- 
drefs of the Players having given many of our 
Modern Tragedies a fort of temporary Succefs, 
but becaufe ina little time thefe Plays, which were 
cry'd up without Merit lofe Ground and grow rieg- 

lected 
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lected, fome of our Playwrights have pretended 
that our Yafte of Tragedy is loft, and that the 
beft will not do. But certainly that is a very ill 
Argument, for we fee, that the Orphan, Venice 
Preferv'd and good Tragedies increafe in Efteem 
and bring as good Audiences as any Comedies. 
But the fante Argument will hold againft Comedies ; 
for after Opinion or Whim have given them a fort 
of Run at their firft Appearance, they flag in 
a little Time for Want of innate Merit, and Sink 
fo that. in a Year or two they will not bring 
ten Pounds. And tho’ an ingenious Gentleman 
has told us, that Tragi-comedies will do better 
than Tragedies, I muft fay that the fame Rea- 
fon will hold againft them; for I know fearce 
oue of them, except Shake/pear’s, that bring any 
great Audiences. But I ain confident had we 
good Tragedies written according to the Art I 
have laid down, and that they ‘had fair play at 
firft from the Managers, the Diverfion is {0 noble 
and great they wou’d find another fort of Suc- 
cefs, than our Trifies have met with, and laft for 
ever. At leaft we have Reafon to think fo for 
all that we have yet feen to the contrary in Ex- 
perience. 

Thus have I given my Thoughts on Shake/pear, 
laid down the Rules of true Judging, and judi- 
cious Writing, and given a View of the Rife 
and Progrefs of the Drama in Greece, Rome and 
England, from whence it is plain that the only 
Way to make the Stage flourifh is to put it into 
the Hands of the Magiftrate, and the Manage- 
ment of Men of Learning ‘and Genius; which 
wou'd once again bring thisadmirable Art to its 
Old Perfection. | 
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An Explitiation of the Old 
Wor vis ts’d by tiabie: 
in his Works 


A 


Rgofies. Ships, cé. 
Micbjudi¢are. Sub- 
due, Cc, 
Ayoint. avant, be gone, 
Stand off, ee. 
Agnize. Acknowledge, 
confefs, avow, C*c. 
Acknown. known Ac- 
knowledged, Cc. 


B 


Betrums, adorns decks, 
Cc. | 
Bosky. fat, fwelld, ce. 
Busky. id. or Woody. 
Blenches.,. Faults. — 
Bevel. _crooked,.awry 4 
A Broch. A Buckle,Brace- 
let, Noofe, Spit, Cc, 
Beteem. to bring fort! 1, QF 
breed, | 


Braid. Trim, finical, 
wove, &c. 

Born. Limits, Bounds, 
Ce. 

To Blenéh. Sin, fear, 

Befmirch'd. Dawb'd. ce. 

Biggen. a Child’s Coif 
‘OF Qucit. | 

Brach. a kind of Hound, 
CPC. | 

Blood-Bolter'd. Smeat’d 
with dry Blood. 

BiffonRheum. BiindRheéum. 

Ballow. Pole, Jong ftick, 
quarteér-ftaff, ce. 


C 


Cleeps. calls, names, Ge. 
Copesmate. Companion. 
Congeft. heap’d together. 
Cautle/s. Uncautious. 


Canary ay 


The GLossAR Ye 


Cauary'd to it. Danc’d to 
it or was Joyful at it. 

To Carol. to: fing 

A Callet, 2 Whore. 

Cen oe Tax. 

Clake or Clack, to niake 
an ingrateful Noife, 
He. 

Congrecing. for agreeing, 
ec. 

Cleap. haunt, 
brood on, Cc. 

Clinguant. Sounding Gc. 

The Cranks. Offices. 

Coftard. Head, or Block- 
head. 

Cringes. Hinges. 

Chufheraf. Whore-mafter 

Debochee, ce. 

D 

Dank. Moift, raw, Cc. 

Dowle. A feather or fa- 
ther the fingle Parti- 
cles of the down. 

To daffe. to baffle banter, 
cheat, ec. 

Dumps. Melancholly, 
fixt, Sadnefs, c*c. 

Dulcet. Sweet. 

Down=cyved, turd of 
ty’d down. 

Dearn. Solitude, ce. 


attend , 


Eld. Age Antiquity , 
- Fotefathers,old Times 
oe. | 


Ixix 


Empleached. bound toge- 
ther, intefwove, @c. 
Enpatron’d. got a Pa- 

tror. 

Enfeof’d himfelf. took 
offefion of the Tne 
eritance, @¢. 

Exuflicate. blown, 

F 


Foyzon. Plenty, Abun- 
dance, Strength,Heart 
Juice, Moifture, cc. 

Fends. defends, guards, 
Oe. | 

Famoufed. made famous. 

Frampol’d troublefomie , 
unealy, Ce. 

Foining Fence. Mafterly 
Detence. 

Flouriets. Or Flourets , 
fmall flower, or Beds 

_ of Flowers. 

Franklin. a Freettian, or 
Gentleman, ce. 

To Fatigate. to tire,weary 
Cc. 

Foemen. Enemies. 

Finelefs. without End. 

G 


Guerdon’d. pay’d, rewar- 
ded with, given to, 
Oc. 

Gatods. Bawbles, gawdy 
things, or ridiculous 
jefts, Ce. 

To Gleek. Jeer, Gc. 

Glyke. id, Geck, 
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Geck, or Gull. to cheat, 
defraud. Cc. 

The Geff. A Bed, Couch, 
CC « 

Gimmals. A Ring of two 
Rounds. 

Garifh. gay, glaring, ee. 
Gleeful. Merry, laughing, 
Cre. | 
God-eyl'd ws. God defend 
or do us good. 
Gouts of Blood: 

Drops of Blood. 
To Gibber. to flout, chat- 
LET. Ges 
Gafted. frighted. 
To Gallow. To fright. 
Gaftne/s. Fright. 
Graff. Graft, Cc. 
Gofemore. a little light 
down, that flies about 
in the Air by every 
Wind blown about. 
H 
Hyed. 


great 


FHied or made 
hafte to. 

Hefts. Commands. 

Hent. took hold of. 


Hight. calld. 


#efted. as tender-hefted, 


tenderly difpos’d, ec. 
Hlarried, daunted, fcold- 


ed at, frighted handI’d 
him fo roughly. 
I 


Intendment. Intention, 
Jngirts. Surrounds. 


TS, 


The GLossAry. 


An Incony Wit. a Mimic- 
king Wit, ee. 

Imboft him. Noos’d him, 
circumvented him, ee, 

Immoment. of no Value. 

K 

Kam. a wry, quite from 
the matter. clean Kam 
quite from the pur- 
pofe. 

i 

Lufh. Luxury, Lewdnefs, 
CC. 

Lafs-lorn.. depriv’d, or 
deferted by his Lafle 
or Mittrefs. 7 

Leaman. a Gallant, Stallie 
On, @c. 

Lover’d. have a Lover. 

Lither Sky.. lower, Lazy, 
plain, 

Liefefi. Deareft, che. 

M 

Atoody, or Afood. angry;. 
and Anger, Cc. 

Meea. Reward. 

Murky. Obfcure, dark, 
Cre. 

A Mauud. 
Scrip, C¥¢c. 

Murk. Dark, ec. 

To Mel. to meddle with 
or mingle, Ce. 

Manakin. a little Man. 

Mammering. Muttering. 


N 


a Basket, 


The Gros 


N 
Nill. will not. 
WNole. an Afles.. Nole. 


Affes Head and Neck. 
Nay Word. A Word of 
Infamy or Contempt. 


Orts. 
CC. 
Orgillous. proud. 
P 


Scraps, Leavings, 


Palmers. Pilgrims, Ce. 

Poleclipt. clipt. in the 
Head. 

Phrafle{s Hand. A Hand, 
whofe Beauty no Phrafe 
can exprefs. 

A Prifer. one that fights 
Prizes, or wreftles. for 
Prizes, Ce. 

Pight upon or over. 
‘Pight to do it, prop’d 
fettled, Cail, tc, 

Palliament. a Garment, 
Robe, ec 

Fo Palter. to trifle, ec. 
banter, Cec 

Paragon. Peer Or Fgual, 

Pannelled me. follow’d; at- 
tended me, Gc. 

Quern. Churn. 

A Quintine. a Meafure. 
7 

Ouarrellous. Guatrelfome 
~ fall of Complaint, ¢e. 


| Recheate. 


SA RY. [xxi 
R 

Rank. full, a Riyer rank, 
full. 

Recketh, or Wrecketh, va- 
lues, thinks, reflects. 

Rigol. A Clayicord, or 
‘what makes Merry, or 

diverts, &c. 

a manner of 
Blowing the Horn to 
call the Dogs  toge- 
ther. - ; 

Rebato, or Head-drefle. 

Reft. bereft, depriv’d of, 
Cc. 

Raide. dreft. 

Roifting. Bullying, Noifie, 
eke 

Ribald Crows. 
impudent, cc. 

Ronyon. a Rake, ec. 

The Romage of the Land, 
Difturbances, céc, 


Noifie, 


To Reverb. repeat, re- 
turn, reply, @c. 
To Renege. to deny. 
Riggifh. rampant, rut- 
tifh, Cc. 
S 
Sneap'd Birds. Beak’d, 


bill’d; ce, 
Siege. Excrement. 
Suggelted. tempted, pro- 
vok’d, prompted. 


Sea-Marge. A Cliff, or 
the Banks of the. Sea. 
Stel d. 
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Stel’d. Stor’d, contain’d. 

To Shrive. to meet, re- 
vel, confefs, or hear 
ones confeffion. Lifted 
in a Roll, @c. 

Smoog’d. Smoak?d. 

Sheea. Shine. 

To Square. Yo quarrel, 
CC. 

Saws. Maxims, Proverbs, 
Sayings, @&c. 

A Bed-Swarver. One in- 
conftant to his Bed, a 
Rover,a Debochee,@&c. 

Scath. Mifchief, Lofs, 
Wrong, Harm, Pre- 
judice, &e. 

Screyls. Corfairs. 

To Sker or Skir. to glide 

or moye fwiftly. 

Soilure. a Blot. 

T 


Teen. Pain, Anguifh, 
Wrath, Anger, @c. 
To Trafb. to lopp, Ge. 
Ti dans. brisk, active, 

nimble, €c. 

Totter'd. fhaken, totter- 
ing,weak tumbling,e*c 

To Tar. to fet on, pro- 
voke, @&c. 

Trenchant Sword. ‘The 
Sword that cuts a gap, 
or ‘Wounds, Inden- 
ture, 2c. 

Thewes. Sinews, or Modes 
Manners, Cultoms, &c. 


To Scale a thine. To 
weigh it in Scales, ce. 

To Sowle. Yo lugg one 
by the Ears. 

Shrift. Confeflion, &c. 

Star. Decay. 

Yo Sag. to waver,be dif- 
maid, cc. 

Scar. Care, or Value, ec: 

U 


Umberd Face. A Pace 
{meerd with Czeber, 
or a yellowith Face. 

Unhouzzled. Without the 
Sacrament. 

Unanneal’d. Without Ex- 
tream Undtion, that is 
Unanointed. — 


Unhoufed. Free, uncone- 


fin’d, Ce. 


W 
Welkin. The Heavens, 
Skye, exc. 
Whileare. Lately. 
Wend, £0. 
Wrecks. ‘Thinks of, cares 
for, or values. 
Withers. The Shoulders 
of a Horfe. 
Wother.Merit;Beauty,cc. 
Witha Winnion. With a 
Vengeance, Ce. 


Y 


Yel iped . Calld. 
VENUS 
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To the Right Honourable 


Henry Wriothelly, 


arl of SOUTHAMPTON, 
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Tre ERTS ET soe. 


Your Honour feem but pleasd, I 
account my felf highly pratfed, and 
zow to take Advantage of all idle 
Hours, till I have honoured you with 
fome graver Labour. But if the 


firit Heir of my Invention prove 
deformed, I fhall be forry tt had fo 


noble a God-father, and never after 
eave fo barrenaLand for fear zt yzeld 
me firll fo bad a Harveft. TL leave 
it to Your honourable Survey, and 
Your Honour to Your Heart’s Con- 
tent ; which I wifh may always 
anfwser Your own Wifh, and the 
World's hopeful Expectation. 


Your Honoutr’s in all Duty, 


Will. Shakefpear. 





==—\V EN as the Sun, with purple coloured 

5 Face, 

Had ta’n his laft Leave of the weeping 
Morn. 

| Rofe-cheek’d Adonis hied him to the 

———- - Chafe : 

Hunting he lov’d, but Love he laught to Scorn. 
Sick-thoughted Venus makes amain unto him, 
And like a bold-fac’d Suter ’gins to woo him. 





Thrice fairer, than my felf! (thus fhe began) 

The Fields chief Flower ! fweet above compare / 

Stain to all Nymphs ! more lovely, than a Man ! 

More white and red, than Doves or Rofes are? 
Nature, that made thee with her felf at Strife, 
Saith, that the World hath ending with thy Life. 


Vouchfafe, thou Wonder / to alight thy Steed, 
And rein his proud Head to the Saddle Bow, 
If thou wilt deign this Favour, for thy Meed, 
A thoufand hony Secrets fhalt thou know. 
Here come and fit, where Serpent never hilles, 
And being fet, Pll {mother thee with Kifles. 


A 3 And 
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And yet not cloy thy Lips with loathed Satiety, 
But rather famifh them amid their Plenty ; 
Making them red and pale with frefh Variety: 
Ten Kifles fhort as one, one long as twenty. 
A Sammers day wil] feem an Hour but fhort, 
Being wafted in fuch Time-beguiling Sport. 


With this the feizethon his fweating Palm, 
The Prefident of Pith and Livelihood, 

And trembling in her Paflion calls it Balm; 
Earth’s fovereign Salve to do a Goddefs good. 
Being fo enragd, defire doth lend her force, 

Couragioufly to pluck him from his Horfe. 


Over one Arm the lufty Courfers Rein, 
Under the other was the tender Boy, 
Who blufh’d and pouted ina dull Difdain, 
With leaden Appetite, unapt to toy. 
She red and hot, as Coals of glowing Fire : 
He red for Shame, but frofty in Defire. 


The ftudded Bridle, on a ragged Bough, 

Nimbly fhe faftens (O how quick is Love“) 

The Steed is ftalled up, and even now 

To tie the Rider fhe Begins to prove. 
Backward fhe pufh’d him, as fhe would be thruft, 
And govern’d him in Strength, tho’ not in Luft, 


So foon was fhe along, as he was down, 

Bach leaning on their Elbows and their Hips. 

Now doth fhe ftroke his Cheek, now doth he frown, 

And ’gins to chide, But foon fhe ftops his Lips: 
And kiffiag fpeaks, with luftful Language broken; 
If thou wilt Chide thy Lips fhall never open. 


He 


Venus awd ADONIS. " 


He burns with bafhful Shame, fhe, with her Tears, 
Doth quench the maiden burning of his Cheeks : 
Then with her windy Sighs and golden Hairs, 
To fan: and blow them dry again fhe feeks. 
He fays fheis immodeft, blames her mifs, 
What follows more, fhe {mothers with a Kifs. 


Even as an empty Eagle, fharp by Fafte, 
Tires with her Beak on Feathers, Flefh and Bone, 
Shaking her Wings, devouring allin Hafte, 
Till either Gorge be ‘ftuft, or Prey be gone: 
Even fo the kift his Brow, his Cheek his Chin, 
And where fhe ends, fhe doth anew begin. 


Forc’d to Confent, but never to obey, 

Panting he lies, and breathing imher Face : 

She feedeth on the Steam, as on a Prey, 

And calls it heavenly Moifture ’ Air of Grace! 
Wifhing her Cheeks were Gardens full of Flowers, 
So they were dew’d with fuch diftilling Showers. 


Look how a Bird lies tangled in a Net, 
So faften’d in her Arms Adonis lies: 
Pure Shame and aw’d Refiftance made him fret, | 
Which bred more Beauty in his angry Eyes. 
Rain added to a River, that is rank, 
Perforce will force it overflow the Bank, 


Still fhe entreats, and prettily entreats : 

For to a pretty Ear fhe tunes her Tale. 

Still he is fallen, ftill he lowers and frets, 

’Twixt crimfon Shame, and Anger afhie Pale. 
Being red fhe loves him beft, and being white, 
Her Breaft is better’>d with a more Delight. 


A 4 Look 
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Look how he can, fhe cannot 'chufe but love, 
And by her fair immortal Hand fhe {wears, 
From his foft Bofom never to remove, 
Till he take Truce with her contending Tears ; 
Which long have rain’d, making herCheeks all wet, 
And one {weet Kifs thall pay this countlefs Debt. - 


Upon this Promife did he raife his Chin, 
Like a Dive-dapper peering through a Wave, 
Who being look’d on, ducks as quickly in: 
So offers he to give what fhe did crave ; 
But when his Lips were ready for his Pay, 
He winks and turns his Lips another Way. 


Never did Paflenger, in Summers Heat, 
More thirft for Drink, than fhe for this good Turn ; 
Her Help fhe fees, but Help the cannot get, 
She baths in Water, yet in Fire muft burn. 
Oh Pity gan fhe cry, flint-hearted Boy ! 
‘Tis but a Kifs I beg, why art thou coy ? 


I have been woo’d, as I intreat thee now, 
Even by the ftern, and direful God of War, 
Whofe finowy Neck in Battel ne’er did bow, 
Who conquers, where he comes in every Jar : 
Yet hath he been my Captive and my Slave, 
And bege’d for that,which thou unask’d fhalt have. 


Over my Altars hath he hung his Lance, 
His batter'd Shield, his uncontrolled Creft ; . 
And for my fake hath learn’d to fport and dance, 
To coy, to wanton, dally, fmile and jeft; 
{corning his churlith Drum, and Enfign red, 
Making my Arms his Field, his Tent my Bed. 


Thas 
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Thus he, that over-rul’d, I over-fway’d ; 
Leading him Prifoner in a red Rofe Chain. 
Strong. temper’d Steel, his ftronger Strength obey’d, 
Yet was he fervile to my coy Difdain. 
Oh be not proud, nor brag not of thy Might, 
For maftring her, that foil’d the God of Fight,! 


Touch but, my Lips with thofe fair Lips of thine, 
Tho’ mine be not fo fair, yet they are red) 
The Kifs: fhall be thine own, as well, as mine. 
What feeft thou in the Ground ? Hold up thy Head - 
Look in mine Eye-balls, where thy Beauty lies, 
Then why not Lipson Lips, fince Eyes on Eyes ? 


Art thou afham’d to kifs ? Then wink again, 
And I will wink, fo fhall the Day feem Night, 
Love keeps his Revels, where there be but twain. 
Be bold to. play, our Sport is not. in Sight. 
Thefe blew-vein’d Violets whereon we lean 
Never can blab, nor know they what we mean. 


The tender Spring, upon thy tempting Lip, 
Shews thee unripe 5. yet may’ft thou well] be tafted. 
Make ufe of Time, let, not Advantage flip, 
Beauty within it felf would not be watted. 
Fair Flowers, that are not gather’d in their Prime, 
Rot and confame themfelves in little time. 


Were I hard favour’d, foul, or wrinkled old, 
Iil-natur’d, crooked, churlifh, harfh in Vaice, 
O’er-worn, defpifed, rheumatick and cold, 
Thick-fighted, barren, lean, and lacking Juice, 
Then mightft thou paufe,for then 1 werenot for thee: 
But, having no Defects, why doft abhor me? 


Thou 











A 
10 Venus amd AdDON IS. 


Thou can’ft not fee one wrinklein my Brow, 

Mine Eyes are gray, and bright, and quick in turning : 

My Beauty, asthe Spring doth yearly grow ; 

My Flefh as foft and plump, my Marrow burning ; 
My {mooth moift Hand, were it with thy Hand felt, 
Would in thy Palm diffolve, or feem to melt. 
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Bid me difcourfe, I will enchant thine ear, 
Or likea Fairy, trip uponthe Green, 
Or like a Nymph, with long difhevel’d Hair, 
Dance on the Sands, and yet no footing feen. 
Love is a Spirit all compact of Fire, 
Not grofs to fink, but light, and will afpire. 





Witnefs this Primrofe Bank ; whereon I lye 
The forcelefs Flowers, like fturdy Trees, fupport me ; 
Two ftrengthlefs Doves will draw me through the Sky 
From Morntill Night, even where I lift to fport me. 
Is Love fo light, fweet Boy, and may it be, 
That thou fhouldf{t think it heavy unto thee ? 


Is thine own Heart tothine own Face affected ? 
Can thy right Hand feize Love upon thy left ? 
Then wooe thy felf, be of thy felf rejected, 
Steal thine own freedom, and complain of Theft. 
Narciffus fo himfelf, himfelf forfook, 
And dy’d tokifs his Shadow in the Brook. ~ 


he 
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Torches are made to light, Jewels to wear, 

Dainties to tafte, frefh Beauty for the ufe, 

Herbs for their Smell, and fappy Plants to bear: 

Things growing to themfelves are growths abufe. 
Seeds {pring from Seeds,and Beauty breedeth Beauty ; 
Thou wert begot, to get it is thy Duty. 
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Upon the Earths Increafe why fhouldft shou feed, 
Unlefs the Barth with thy Increafe be fed ? 
By Law of Nature thou art bound to breed, 
That thine may Live, when thon thy felf art Dead: 
And fo in fpight of Death thou doft furvive, 
In that thy Likenefs ftill is left alive. 


By this, the Love-fick Queen began to fweat, 
For where they lay, the Shadow had forfook them, 
And Titan tired in the mid-day Heat, 
With burning Eye did hotly overlook them; 
Wifhing Adonis had his Teamto guide, 
So he were like him and by Venus Side. 


And now Adenis with a lazy Spright, 

And with a heavy, dark, difliking Eye, 

His lowring Brows o’rewhelming his fair Sight, 

Like mifty Vapours, when they blot the Sky, 
Sowring his Cheeks, cries fie, nomore of Love, 
The Sun doth burn my Face, I muft remove. 


Ah me! (quoth Vevus) Young and fo unkind! 
What bare Excufes mak’f{t thou to be gone? 
Pil figh celeftial Breath, whofe gentle Wind 
Shall cool the Heat of this defcending Sun. 
I'l] make a Shadow for thee of my Hairs, 
If they burn too, [fl quench them with my Tears. 


The Sun, that fhines from Heaven fhines but warm, 

And loe, I lie between the Sun and thee! 

The heat I have from thence doth little harm, 

Thine Eye darts forth the Fire, that burneth Me. 
And, were I not immortal, Life were done, 
Between this Heavenly and Earthly Sun. 
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Art thou obdurate, flinty, hard as Steel? 
Nay more, than Flint, for Stone at Rain relenteth, 
Art thou a Woman’s Son, and canft not feel 
What ’tis to love, how want of Love tormenteth ? 
O?! had thy Mother born fo bad a Mind, 
She had not brought forth thee, but died unkind. 








What am I, that thou fhouldft é¢ontemn me this? 
Or what great Danger dwells upon my Sute? 
What were thy Lips the worfe for one poor Kifs ? 
Speak fair: But {peak fair Words, or elfe be mute. 
Give me one Kifs, I'll give it thee again, 
And one for Int’reft, if thou wilt have twain. 


Fie, livelefs Picture, cold and fenfelefs Stone ; 
Well Painted Idol, Image dull and dead ; 
Statue contenting but the Eye alone ; 
Thing like a Man, but of no Woman bred. 
Thon art no Man, tho’ of a Man’s Complexion, 
For Men will kifs even by their own Direction. 


This faid, Impatignce chokes her pleading Tongue, 

And {welling Paflion doth provoke a Paufe ; 

Red Cheeks and fiery Eyes blaze forth her Wrong; 

Being Judge in Love, fhe cannot right her Caufe. 
And now fhe weeps, and now fhe fain would fpeak, 
And now her Sobs do her Intendments break. 


Sometimes fhe fhakes her Head, and then his Hand; 

‘Now gazeth fhe on him, now on the Ground, 

Sometimes her Arms infold him like a Band ; 

She would, he will not inher Arms be bound: 
And when from thence he ftruggles to be gone, 
She Locks her Lilly Fingers one in one. 


Fondling 
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Fondling, faith fhe, fince I have hemm’d thee here, 

Within the Circnit of this Ivory Pale, 

Pil be the Park, and thou fhalt be my Deer ; 

Feed where thou wilt on Mountain or in Dale. 
Grazeon my Lips, and if thofe Hills be dry, 
Stray lower, where the pleafant Fountains lie. 


Within this Limit is Relief enough, 
Sweet bottom Grafs, and high delightfal Plain, 
Round rifing Hillocks, Brakes obfcure and rough, 
To fhelter thee from Tempeft and from Rain. 
Then be my Deer, fince I am fuch a Park, 
No Dog fhall ronze thee, tho’ a thoufand bark. 


At this Adonis fmiles, as in Difdain, 
That in each Cheek appears a pretty Dimple; 
Love made thofe Hollows, If himfelf were flain, 
He might be buried ina Tomb fo fimple: 
Foreknowing well if there he came to lie, 
Why there Love liv’d, and there he cou’d not die. 


Thefe loving Caves, thefe round enchanting Pits, 
Open’d their Mouths to fwallow Venus liking : 
Being mad before, how doth fhe now for Wits? 
Struck dead at firft, what needs a fecond ftriking ? 
Poor Queen of Love in thine own Law forlorn, 
To love a Cheek, that finiles at thee with Scorn. 


Now which Way fhall fhe turn? What fhall the fay ? 
Her Words are done, her Woes the more encreafing : 
The Time isfpent, her Object will away, 
And from her twining Arms, doth urge releafing. 
Pity fhe cries, fome Favour, fome Remorfe / 
Away he fprings, and hafteth to his Horfe . 


But 
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But loe, from forth a Copp’s that Neighbours by, 

A breeding Jennet, Lufty, Young and Proud, 

Adonis trampling Courfer doth efpy, 

And forth fhe rufhes, fhorts and neighs alond. 
The ftrong neck’d Steed, being ty’d unto a Tree, 
Breaketh his Rein, and to her ftraight goes he, 





Imperioufly he leaps, he neigbs, he bounds, 

And now his woven Girts he breaks afunder ; 

The bearing Earth with his hard Hoof he wounds, 

‘Whofe hollow Wofnb refounds like Heavens Thunder: 
The Iron Bit he crufhes *tween his Teeth, 
Controlling what he was controlled with. 
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Gant His Ears up prick’d his braided hanging Mane 
Page eH Upon his compaft Creft now ftands an end: 
His Noftrils drink the Air, and forth again, 
As from a Furnace Vapours doth he lend: 
His Eye, which fcornfully glifters like Fire, 
Shews his hot Courage, and his high Defire. 





Sometimes he trots, as if he told the Steps, 

With gentle Majefty, and modeft Pride; 

Anon he rears upright, curvets and leaps; 

As who fhould fay, loe, thus my Strength is try’d ; 
And thus I do to captivate the Eye 
Of the fair Breeder, that is ftanding by. 


What recketh he his Riders angry Stir, 
His flatt’ring Holla, or his Stand, I fay ? 
What cares he now for Carb, or pricking Spur ? 
For rich Caparifons, or Trappings gay? 
He fees his Love, and nothing elfe he fees: 
For nothing elfe with his proud Sight agrees. 


Look 
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Look when a Painter wou’d furpafs the Life, 
In Limning out a well proportion’d Steed, 
His Art, with Natures Workmanhhip at Strife, 
As if the Dead the Living fhould exceed - 
So did his Horfe-excell a common One, 
In. Shape, in Courage, Colour, Pace and Bone. 


Round Hooft, fhort Jointed, Fetlocks fhag and long, 

Broad Breaft, full Eyes, finall Head, and Noftril wide, 

High Creft, fhort Ears, ftrait Legs, and pafling {trong, 

Thin Mane, thick Tail, bread Buttock, tender Hide. 
Look what a Horfe fhould have he did not lack, 
Save a proud. Rider on fo proud a Back. 


Sometimes he fcuds far off, and there he ftares ; 

Anon he ftarts at ftirring of a Feather. 

To bid the Wind a Bafe he now prepares, 

And where he run, or fie, they Know not whether. 
For through hisMane and Tail the high Wind Sings, 
Fanning theHairs,which heave like feather’d Wings. 


Fe looks upon his Love, and neighs unto her ; 

She anfwers him, as if the knew his Mind. 

Being Proud, as Females are, to feehim wooe her, 

She puts on outward Strangenefs, feems Unkind, 
Spurns at his Love, and fcorns the Heat he feels, 
Beating his kind Embracements with her Heels. 


Then, like a melancholy Male-content, 
He vails his Tail; that like a talling plume, 
Cool Shadow to his melting Buttocks lent , 
He ftamps, and bites the poor Flies iu his Fume : 
His Love. perceiving how he is lnragd, 
Grew Kinder, and his Fury was aflwag’d. 
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His teafty Mafter goes about to take him, 
When loe/ the unback’d Breeder, full of Fear, 
Jealous of catching, {wiftly doth forfake him, 
With her the Horfe, and left Adonis there. 
As they were mad, unto the Wood they hie them, 
Out-fripping Crows, that ftrive to over-fly them. 


All {woln with chafing, down Adonis fits, 
Banning his boyftrous and unruly Beaft. 
And now the happy Seafon once more fits, 
That Love-fick Love, by pleading may be bleft. 
For Lovets fay, the Heart hath treble Wrong, 
When itis bar’d the Aidance of the Tongue. 


An Oven, that is ftop’d, or River ftaid, 

Burneth more hotly fwelleth with more Rage : 

So of concealed Sorrow may be faid ; 

Free vent of Words Loves Fire doth aflwage : 
But when the Hearts Attorney orice is mute, 
The Client breaks, as defperate in his Sute. 


He fees her coming, and begins to glow, 
Even as a dying Coal revives with Wind, | 
And with his Bonnet hides his angry Brow, 
Looks on the dull Earth with difturbed Mind 5 
Taking no Notice, that fhe is fo nigh, 
For all afeance he holds her in his Bye. 


O what a Sight it was wiftly to view 

How fhe came ftealing to the wayward Boy ; 

To note the fighting Conflia of her hue, 

How white and red each other did deftroy! 
But now her Cheek was pale, and by and by 
it flath’d forth Fire, as Lightning from the Sky. - 


Now 
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Now was fhe juft before him, as he fat, 

And like a lowly Lover down fhe kneels 3 

With one fair Hand fhe heaveth up his Hat, 

Her other tender Hand his fair Cheeks feels : 
His tender Cheeks receive her foft Hands print, 
As apt, as new-fallen Snow takes any Dint. 


Oh what a War of Looks was then between them! 
Her Eyes Petitioners to his Eyes fuing ; 

His Eyes faw her Eyes, as they had not feen them; 
Her Eyes woo’d ftill, his Eyes difdain’d the Wooing : 
And all this dumb Play had his A&s made plain, 
With Tears, which Chorus like, her Eyes did rain. 


Full gently now fhe takes him by the Hand, 

A Lilly prifon’d in a Jail of Snow, 

Or Ivory in an Alablafter Band, 

So white a Friend ingirts fo white a Foe! 
This beauteous Combat, wilful and unwilling, 
Shew’d like to filver Doves, that fit a Billing. 


Once more the Engine of her Thoughts began. 

O faireft Mover on this mortal Round ! 

Would thou wert, as I am, and la Man, 

My Heart all whole, as thine, thy Heart my Wound. 
For one fweet Look my Help I would affure thee, 
Tho’ nothing but my Body’s Bane would cure thee. 
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Give me my Hand (faith he) why doft thou feel it ? 
Give me thy Heart (faith fhe) and thou fhalt have it. 
O! giveit me, left thy hard Heart do fteel it : 
And being fteel’d, foft Sighs can never grave it : 
Then Love’s deep Groans I never fhall regard, 
Becaufe d4donis Heart hath made mine hard. 
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For fhame, he crys, let go, and let mie go, 

My Day’s Delight is paft, my Horfe is gone, 

And ’tis your Fault; 1am bereft him fo. 

I pray you hence, and leave me here alone. 
For all my Mind, my Thought, my bufie Care, 
Is how. to get my Palfrey from the Mare. 


Thus fhe replies. Thy Palfrey, as‘he fhould, 

Welcomes the warm Approach of fweet Defire: 

Affection is a Cole, that muft: be cool’d ; 

Elfe, fuffer’d, it will fet the Heart on Fire. 7 
The Sea hath Bounds, but deep Defire hath none ; 
Therefore no Marvel tho’ thy Horfe be gone. 


How like a Jade he ftood, ty’d to a Tree, 

Servilely maftred with a leathern Reign! 

But when he faw his Love, his Youth’s fair Fee 

He held fuch petty Bondage in Difdain, 
Throwing the bafe Thong from his bending Creft, 
Enfranchifing his Mouth, his Back, his Breaft. 


3 


‘Who fees his true Love in her naked Bed, 
Teaching the Sheets a whiter Hiew, than white, 
But when his glutton Eye fo full hath fed, 
His other Agents aim at like Delight: 
Whois fo faint, that dare not be fo bold, 
To touch the Fire, the Weather being cold ? 


Let me excufe thy Courfer, gentle Boy, 

And learn of him, I heartily befeech thee, 

To take Advantage on prefented Joy, 

Tho’ I were dumb, ‘yet his Proceedings teach thee. 
O! learn to love, the Leffon is but plain, 
And once made perfect, never loft again. 


I know 
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I know not Love (quoth he) nor will I know it, 
Unlefs it be a Boar, and then I chafe it. 
‘Tis much to borrow, and 1 will not owe it, 
My Love to Love, is Love but to difgrace it; 
For I have heard it is a Life in Death, 
That laughs, and weeps, and all but with a Breath. 


Who wears a Garment fhapelefs and unfinifht ? 

Who plucks the Bud before one Leaf put forth ? 

If fpringing Things be any jot diminifht, 

They wither in their Prime, prove nothing worth. 
The Colt that’s backt, and burthen’d being young 
Lofeth his Pride, and never waxeth ftrong. 


You hurt my Hand with Wringing. Let us part, 

And leave this idle Theme, this bootlefs Chat, 

Remove your Siege from my unyielding Heart, 

To Love’s Alarm it will not ope the Gate. (try ; 
Difmifs your Vows, your fained Tears, your Flat- 
For where a Heart is hard, they make no Battry. 


What, canit thou talk? (quoth fhe)haft thou a Tongue? 
O! would thou had’ft not, or I had no hearing ! 
Thy Mermaid’s Voice hath done me double Wrong ! 
I had my Load before, now preft with bearing. 
Melodious Difcord! heavenly Tune harfh founding! 
Earth’s deep {weet Mufick ! and Heart’s deep fore- 
(wounding! 
Had I no Eyes but. Ears, my Ears would love 
That inward Beauty, and invifible - 
Or were I deaf, thy outward Parts would move 
Rach part of me, that were but fenfible. 
Tho’ neither Byes, nor Ears to hear nor fee, 
Yet fhould I bein love, by.touching thee. 


B 2 Say 
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Say, that the Senfe of Reafon were bereft me, 
And that | could not fee, nor hear, nor touch ; 
And nothing but the very Smell were left me, 
Yet would my Love to thee be ftill as much; 
For from the Stillatory of thy Face excelling, 
Comes Breath perfum’d, that breedeth Love by 
(Smelling. 
But oh! What Banquet wert thou to the Taft ! 
Being Nurfe and Feeder of the other Four ! 
Would they not wifh the Feaft fhould ever laft, 
And bid Sufpicion double lock the Door, 
Left Jealoufie, that four unwelcome Gueft, 
Should by his ftealing in difturb the Feaft. 


Once more the ruby-colour’d Portal open’d, 
Which to his Speech did honey Paflage yield : 
Like ared Morn, that ever yet betoken’d, 
Wrack to the Sea-men, Tempeft to the Field, 
Sorrow to Shepherds, Woe unto the Birds, 
Guft and foul Flaws to Herdmen and to Herds. 


This il} Prefage advifedly fhe marketh, 
Even asthe Wind is hufht before it raineth, 
Or as the Wolf doth grin before he barketh, 
Or asthe Berry breaks before it ftaineth: 
Or like the deadly Bullet of a Gun, 
His Meaning ftroke her e’er his Words begun. 


And at his Look fhe flatly falleth down ; 
For Looks ki! Love, and Love by Looks reviveth : 
A Smile recures the Wounding of a Frown, 
But bleffed Bankrupt, that by Love fo thriveth! 
The filly Boy believing fhe is dead, 
Claps her pale Cheek, till clapping makes it red. 


And 
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And in Amaze brake off his late Intent, 

For fharply he did think to reprehend her, 

Which cunning Love did wittily prevent. 

Fair fall the Wit, that can fo well defend her: 
For on the Grafs fhe lies as fhe were flain, 
’Till his Breath breathed Life in her again. 


He wrings her Nofe, he ftrikes her on the Cheeks, 
He bends her Fingers, holds her Pulfes hard, 
He chafes her Lips, a thoufand Ways he feeks 
To mend the Hurt, that his Unkindnefs mar’d, 
He kiffes her, and fhe, by her good Will, 
Would never rife, fo he will kifs her ftill. 


The Night of Sorrow now is turn’d to Day, 
Her two blue Windows faintly fhe up heaveth 5 
Like the fair Sun, when in his frefh Array, 
He cheers the Morn, and all the World relieveth : 
And as the bright Sun glorifies the Skie, 
So is her Face illumin’d with her Eye. 


Whofe Beams upon his hairlefs Face are fixt, 

As if from thence they borrow’d al] their Shine + 

Were never four fuch Lamps together mixt, 

Had not his Clouded, with his Brows repine. __ 
But hers, which thro’ the Chryftal Tears gave Light, 
Shone like the Moon, in Water, feen by Night: 


O ! where am I! (quoth fhe) in Earth ! or Heaven * 
Or in the Ocean drencht ! or inthe Fire ! 
What Hoar is this? or Morn, or weary Even ? 
Do I delight todie? or Life defire? 
But now Iliv’d, and Life was Death’s Annoy ° 
But now I dy’d, and Death was lively Joy. 


B 3 O thou 
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O! thou didft kill me, kill me once again; 

Thy Eyes, fhrew’d Tutor, that hard Heart of thine 

Have taught them fcornful Tricks, and fuch Difdaip 

That they have murder’d this poor Heart of mine. _ 
And thefe mine Eyes, true Leaders to their Queen 
But for thy pitious Lips no more had feen. 


Long may they kifs each other for this Cure! 

Oh never let their crimfon Liveries wear ! 

And as they laft, their Verdure ftill endure, 

To drive Infe&tion from the dangerous Year! 
That the Star-gazers having writ on Death 
May fay, the Plague is banifh’d by thy Breath. 


Pure Lips, fweet Seals, in my foft Lips impri 

What Bargains may I make ftill to be fealias mie 

To fell my felf I can be well contented, | 

So thou wilt buy, and pay, and ufe good Dealing : 
Which Parchafe if thou make for fear of Slips, 
Set thy Seal manual on my Wax-red Lips. 


A thoufand Kiffes buys my Heart from me, 

And pay them at they Leifure one by one. 

What is ten hundred Kiffes unto thee? 

Are they not quickly told, and quickly gone? 
Say for Non-payment that the Debt fhould double, 
Is twenty hundred Kiffes fuch a Trouble ? 


Fair Queen (quoth he) if any Love you owe me, 
Meafure my Strangenefs with my unripe Years, 
Before I know my felf, feek not to know me. 
No Fifher but the ungrown Fry forbears, 


The Mellow plum doth fall, the Green fticks fait, 
Or being early pluckt, is four to tafte. 


Look 
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Look, the Worlds Comforter, with weary Gate, 

His Days hot Task hath ended in the Welt ! 

The Owl CNights Herald) fhreeks, ’tis very late, 

The Sheep are gone to Fold, Birds to their Neft. 
The cole-black Clouds,that fhadow Heavens Light, 
Do fummon us to part, and bid good Night. 


Now let me fay good Night, and fo fay you: 

If you will fay fo, you fhall have a Kifs. 

Good Night (quoth fhe) and ere he fays adieu, 

The Hony Fee of parting tendred 1s. 
Her Arms do lend his Neck a fweet Embrace, 
liicorporate then they feem, Face grows to Face. 


Till breathlefS he dif-join’d, and backward drew 
The Heavenly Moifture, that fweet Coral Mouth, 
Whofe precious Tafte her thirfty Lips well knew, 
Whereon they farfeit, yet complain on Drouth 5 
He with her Plenty preft, fhe faint with Dearth, 
Their Lips together glew’d fall to the Barth. 


Now quick Defire hath caught her yielding Prey, 

And Glutton-like fhe feeds, yet never filleth, 

Her Lips are Conquerors, his Lips obey, 

Paying what Ranfom the Infulter willeth ; (high, 
Whofe Vultur Thought doth pitch the Prize fo 
That fhe will draw his Lips rich Treafure dry. 


And having felt the Sweetnefs of the Spoil, 

With blind-fold Fury fhe begins to forrage ; 

Her Face doth reek and finoak, her Blood doth boil, 

And carelefs Luft ftirs up a defperate Courage: 
Planting Oblivion, beating Reafon back ; (Wrack. 
Forgetting Shame’s pure Blufh, and Honour’s 
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Hot, faint and weary, with her hard embracing, 
Like a wild Bird being tam’d with too much handling; 
Or as the fleet-foot Roe, that’s tir’d with chafing, 
Or like the froward Infant ftill’d with dandling. 
He now obeys, and now no more refifteth, 
While fhe takes all fhe can, not all the lifteth. 


What Wax fo frozen but diffolves with tempring ? 
And yields at laftto every light Impreffion ? 
Things out of Hope are compaft oft with ventring, 
Chiefly in Love, whofe Leave exceeds Commiffion. 
Affection faints not, like a pale fac’d Coward, 
But then woos beft, when moft his Choice is froward. 


When he did frown, O had the then gave over ! 
Such Nectar from his Lips fhe had not fuckt : 
Foul Words and Frowns muft not repel a Lover 
What tho’ the Rofe have Pricks ; Yet it is pluckt. 
Were Beauty under twenty Locks kept faft, 
Yet Love breaks through, and picks them all at laff. 


For Pity now fhe can no more detain him : 

The poor Fool prays her, that he may depart. 

She is refolved no longer to reftrain him . 

Bids him farewel, and look well to her Heart, 
The which by Cupid’s Bow fhe doth proteft, 
He carries thence ingaged in his Breaft. 


Sweet Boy, the fays, this Night I'll wafte in Sorrow, 

For my fick Heart commands mine Eyes to watch. 

Tell me, Loves Mafter, fhall we meet to Morrow? 

Say, fhall we, fhall we, wilt thou make the Match ? 
He tells her no, to Morrow he intends | 
To hunt the Boar with certain of his Friends. 


The 
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The Boar (quoth fhe) Whereat a fudden pale, 

Like Lawn being f{pread upon the blufhing Rofe, 

Ofurps her Cheeks, fhe trembles at his Tale, 

And on his Neck her yoking Arms fhe throws, 
She finketh down ftill hanging on his Neck, 
He on her Belly falls, fhe on her Back. 


Now is fhe in the very Lifts of Love, 

Her Champion mounted for the hot Encounter. 

All is imaginary, fhe deth prove, 

He will not manage-her altho’ he mount her: 
That worfe than Taztalus is her Annoy, 
Toclip Elyfium, and to lack her Joy. 


Even as poor Birds, deceiv’d with painted Grapes, 
Do furfeit by the Eye, and pine the Maw ; 
Even fo fhe languifheth in her Mifhaps, 
As thofe poor Birfls, that helplefs Berries faw. 
The warm Effects which fhe in him finds miffing, 
She feeks to kindle with continual Kiffing. 


But all in vain, good Queen, it will not be, 
She hath affaid, as much, as may be prov’d, 
Her pleading hath deferved a greater Fee: 
She’s Love, fhe loves, and yet fhe isnot lov’d! 
Fie, fie, he fays, you crufh me, let me go, 
You have no Reafon to with-hold me fo. 


Thou had’ft been gone(quoth fhe)fweet Boy, eer this, 

But that thou told’ft me thou would’ft hunt the Boar. 

O ! be advis’d, thou know’ft not what it is, 

With Javelins Point a churlifh Swine to gore, 
Whofe Tufhes never fheath’d, he wheteth ftill, 
Like toa mortal Butcher, bent to kill. 


On 
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On his Bow-back he hath a Battel fet 
Of briftly Pikes, that ever threat his Foes ; 
His Eyes, like Glow-Worms, thine when he doth fret, 
His Snout digs Sepulchres where e’er he goes: 
Being moved he ftrikes whate’er is in his Way ; 
And whom he ftrikes, his crooked Tufhes flay. 


His brawny Sides, with hairy Briftles armed, 
Are better Proof, than thy Spears Point can enter 5 
His fhort thick Neck cannot be eafily harmed, 
Being ireful, on the Lion he will venture, 
The thorny Brambles, and embracing Bufhes, 
_ As fearful of him, part, through whom he fufhes. 


Alas! he nought efteems that Face of thine, 
To which Loves Eye pays tributary Gazes ; 
Nor thy foft Hand, fweet Lips, and Chriftal Eyne, 
Whofe full Perfe&tion all the World amazes ; 
But having thee at Vantage (wondrous Dread !) 
Would root thefe Beauties, as he roots the Mead. 


O ! let him keep his loathfome Cabin ftiil ! 

Beauty hath nought to do with fuch foul Fiends. 

Come not within his Danger by thy Will, 

They, that thrive well take Counfel of their Friends. 
When thou didft name the Boar, not to diffemble, 
I fear’d thy Fortune, and my Joynts did tremble. 


Didft thou not mark my Face ? Was it not white? 
Saw’ ft thou not Signs of Fear lurk in mine Bye? 
Grew I not faint ? And fell I not down right ? 
Within my Bofom, whereon thou doft lie, 
My boding Heart pants, beats, and takes no Reft, 
But like aa Barth-quake fhakes thee on my Breatt. 


| For 
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For where Love reigns, difturbing Jealoufie 
Doth call himfelf Affections Centinel, 
Gives falfe Alarms, fuggefteth Mutiny, 
And ina peaceful Hour doth cry, kill, kill, 
Diftempring gentle Love with his Defire, 
As Air and Water doth abate the Fire. 


This four Informer, this bate-breeding Spy, 

This Canker, that eats up Loves tender Spring, 

This, carry-tale, Diflentious Jealoufie, 

That fometime true News, fometime falfe doth bring, 
Knocks at my Heart, and whifpers in mine Ear, 
That -if 1 Love thee, I thy Death fhould f€ar. 


And mofe, than fo, prefenteth to mine Eye 

The Picture of an angry chafing Boar, 

Under whofe fharp Fangs, on his Back doth lie 

An Image like thy felf, all ftain’d with Gore; 
Whofe Blood upon the frefh Flowers being thed, 
Doth make’emdrop with Grief,and hang the Head. 


What fhould I do? feeing thee fo indeed ? 
That trembling at th’ Imagination, 
The Thought of it doth make my faint Heart bleed, 
And Fear doth teach it Divination ? 
I prophecy thy Death, my living Sorrow, 
If thou encounter with the Boar to Morrow. 


But if thou needs will hunt, be ral’d by me, 
Uncouple at the timorous flying Hare ; 
Or at the Fox, which lives by Subtilty ; 
Or at the Roe, which no Encounter dare, 
Purfue thefé fearful Creatures o’er the Downs, 
And on thywell-breath’dHorfe keep with thy Hounds. 


And 
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‘And when thou haft on Foot the purblind Hare; 
Mark the poor Wretch, to overfhut his Troubles; 
How he out-runs the Wind, and with what Care; 
He cranks and crofles with a thoufand Doubles. 
The many Umfits through the which he goes, “ 
Are like a Labyrinth t’ amaze his Foes. 


Sometime he runs among the Flock of Sheep, 
To make the cunning Hounds miftake their Smell; 
And fometime, where Earth-delving Conies keep, 
To ftop the loud Purfuers in their Yell ; 
And fometime, forteth with a Herd of Deer. 
Danger devifeth Shifts, Wit waits on Fear. 


For there his Smell with others being mingled, 
The hot-fcent-fnuffing Hounds aredriven to Doubt; 
Ceafing their clamorous Cry till they have fingled 
With much ado the cold fault cleanly out. 
Then do they {pend their Mouths ; Eccho replies, 
Asif another Chafe were in the Skies. 


By this poor Wat far off, upon a Hill, 
Stands on his hinder Legs with liftning Ear, 
To hearken if his Foes purfue him ftill ; 
Anon their loud Alarums he doth hear, 
And now his Grief may be compared well 
To one fore fick, that hears the pafling Bell. 


Then fhalt thou fee the dew-bedabled Wretch 
Turn, and return, indenting with the Way. 
Each envious Brier his weary Legs doth feratch, 
Fach Shadow makes him ftop, each Murmur ftay. 
For Mifery is trodden on by many: 
And being low, never reliev’d by any. 


Lie 
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Lie quietly and hear a little more, 
‘Nay do not ftruggle, for thou fhalt not rife, 
To make thee hate the hunting of the Boar, 
Onlike my felf, thou hear’ft me moralize, 
Applying this to that, and fo to fo; 
For Love can comment upon every Woe. 


Where did I leave ? No matter where (quoth he) 
Leave me, and thenthe Story aptly Ends: 
The Nightis fpent. Why, what of that (quoth fhe ?) 
I am (quoth he) expeed of my Friends. 

And now ’tis dark, and going I thal] fall. 

In Night (quoth fhe) Defire fees beft of all. 


But if thou fall, oh, then imagine this, 
The Earth in Love with thee, thy Footing trips, 
And all is but to rob thee of a Kifs. 
Rich Preys make rich Men Thieves, fo do thy Lips 
Make modeft Diana cloudy and forlorn, 
Left fhe fhould fteal a Kifs and die forfworn. 


Now ofthis dark Night I perceive the Reafon 

Cynthia for Shame obfcures her filver Shine, 

Till forging Nature be condemn’d of Trea/on, 

For ftealing Moulds from Heaven, that were divine, 
Wherein fhe fram’d thee in high Heaven’s Defpite, 
To fhame the Sun by Day, and her by Night. 


And therefore hath fhe brib’d the Deftinies 
To crofs the curious Workmanhhip of Nature ; 
To mingle Beauty with Infirmities, 
And pure Perfection with impure Defeature, 
Making it fubject to the Tyranny 
Of fad Mifchances and much Mifery. 
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As burning Fevers, Agues pale and faint, 
Life-poifoning Peftilence, and Frenzies Wood, 
The Marrow eating Sicknefs, whofe Attaint 
Diforder breeds by beating of the Blood : 
Surfeits, Impoftumes, Grief and damn’d Defpair, 
Swear Natures Death for framing thee fo fair. 


And not the leaft of all thefe Maladies, 
But in one Minutes Sight brings Beauty under: 
Both Favour, Savour, Hiew and Qualities, 
Whereat th’ imperial Gazer late did wonder, 
Are on the fudden wafted, thaw’d and done, 
As mountain Snow melts with the Mid-day Sun. 


Therefore, Defpight of fruitlefs Chaftity, 

Love-lacking Veftals, and felf-loving Nuas, 

That on the Earth would breed a Scarcity, 

And barren Dearth of Daughters and of Sons, 
Be prodigal. The Lamp that burns by Night, 
Dries up his Oil, to lend the World his Light. 


What is thy Body, bat a Swallowing Grave, 
Seeming to bury that Pofterity, 
Which by the Rights of Time thou needs muft haves 
If thou deftroy them not in their Obfcurity ? 

If fo, the World will hold thee in Difdain, 

Sith in thy Pride fo fair a Hope is flain. 


Soin thy felf thy felf art made away, 
A Mifchief worfe, than civil Home-bred Strife, 
Or theirs, whofe defperate Hands themfelves do flay, 
Or Butcher’s Sire, that reaves his Son of Life. 
Foul cankering Ruft the hidden Treafure frets: 
But Gold, that’s put to Ufe more Gold begets. 


For 
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Nay then, quoth Adon, you will fall again 

Into your idle over-handled Theam ; 

The Kifs I gave yon is beftow’d in vain, 

And all in vain you ftrive againft the Stream. 
For by this black-fac’d Night, Defires foul Nurfe, 
Your Treatife makes me like you worfe and worfe. 


If Love hath lent you twenty thoufand Tongues, 
And every Tongue more moving, than your own, 
Bewitching like the wanton Mermaids Songs, 
Yet from mine Ear. the tempting, Tune is blown. 
For know, my Heart ftands armed in my Ear, 
And will not let a falfe Sound enter there; 


Left the deceiving Harmony fhould ran 
Into the quiet Clofure of my Breaft ; 
And then my little Heart were quite undone, 
In his Bed-chamber to be bar’d of Reft. 
No. Lady, no, my Heart longs not to groan, 
But f@undly fleeps, while now it fleeps alone. 


What have you urg’d, that I cannot reprove? 
The path is fmooth, that leadeth unto Danger. 
{ hate not Love but your Device inLove, . . 
That lends Embracements unto every Stranger. 
You do it for Increafe. O ftrange Excufe! 
When Reafon. is the Bawd to Luft’s Abufe. 


Call it not Love, for Love to Heaven is fled, 
Since {weating Luft on Earth ufurps his Name; 
Under whofe fimple Semblance he hath fed 
Upon freth Beauty, blotting it with Blame ; 
Which the hot Tyrant ftrains, and foon bereaves, 
As Caterpillers do the tender Leaves. 


And 
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Love comforteth like Sun-fhine after Rain : 
But Luft’s Effea is Tempeft after Sun. 

Love’s gentle Spring doth always frefh remain 5 
Luft’s Winter comes, e’er Summer half be done. 
Love Surfeits not; Luft like a Glutton dies. 
Love is all Truth; Luft full-of forged Lies. 


More I could tell, but more I dare not fay. 

The Text is old, the Orator too green. 

Therefore in Sadnefs now I willaway, 

My Face is full of Shame, my Heart of Teen: 
Mine Bars, that to your wanton Calls attended, 
Do burn themfelves for having fo offended. 


With this he breaketh from the fweet Embrace 
Of thofe fair Arms, which bound him to her Breaft. 
And homeward thro’ the dark Lanes runs apace ’ 
Leaves Love upon her Back deeply diftreft. 
Look how a bright Star fhooteth from the Sky, 
So glides he inthe Night from Venus Bye. — 


Which after him fhe darts, as one on Shoar, 
Gazing upon a late embarked Friend, 
Till the wild Waves will have him feen no more, 
Whofe Ridges withthe meeting Clouds contend: 
So did the mercilefs and pitchy Night, 
Fold in the Object, that did feed her Sight. 


Whereat amaz’d, as one, that unaware 

Hath dropt a precious Jewel in the Flood, 

Or ftonifh’d,as Night Wanderers often are, 

Their Light blown out in fome miftruftful Wood: 
Even fo confounded in the Dark fhe lay, 
Having loft the fair Difcovery of her Way. 


And 
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And now fhe beats her Heart, whereat it groans, 
That all the Neighbour-caves, as feeming troubled, 
Make verbal Repitition of her Moans. 
Paffion on Paffion deeply is redoubled. 
Ay me! fhe cries, and twenty times woe! woe! 
And twenty Eccho’s twenty times cry fo. 


She marking them, begins a wailing Note, 
And fings éxtemp’rally a woful Ditty. (dote : 
How Love makes young Men thrall, and old Men 
How Love ts wife in Folly, foolifh witty: 

Her heavy Anthem ftill concludesin Woe! 

And ftill the Quire of Eccho’s anfwers {o. 


Her Song was tedious, and out-wore the Night, 
For Lovers Hours are long, tho’ feeming fhort. 
If pleas’d themfelves, others they think delight 
In fuch like Circumftance, with fuch like Sport. 
Their copious Stories, oftentimes begun, 
End without Audience, and are never done. 


For who hath fhe to fpend the Night withal 
But idle Sounds, refembling Parafites ? 
Like fhrill-tongu’d Tapfters anfwering every Call, 
Soothing the Humor of fantaftick Wits? 
She faid, ’tis fo: They anfwer all, ’tis fo, 
‘And would fay after her, if the faid no. 


Lo here the gentle Lark, weary of Reft, 
From his moift Cabinet mounts upon high, _ 
And wakes the Morning, from whofe filver Breaft 
The Sun artfeth in his Majefty : 
Who doth the World fo glorioufly behold 
The Cedar Tops and Hills feem burnifh’d Gold. 
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Venus falutes him with this fair good Morrow. 

O thou clear God, and Patron of all Light ! 

From whom each Lamp and fhining Star doth borrow 

The beauteous Influence, that makes him bright, 
There livesa Son, that fucktan earthly Mother, 
May lend thee Light, as thou doft lend to other. 


This faid, fhe hafteth to a Mirtle Grove, 
Muling the Morning is fo much o’er-worn 5 
And yet fhe hears no Tydings of her Love: 
She hearkens for his Hounds, and for bis Hora. 
Anon fhe hearsthem chaunt it luftily, 
And all in hafte fhe coafteth to the Cry. 


And as fhe runs, theBuofhes inthe Way | 
Some catch her by the Neck, fome kifs her Face, 
Some twine about her Thigh to make her ftay, 
She wildly breaketh from their ftriat Embrace, | 
Like a milch Doe, whofe fwelling Dugs do ake, 
Halting to feed her Fawn hid in fome Brake. 


By this fhe hears the Hounds are at a Bay, 

Whereat fhe ftarts, like one, that {pies an Adder, 

Wreath’d up in fatal Folds juft in his Way, 

The Fear whereof doth make him fhake and fhudder: 
Even fo the timorous Yelping of the Hounds, 
Appals her Senfes, and her Spirit confounds. 


For now fhe knows it ts no gentle Chafe, 
But the blunt Boar, rough Bear, or Lion proud - 
Becaufe the Cry remaineth in one Place, 
Where fearfully the Dogs exclaim aloud : 
Finding their Enemy to be fo curft, 
They all train Curt’fie who fhall cope him firft. 


This 
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This difmal Cry rings fadly in her Ear, 

Thro’ which it enters to furprife her Heart: 

Who overcome by Doubt and bloodlefs Fear, 

With cold, pale Weaknefs nums each feeling Part: 
Like Soldiers when their Captain once doth yield, 
They bafely fly, and dare not ftay the Field. 


Thus ftands fhe in atrefhbling Ecftafie, 

Til) cheering up her Senfes fore difmaid, 

She tells.them tis a caufelefs Fantafy, 

And childfh Error, that they are afraid, 
Bids-them leave quaking, wills them fear no more : 
And with that Word fhe fpied the hunted Boar. 


Whofe frothy Mouth bepainted all with red, 

Like Milk and Blood being mingled both together, 

A fecond Fear thro’ all her Sinews {pred, 

Which madly hurries her fhe knows not whither. 
This Way fhe runs, and now fhe will no further, 
But Back retires to rate the Boar for Murder. 


A thoufand Spleens bear her athoufand Ways, 
She treads the.Paths, that fhe untreads again ; 
Her more, than Hafte is marred with Delays 3 
Like the Proceedings of a drunken Brain, 
Fullof Refpea&, yet not at all refpecting 5 
In\Hand with.all things not at all affeQing. 


Here. kennell’d in a Brake fhe finds an Hound, 

And. asks the weary Caitif for his Mafter ; 

And there another licking of his VVound, 

*Gainft venom’d Sores the only foveraign Plaifter 3 
And here fhe meets another fadly fcolding, 
To, whom fhe fpeaks, and he replics with howling, 
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VVhen he had ceas’d his ill refounding Noife; 
Another flap-mouth’d Mourner, black and grim, 
Againft the VVelkin vollies out his Voice ; 
Another and another anfwer him, 
lapping their proud Tails tothe Ground below; 
Shaking their fcratcht Ears, bleeding as they go. 


Look how the VVorld’s poor People are amaz’d 
At Apparitions, Signs and Prodigies ; 

VVhereon, with fearful Eyes, they long have ga77d, 
Infufing them with dreadful Prophecies, . 
So fhe, at thefe fad Signs, draws up her Breath, 

And fighing it again, exclaims on Death. 


Hard-favoured Tyrant, ugly, meagre, lean, 

Hateful Divorce of Love (thus chides fhe Death) 

Grim-grinning Ghoft, Earths VVorm, what doft thou 

To ftifle Beauty, and to fteal his Breath ? (mean 
VVho when he liv’d, his Breath and Beauty fet 
Glofs on the Rofe, Smell to the Violet. 


If he be dead, O no ! it cannot be! 

Sceing his Beauty, thou fhouldft ftrike at it. 

O! yes, it may, thou haft no Eyes to fee, 

But hatefally at Random doft thou hit. 
Thy Mark is feeble Age; but thy falfe Dart 
Miftakes that Aim, and cleaves an Infant’s Heart. 


Hadft thon but bid beware, then he had fpoke, 

And hearing him,thy Power had loft his Power. 

The Deftinies will curfe thee for this Stroke, 

They bid thee crop a VVeed, thou plukeft a Flower: 
Loves golden Arrow at him fhould have fled, 
And not Death’s Ebon Dart to {trike him dead: 


Doft 
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Doft thou drink Tears, that thon provok’ft fuch.wee- 
What.may a heavy Groan advantage thee? (ping? 
Why haft thou caft into eternal Sleeping 
Thofe Eyes, that taught all other Eyes to fee? 
Now. Nature cares not for thy mortal Vigor, 
Since her beft. Work is,ruin’d with thy Rigour. 


Here overcome, as one full of Defpair, 

She veil’d her Eye-lids, which like Sluces fop’d 

The Cryftal Tide, that from her two Cheeks fair, 

In the {weet Channel.of her Bofom drop’d. (Kain 
Bat through the Floud-Gates breaks the filver 
And with his ftrong Courfe opens them again. 


Ol how. her Eyes and Tears did lend and borrow! 
Her Eyes feenin her Tears, Tears.in her Kye, 
Both Cryftals, where they view’d each others sorrow, 
Sorrow, that friendly Sighs fought ftill to dry. 
But like a ftormy Day, now Wind, now Rain, 
Sighs dry her Cheeks, Tears makes them wet again. 


Variable Paflions throng her conftant Woe, 
As ftriving which fhou’d: beft become her Giict. 
All entertain’d, each Paflion labours io, 
That every prefent Sorrow feemeth chief, 
But none is beft, then join they altogether, 
Like many Clouds confulting for foul Weather. 


By this, far off, the hears fome Hunt{man hollow, 
A Narfe’s Song ne’er pleas’d her Babe fo well: 
The dire Imagination, fhe did follow, 
This Sound of Hope doth labour to expel: 

For now reviving Joy bids her rejoyce, 

And flatters her, it is Adonis Voice. 
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Whereat her Tears began to turn their Tide, 
Being prifon’d in her Eye, like Pearls in Glafs. 
Yet fometime falls an orient Drop befide, 
Which her Cheek melts, as fcorning it fhould pafs 
To wath the foul Face of the fluttifh Ground, 
Who is but Drunken when fhe feemeth Drown’d. 


O hard-believing Love, how ftrange it feems 
Not to believe, and yet too Crédulous! 
Thy Weal and Woe, are bothof them Extreams, 
Defpair and Hope make thee ridiculous! 
The one doth flatter thee in Thoughts unlikely, 
With likely Thoughts, the other kills thee quickly. 


Now fhe unweaves the Web, that fhe had wrought, 
Adonis lives, and Death is not to blame. 
It was not fhe, that call’d him all to nought, 
Now fhe adds Honor to his hatéful Name : 
She cleeps him King of Graves, and Grave for 
Imperial Supreme of all mortal things. | (Kings; 


No, no (quoth fhe) fweet Death I did but jeft ; 

Yet pardon me, I felt a kind of Fear, 

VVhen as} met the Boar, that bloody Beaft, 

VVhich knows no Pity but is {till fevere. 
Then gentle Shadow (truth I muft confefs) 
T rail’d on thee fearing my Loves Deceafe. 


"Tis not my fault: the Boar provok’d my Tongue; 
Be wreak’d on him (invifible Commander) 
*Tis he, foul Creature, that hath done thee Wrong, 
I did but A&, he’s Author of thy Slander. 
Grief hath two Tongues, and never VVoman yet 
Cou'd rule them both without ten VVomens VVit. 


Thus 
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Thus hoping, that Adonis is alive, 

Her rafh Sufpect fhe doth extenuate: 

And that his Beauty may the better thrive, 

VVith Death fhe humbly doth infinuate ; 
Tells him of Trophies, Statues. Tombs, and Stories, 
Fis Victories, his Triumphs aad his Glories. 


O Jove, quoth fhe, how mucha Fool was | 
To be of fuch a weak and fi'ly Mind, 
To wail his Death, who Lives, and muft not Die, 
Till mutual Overthow of mortal Kind ! 
For he being Dead, with him is Beauty flain, 
And Beauty dead, black Chaos comes again. 


Fie, fie, fond Love, tho art fo full of Fear, 

As one with Treafure laden, hem’d with Thieves: 

Trifles (unwitnefled with Eye or Bar) 

Thy coward Heart, with falfe bethinking grieves. 
Even at this Word fhe hears a merry Horn, 
VVhereat fhe leaps, that was but late forlorn. 


As Faulcon to the Lure, away fhe flies: 

The Grafs ftoops not, ‘fhe treads on it fo light, 

And inher Hafte unfortunately {pies 

The foul Boars Conqueft on her fair Delighe. 
VVhich feen, her Eyes, as murder’d with the View, 
Like Stars, afham’d of Day, themfelyes withdrew. 


Or, as the Snail, whofe tender Horns being hit, 
Shrinks backward in his fhelly Cave with Pain, 
And there, all fmother’d up, in fhade doth fit, 
jong after fearing to creep forth again: 
So, at his bloody View her Eyes are fled 
Into the deep dark Cabins of her Head. 
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VVhere they refign’d their Office and their Light 
To the difpofing of her troubled Brain: 

VVhbo bids them ftill confort with ugly Night, 
And never wound the Heart with looks again ; 
VVho likea King perplexed in his Throne, 
By their Suggeftioas gives a deadly Groan. 


VVhereat each Tributary Subje& quakes, 

As whenthe VVind, imprifon’d*in the Ground, 

Strugling for paffage, Earths Foundation fhakes, 

VVhich with cold Terrors doth Mens Minds confound. 
This Mutiny each Part doth fo furprize, (Byes. 
That from their dark Beds, once more, leap her 


And, being open’d, threw unwilling Sight 

Upon the wide VVound, that the Boar had trench’d 

in his foft Flank: whofe wonted Lilly white 

With purpleTears,that his Wound, wept,was drench’d. 
No Flower was nigh, noGrafs, Herb, Leaf or Weed, 
But ftole his Blood, and feem’d with him to bleed. 


This folemn Sympathy poor Vexus noteth, 
Over one Shoulder doth fhe hang her Head ; 
Dumbly fhe Paffions, frantickly fhe Doteth; 
She thinks he could not die, he is not Dead. 
Her Voice is ftop’d, her Joints forget to bow, 
Her Byes are mad, that they have wept till now. 


Upon his Hurt fhe looks fo ftedfaftly, 

That her fight dazling, makes the Wound feem three; 

And thea fhe reprehends her mangling Eye, 

That makes more Gafhes, where no breach fhould be: 
His Face feems twain, each feveral Limb is doubled, 
For oft the Eye mifakes, the Brain being troubled. 


My 
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My Tongue cannot exprefs my Grief for one ; 
And yet (quoth fhe) behold two Adonus Dead! 

My Sighs are blown away, my falt Tears gone; 
Mine Eyes are turn’d to Fire my Heart to Lead ; 
Heavy Hearts Lead melt at mine Eyes as Fire: 

So fhall I Die by Drops of hot Defire. 


Alas, poor World, what Treafure has thou loft! 
What Face remains alive that’s worth the viewing ? 
Whofe Tongue is Mufick now ? what canft thou boaft 
Of things long fince, or any thing enfuing ? 
The Flowers are fweet, their Colours frefh and trim- 
But true {weet Beauty liv’d and dy’d in him. 


Bonnet, or Veil, henceforth no Creature wear ; 
Nor Sun, nor Wind will ever ftrive to kifs you: 
Having no Fair to lofe, you need not fear; 
The Sun doth fcorn you, and the Wind doth hifs 
But when Adowis liv’d, Sun and fharp Air 
Lurk’d like two Thieves, to robhim of his Fair. 


you. 


And therfore wou’d he put his Bonnet on, 
Under whofe Brim the gaudy Sun wou’d peep; 
The VVind wou’d blow it off, and being gone, 
Play with his Locks, then woud Adonis weep: 
And ftraight, in Pity of his tender Years, 
They both wou’d ftrive who firft fhou’d dry his Tears. 


To fee his Face, the Lyon walks along 

Behind fome Hedge, becaufe he wou’d not fear him - 

To Recreate himfelf when he hath Sung, 

The Tygre wou’d be tame, and gently hear him: 
If he had fpoke, the Wolf woun’d leave his Prey, 
And never fright the filly Lamb that Day. 


When 
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When. he beheld his Shadow ina Brook 

There Fifhes {pread on it their golden Gills - 

When he was by, the Birds fuch Pleafare took, 

That fome would fing, fome other in their Bills 
Would bring him Malberries,and ripe red Cherries : 
He fed them with his Sight, they him with Berries. 


But this foul, grim, and Urchin faouted Boar, 
Whole downward Bye ftill looketh for a Grave, 
Ne’er faw the beauteous Livery, that he wore ; 
Witnefs the Entertainment, that he gave. 

If he did fee his Face, why then I know, 

He thought to kifs him, and hath kill’d him fo. 


’Tis true, true, true, thus was Adonis flain, 

He ran upon the Boar with his fharp Spear, 

Who would not whet his Teeth at him again, 

But by a Kifs thought to perfwade him there: 
And noufling in his Flank, the loving Swine, 
Sheath’d unaware, his Tusk in his foft Groin. 


Had I been tooth’d like him I muft confefs, 

With kiffing him, I fhould have kill’d him firft, 

But heis dead, and never did he blefs 

My Mouth with his; the more I am accurft. 
With this fhe falleth in the Place fhe ftood, 
And ftains her Face with his congealen Blood. 


She looks upon his Lips, and they are pale; 

She takes him by the Hand, and that is cold; 

She whifpers in his Eira heavy Tale, 

As if he heard the woful VVords fhe told : 
She lifts the Coffer-lids that clofe his Eyes, 
VVhere loe!two Lamps, burnt outin Darknefs lies ! 


Two 
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Two Glaffes, where her felf her felf beheld 
A thoufand times, and now, no more refle&, 
Their Vertue loft, wherein they late excell’d, 
And every Beauty robb’d of his Effect. 
Wonder of tithe (quoth fhe) this is my Spight, 
That, you being dead, the Day fhould yet be light. 


Since thou.art Dead, loe! here I prophefy, 
Sorrow on Love hereafter fhall attend: 
It fhall we waited on with Jealoufy, 
Find fweet Beginning, but unfavory End, 
Never fetled equally, to high or low ; 
That all Love’s Pleafures fhal] not match his Woe. 


It fhall be fickle, falfe, and full of Fraud, 

And fhall be blafted in a breathing while, 

The Bottom Poifon, and the Top o’er-ftraw’d 

With Sweets, that fhall the fharpeft Sight Beguile. 
The ftrongeft Body fhall it make moft weak, 
Strike the Wife dumb, and teach the Fool to fpeak. 


It fhall be fparing, and to full of Riot, 

Teaching decrepit Agetotred the Meafures ; 

The ftaring Ruffian fhall it keepin Quiet, 

Pluck down the Rich, inrich the Poor with Treafures, 
It fhall be raging mad, and filly mild, 
Make the young Old, the Old become a Child. 


it fhall fufpe@t, where is no Caufe of Fear; 

It fhall not fear, where it fhould moft miftruft ; 

It fhall be merciful and too fevere, 

And moft deceivins when it feems moft juft : 
Perverfe it fhall be, when it feems moft toward, 
Put Fear to Valour, Courage to the Coward. 


It 
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It fhall be Caufe of War, and dire Events, 
And fet Diflention *twixt the Son and Sire; 
Subject and fervile to all Difcontents, 
As dry combuftuous Matter is to Fire. 
Sith in his Prime, Death doth my Love deftroy; » 
They, that love beft, their Love fhall not enjoy. 


By this the Boy that by her Side lay kill’d, 

Was melted like a Vapour from her Sight, 

And in his Blood, that on the Ground lay {pill’d, 

A purple Flower {prung up checker’d with white, 
Refembling well his pale Cheeks and the Blood, 
Which in round Drops upon their Whitenefs ftood. 


She bows her Head, the new-{prung Flower to {mell; 
Comparing it to her Adonis Breath : 
And fays, within her Bofom it fhall dwell, 
Since he himfelf is reft from her by Death. 
She crops the Stalk, and in the Breach appears 
Green dropping Sap, which he compares to Tears. 


Poor Flower (quoth fhe) this was thy Father’s Guife, 
(Sweet Iflue of a more {weet fimelling Sire) 
For every little Grief to wet his Eyes, 
To grow unto himfelf was his Defire, 
And fo ’tis thine; but know it isas good 
To wither in my Breaft, asin his Blood. 


Here was thy Father’s Bed, here is my Breaft, 

Thou art the next of Blood, and ’tis thy Right: 

Loe, in this hollow Cradle take thy Reft, 

My throbbing Heart fhall rock thee Day and Night: 
There fhall not be one Minute of an Hour, 
Wherein I will not kifs my fweet Love’s Flower. 


Thus 
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Thus weary of the World, away fhe hies, 
And yokes her filver Doves, by whofe fwift Aid, 
Their Miftrefs mounted, thro’ the empty Skies 
In her light Chariot quickly is conveyed, 
Holding their Courfe to Paphos, where their Queen 
Means to immore her felf, and not be feen. 
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To the Right Honourable 


Henry Wriothelly, 


Earl of SOUTHAMPTON, 


AND 
Baron of 7 1c wFIELD. 
Right Honourable, 
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The Argument. 


UCIUS Tarquinius (for his exceffive 
Pride furnam’d Superbus) after he had 
causa his Father-in-Lav Servius Tullius to 
be cruelly Murder’d, and cmtrary to the Roman 
Laws and Cuftoms, not requiring or ftaying for the 
People’s Suffrages, had pilfeffed himfelf of the 
Kingdom , went aceompanyd with his Sons and o- 
ther Noblemen of Rome tc befiege Ardea. During 
which Siege, the principal Men of the Army, mee- 
sing one Evening at the Tem of Sextus Tarquinius 
the Kjng’s Son, in their Difcour{es after Supper 
every one commended the Virtues of his own Wife ; 
among whom Colatinus estol’d the incomparable 
Chaftity of his Wife Lucrice. In that pleafant 
Humour they al pofted to Rome, and intending, 
by their fecret and fudden Arrival, to make trial 
of that which every one hal before avpuchd, only 
Colatinus fizds his Wife (tho it were late in the 
Night) {pinning amongft her Maids, the other 
Ladies were found al dancing and revelling, or in 
feveral Difports. Wherenjon the Noblemn yield- 
ed Colatinus the Victory, ind his Wife the Fame. 
At that time Sextus Taquinius being inflam'd 
with Lucrece’s Beauty, yt [mothering his Paj- 
fron for the prefent, deparied with the refi back 
to the Camp, from whence he fhortly after privily 
withdrew himfelf, and was (according to his ftate) 
royany 
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royally entertain’d and lodg’d by Lucrece at Colas 
tium. The fame Night he, treacheroully fiealing | 
into her Chamber, violently Ravifh’d her, and 
early in the Morning [peeded away. Lucrece, in 
this lamentable plight, haftily difpatcheth Meffen- 
gers, oneto Rome for her Father, another to the 
Camp for Colatine. They came, the one accom- 
panied with Junius Brutus, the other with Publius 
Valerius: avd finding Lucrece attir’d in Mour- 
ning Habit, demanded the Caufe of her Sorrow. 
She, firft taking an Oath of them for her Revenge, 
reveal’d the Actor, and whole Matter of his Dealing, 
and withall [uddenly ftabb’d her felf. Which done, 
with one Confent, they all vow'd to root out the whole 
hated Family of the Tarquins: and. bearing the 
dead Body to Rome, Brutus «squainted the Peo- 
ple with the Doer and Manner of the vile Deed, with 
a bitter Inveétive againft the 'lyranny of the King; 
wherewith the People were fo mov’d with one Con- 
fent, and a general Acclamation, that the Tarquins 
were all Exil’d, and the State-Goverument chang’d 
from Kings to Confuls, 


TARQUIN 
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ROM the befieg’d Ardea ali in 





poft, | 
Born by the truftlefs Wings of falfe 
Defire, 
Luft-breathing ‘Tarquin leaves the 
: Ronan Hoft, | 
And to Colatium bears the lightlefs Fire, 
Which in pale Embers hid, lurks to afpire, 
And girdle, with imbracing Flames, the Waft 
Of Colatine’s fair Love, Lucrece the chaft. 





Haply that Name of Chait, unhaply fet 
This batelefs Edge on his keen Apetite : 
When Colatine unwifely did not let 
To praife the clear unmatched Red and White; 
Which triumph’d in that Sky of his Delight; 
Where mortal Star, as bright as Heaven’s Beauties, 
With pure Afpe@s did him peculiar Duties. 


For he the Night before, in Trquin’s Tent, 

Walock’d the Treafure of his happy State : 

What prizelefs Wealth the Heavens had him tent, 
D 2 In 
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Iu the Poffeffion of his Beauteous Mate ,; 

Reckoning his Fortune at fo high a Rate, 
That Kings might be efpoufed to more Fame, 
But Kiog, nor Prince to fuch a peerlefs Dame. 


O Happinefs enjoy d but of afew ! 

And if poffeft, as foon decay’d and done! 

As isthe Morning’s filver melting Dew, 

Againft the golden Splendor of the Sun ; 

A Date expird, and cancel’d e’er begun. 
Honour and Beauty in the Owner’s Arms, 
Are weakly fortreft from a World of Harms. 


Peauty it felf, doth of it felf perfuade 

The Byes of Men without an Orator ; 

What needed then Apologies be made 

To fet forth that, which is fo fingular ? 

Or why 1s Colatsme the Publifher 
Of that rich Jewel he fhould keep unknown 
From thievifh Cares becaufe it is his own? 


Perchance his Boaft of Lucrece’s Sov’reignty 

Suggefted this proud Iflue of a King ; 

Por by our Ears our Hearts oft tainted be. — 

Perchance, that Envy of fo rich a Thing 

Braving compare, difdainfully did fting (fhould vant 
His high pitcht Thoughts, that meaner Men 
The Golden Hap, which their Superiors want. 


But fome untimely Thought did inftigate 

His all too timelefs fpeed, if none of thofe. 

His Honour, his Affairs, his Friends, his State, 

Negle@ed all, with fwift Iatent, he goes 

To q:ench, the Coal, which in his Liver glows. 

O rath falfe Heat wrapt in repentant Cold! 

Thy hafty Spring ftill blafts, and ne’er grows Ss | 

When 
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When at Colatia this falfe Lord arriv’d 
Well was he welcom’d by the Roman Dame, 
Within whofe Feace Beauty and Vertue ftriv‘d, 
Which of them both fhould underprop her Fame. 
When Vertue brag’d, Beauty would blufh for fhaine ; 
When Beauty boafted Blufhes, in defpighr, 
Virtue would ftain that o’er with filver white. 


But Beauty, in that white intituled 
From Venus Doves, doth challenge that fair Field, 
Then Vertue claims from Beauty Beauty’s Red, 
Which Vertue gave the Golden Age to guild 
Her Silver Cheeks, and call’d it then their Shield ; 
Teaching them thus to ufe itin the Fight, 
When Shame affail’d, the Red fhould fe ce the 
(Waite. 
This Heraldry in Lucrece Face was feen, 
Argu’d by Beauties red and Vertues white, 
Of either’s Colour was the other Queen ; 
Proving from World’s Minority their Right ; 
Yet their Ambition makes them ftill to fight. 
The Sov’reignty of either being fo great, 
That oft they interchange each other's Seat. 


This filent War of Lillies and of Rofes, 
Which Tarquin view’d in her fair Face’s Field, 
In their pure Ranks his Traitor Eye inclofes, 
Where, left between them both it fhould be kill’d, 
The Coward Captive vanquifhed doth yield 
To thofe two Armies, that would let him go 
Rather, than triumph in fo falife a Foe. 


Now thinks he, that her Husband’s fhallow Tongue, 
The niggard Prodigal, that praisd her fo, 


In that high Task hath done her Beauty wrong, 
D 3 Which 
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Which far exceeds his barren Skill to fhow. 
Therefore that Praife, which Colatine doth owe, 
Inchanted Tarquin anfwers with Surmife, 
In filent Wonder of ftill gazing Eyes. 


This earthly Saint, adored by this Devil, 
Little fufpected the falfe Worfhipper. 
* For Thoughts unftain’d do feldom dream of Evil, 
* Birds never limb’d, no fecret Bufhes fear : | 
So guiltlefs fhe fecurely gives good Chear, 
And reverend Welcome to her Princely Gueft, 
Whofe inward Ill no outward Harm expreft. 


For That he colour’d with his high Eftate, 
Hiding bafe Sin in Pleats of Majefty, 
That nothing in him feem’d inordinate, 
Save fometime too much Wonder of his Eyes 
‘Which having all, all could not fatisfy ; 

But poorly rich fo wanteth in his Store, 

That cloy’d with much, he pineth ftill for more. 


But fhe that never cop’d with ftranger-Eyes, 
Could pick no Meanin g from their parling Looks ; 
Nor read the fubtle fhining Secrefies | 
Writ in the Glafly Margents of fach Books. 
She touch’d no unknown Baits, nor fear’d no Hooks ; 
Nor could fhe moralize his wanton Sight, 
More, than his Eyes were open’d to the Light. 


He {tories to her Ears her Husband’s Fame 
‘Won in the Fields of fruitful Fraly ; 
And decks with Praifes Colatine’s high Name, 
Made glorious by his manly Chivalry, 
With bruifed Arms and Wreaths of Ki icbory. 
Her Joy with heav'd-up Hand fhe doth exprefs, 
And wordlefs fo greets Heay’n for his Succes. fp 
at 
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Far from the Purpofe of his Coming thither, 

He makes Excufes for his being there ; 

No cloudy Show of ftormy bluftring Weather 

Doth yet in his fair Welkin once appear, 

Till fable Night, fad Source of Dread and: Fear, 
Upon the World dim Darknefs doth difplay, 
And in her vaulty Prifon fhuts the Day. 


For then is Tarquin brought unto his Bed, 
Intending Wearinefs with heavy Sprite: 
For after Supper bong he queftion’d 
With modeft Lucrece, and wore out the Night. 
Now leaden Slumber with Life’s Strength doth fight, 
And every one to reft themfelves: betake, 
Save Thieves, and Cares, and troubled Minds, that 
(wakes 
As one of which doth Tarquin lie revolving 
The fundry Dangers of his Will’s obtaining, 
Yet ever to obtain his Will refolving 
Tho’ weak-built Hopes perfuade him to abftaining, 
Defpair to gain doth traffick oft for Gaining 5 
And when great Treafore is the Meed propos’d, 
Tho’ Death be adjunét, there’s no Death fuppos’ds 
Sey 
Thofe, that much: covet are of Gain fo fond, 
That oft they have-not than, which they. poflefs.; 
They fcatter andunloofe.it from their Bond, 
And fo by hoping more they have but lefs ; 
Or gaining more, the Profit of Excefs 
Is but to furfeit, and fuch Griefs fuftain, 
That they prove:bankrupt in this poor, rich Gain 


The Aim of all, is but to.nurfe the Life, 
With Honour, Wealth, and Eafe in waining Age - 
And inthis Aim there is fuch. thwarting Strife, 
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That one for all, or all for one we gage: 
As Life for Honour, in fell Battels rage, 


Honour for Wealth, and oft that Wealth doth cof 
The Death of all, and altogether loft. 
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So that in venturing all, we leave to be 
The Things we are for that, which we expeé : 
And this ambitious foul Infirmity, 
In having much, torments us with Defeé 
Of that we have: fothen we do neglect 
The Thing we have, and, all for want of Wit, 
Make fomething nothing, by augmenting it. 
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Such Hazard now muft doting Tarquin make, 
Pawning his Honour to obtain his Luft : 
And for himfelf, himfelf he muft forfake. 
Then where is Truth, if there be no Self-Truft ? 
When fhall he think to find a ftranger juft, 

When he himfelf himfelf confounds, betrays, 

To flandrous Tongues the wretched hateful Lays ? 
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Now {tole upon the Time the Dead of Night, 
When heavy Sleep had clos’d up mortal Eye; 
No comfortable Star did lend his Light, 
No Noife but Owls and Wolves death-boding Cries. 
Now ferves the Seafon, that they may furprize 
The filly Lambs, pure Thoughts are dead and ftill, 
Whilft Luft and Murder wakes to ftain and kill. 
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And now this luftful Lord leapt from his Bed, 
Throwing his Mantle rudely o’er his Arm, 
Is madly toft between Defire and Dread ; 
Th’ one {weetly flatters, the other feareth harm, 
But honeft Fear, bewitch’d with Luft’s foul Charm, 
Doth too too oft betake him to retire, 
Beaten away by brainfick rude Defire. 


ao 


* s — 
= ~ >, 

ee ee ee eee 
eS ae 23S 
— 
ad 

= a == SS 52 —_ 

Se 


* Mare ten oe 
= 


His 





TAR QUIN 444 LUCRECE. 57 


His Fauchion ona Flint he foftly fmiteth, 
That from the cold Stone fparks of Fire do fly, 
Whereat a waxen Torch forthwith he lighteth, 
Which muft be Load-ftar to his luftful Eye: 
And to the flame thus fpeaks advifedly ; 
As from this cold Flint I enforc’d this Fire, 
© So Lucrece muft I force to my Defire. 


Here pale with Fear, he doth premeditate 
The Dangers of his loathfom Enterprize: 
And in his inward Mind he doth debate 
What following Sorrow may on this arife: 
Then looking fcornfully he doth defpife 
His naked Armonr of ftill flaughter’d Luft, 
And juftly thus controuls his Thoughts unjuft. 


Fair Torch burn out thy Light, and lend it not 

To darken her whofe Light excelleth thine: 

And die unhallow’d Thoughts before you blot 

With your uncleannefs, that whichis Divine: 

Offer pure Incenfe to fo pure a Shrine: 
Let fair Humanity abhor the Deed, (Weed. 
That fpots and ftains Love’s modeft fhow-white 


O Shame to Knighthood, and to fhining Arms! 

O foul Difhonour to my Houfhould’s Grave ! 

O impious Act including all foul Harms ! 

A martial Man tobe foft Fancy’s Slave ! 

True Valor ftill a true Refpect fhould have. 
Then my Digreffion is fo vile, fo bafe, 
That it will live engraven in my Face. 


Yes, tho’ I die the Scandal will furvive, 
And be an Eye-fore in my Golden Coat: 
some loathfome Dafh the Herald will contrive, 
To 
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To cipher me how fondly I did dote - 

That my Pofterity fhamed with the Note 
Shall curfe my Bones, and hold it for no Sin, 
To wifh, that I their Father had not been. 


What win I if I gain the thing I feek? 

A Dream, a Breath, a Froth of fleeting Joy: 

Who buysa Minute’s Mirth to wail a Week? 

Or fells Eternity to get a Toy ? 

For one {weet Grape, who will the Vine deftroy? 
Or what fond Beggar, but to touch the Crown, 
Would with the Scepter {trait be ftrucken down? 


If Colatinus Dream of my Intent, 

Will he not wake, and in a defperate Rage 

Poft hither, this vile purpofe to prevent ? 

This Siege, that hath ingirt his Marriage, 

This Blur to Youth, this Sorrow to the Sage, 
This dying Vertue, this furviving Shame, 
Whofe Crime will bear an ever-during Blame. 


O what Excufe can my Invention make, 
When thou thalt charge me with fo black a Deed! 
Will not my Tongue be mute, my frail Joints fhake ? 
Mine Eyes forgo their Light, my falfe Heart bleed ? 
The guilt being great, the Fear dorh ftill exceed, 
And extreme Fear can neither fight nor flie, 
But Coward like with trembling Terror die. 


Had Colatinus kil?d my Son or Sire, 
Or lainin Ambufh to betray my Life ; 
Or were he not my dear Friend, this Defire 
Might have Excufe to work upon his Wife, 
As in Revenge or Quital of fuch Strife : 
But ashe is my Kinfman, my dear Friend, 
The Shame and Fault finds no Excufe nor End. 
Shamfal 
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Shamful it is, if once the Fact be known; 

Hateful it is; there is no Hate in loving. 

P'li beg her Love ; but fhe is not her own: 

The worft is but denial, and reproving. 

My Will is ftrong, paft Reafons weak removing. 
Who fears a Sentence or anold Man’s Sawe, 
Shall by a painted Cloth be kept in awe. 


Thus (gracelefs) holds he Difputation, 
’Tween frozen Confcience and hot-burning Will, 
And with good Thoughts makes Difpen{ation, 
Urging the worfer Senfe for Vantage ftill ; 
Which in a Moment doth confound and kill 
All pure Effeéts, and doth fo far proceed, 
Then what isvile fhews like a vertuous Deed, 


Quoth he, fhe took me kindly by the Hand, 

And gaz’dfor Tidingsin my eager Eyes, 

Fearing fome bad News from the warlike Band 

Where her beloved Colatinus lies. 

O how her Fear did make her Colour rife! 
Firft red as Rofes, that on Lawn we lay, 
Then white as Lawn the Rofes took away. 


And now her ‘Hand to my Hand being lock’d, 
Force’d it totremble with her Loyal Fear: 
Which ftrook her fad, and then it fafter 1ock’d 
Until her Husband’s Welfare fhe did hear, 
Whereat fhe fmiled with fo {weet a Chear, 
That had JVarciffus feen her as fhe ftood, 
Self-love had never drown d him in the Flood. 


Why hunt I then for Colour or Excufes ? 
Ad] Orators are dumb, when Beauty pleads. 
Poor Wretches have remorfe in poor Abufes, 
Love 
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Love thrives not in the Heart, that Shadows dreads, 
Affection is my Captain, and he leads ; 

And when his gaudy Banner is difplay’d, 

The Coward fights, and will not be difmay’d. 


Then Childifh Fear avant, debating die, 
Refpe& and Reafon wait on wrinkled Age: 
My Heart fhall never countermand mine Eye, 
Sad Paufe and deep Regard befeems the Sage ; 
My Part is Youth, and beats thefe from the Stage. 
Defire my Pilot is, Beauty my Prize, 
Then who fears finking where fuch Treafure lies ? 


As Corn o’er-grown by Weeds, fo heedful Fear 
Is almoft cloak’d by unrefifted Luft. 
Away he fteals with open liftning Ear, 
Full of foul Hope, and full of fond Miftruft : 
Both which, as Servitors to the unjuft, 
So crofs him with their oppofite Perfuafion, 
That now he vows a League, and now Invafion. 


Within his Thought her heavenly Image fits, 
And in the felf-fame Seat fits Colatine : 
That Eye which looks on her, confounds his Wits; 
That Eye whieh him beholds, as more Divine, 
Unto a View fo falfe will not incline : 
But with a pure Appeal feeks to the Heart, 
Which once corrupted takes the worfer Part. 


And therein heartens up his fervile Powers, 

Who flatter’d by their Leaders jocund Show, 

Stuff up his Luft, as Minutes fill up Flours. ; 

And as their Captain fo their Pride doth grow, 

Paying more flavifh Tribute, than they owe., 
By reprobate Defire thus madly led, 


The Roman Lord doth march to Lucrece’s Bed. i 
¢ 
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The Locks between her Chamber and his Will, 

Bach one by him enforc’d, recites his Ward 5 

But as they open, they all rate his Ill, 

Which drives the creeping Thief to fome Regard ; 

The Threfhold grates the Door to have him heard ; 
Night-wandring Weezels fhreek to fee him there, 
They fright him, yet he ftill purfues his Fear. 


As each unwilling Portal yields him way, 
Thro’ little Vents and Crannies of the Place, 
The Wind wars with his Torch to make him ftay, 
And. blows the Smoke of it into his Face, 
Extinguifhing his Condud in this Cafe. 
But his hot Heart, which fond Defire doth fcorch, 
Puffs forth another Wind that fires the Torch. 


And being lighted by the Light he {pies 
Lucrecia’s Glove, wherein the Needle fticks; 
He takes it from the Ruhhes where it lies, 
And griping it, the Needle, his Finger pricks, 
As who fhould fay, this Glove to wanton Tricks 
Is not inur’d; return again in hafte, 
Thou feeft our Miftrefs Ornaments are chafte. 


But all thefe poor Forbiddings could not ftay him, 
He in the worft Senfe conftrues their Denial. 
The Doors, the Wind, the Glove, that did delay him, 
He takes for accidental Things of Trial, 
Or as thofe Bars, which ftop the hourly Dial; 
Which with a lingring Stay his Courfe doth let, 
Till every Minute pays the Hour -his Debt. 


So, fo, quoth he, thefe Lets attend the Time, 
Like little Frofts, that fometime threat the Spring, 
To add a more rejoicing to the Prime, 

And 
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Pate Me 
Me aa And give the fneaped Birds more Caufe to fing. 
Mul Pain pays the Income of each precious thing ; 
Huge Rocks, high Winds, ftrong Pirats, Shelves 
and Sands, 
The Merchant fears, e’er rich at home he Lands: 
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Now is he come unto the Chamber Door, 
That fhuts him from the Heaven of his Thought, 
Which witha yielding Latch, and with no more, 
Hath barr’d him from the bleffed thing he fought: 
So from himfelf Impiety hath wrought, 

‘That for his Prey to pray he doth begin, 

As ifthe Heavens fhould countenance his Sin. 


But in the Midft of his omfrui¢ful Prayer, 

Having follicited th’ eternal Power, 

That his foul Thoughts might compafs his fair Fair; 

And they would ftand aufpicious to the Hour, 

Bven there he ftarts, quoth he, 1 muft deflour. 
The Powers to whom I pray, abhor this Fadét, 
How can they then aflift meinthe Act ? 


Then Love and Fortune be my God’s my Guide, 

My Willis back’d with Refolution : 

Thoughts are but Dreams till their Effe€s be try’d, 

Black Sinis clear’d with Abfolution ; 

Againft Love’s Fire, Fear’s Froft hath Diflolution, 
The Bye of Heaven is out, and mifty Night 
Covers the Shame, that follows fweet Delight. 


This faid the guilty Hand plack’d up the Latch, 
And with his Knee the Door he opens wide, 
The Dove fleeps faft, that this Night-Owl will catch. 
Thus Treafon works e’er Traitors be efpy’d : 
VVho fees the lurking Serpent fteps afide ; 

Kut fhe found fleeping, fearing no fuch thing, 

lLics at the Mercy of his mortal Sting. Ine 
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Into the Chamber wickedly he ftalks, 

And gazeth on her yet unftained Bed: 

The Curtains being clofe, about he walks, 

Rolling his greedy Eye-balls in his Head, 

By their high Treafon inhis Heart mifled, —(foon 
VVhich gives the Watch-word to his Hand too 
To draw the Cloud that hides the filver Moon. 


Look as the fair and fiery pointed Sun, 
Rufhing from forth a Cloud, bereaves our Sight : 
Even fo the Curtain drawn, his Byes begun 
To wink being blinded with a greater Light; 
Whether it ts, that fhe reflects fo bright, 
That dazleth them, or elfe fome Shame fappos’d ; 
But blind they are, and keep themfelves inclos’d. 


© had they in that darkfom Prifondied 

Then had they feen the Period ‘of their Il] ; 

Then Colatine again by Lucrece Side, 

In his clear Bed might have repofed fill. 

But they muft ope this bleffed League to kid] ; 
And holy thoughted Lucrece totheir Sight 
Mutt fell. her Joy, her Life, her World’s Delight. 


Her Lilly Hand her rofy Cheeks lies under, 

Cozening the Pillow ofa lawful Kifs, 

Which therefore angry, feems to part in funder, 

Swelling on either Side to want his Blifs, 

Between whofe Hills, her Head intombed is; 
Where like a virtuous Monument fhe lies, 
To be admir’d of leud unhallow’d Byes. 


Without the Bed her other fair Hand was 
On the green Coverlet, whofe perfe@ white 
Shew’d like an April Dazy on the Grafs, 
With 
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With pearly Sweat, refembling Dew of Night. 
_Her Eyes like Marigolds had fheath’d their Light, 
And canoped in Darknefs fweetly lay, 

Till they might open to adorn the Day. 


Her Hair like Golden Threads plaid with her Breath, 
© modeft Wantons, wanton Modefty ! 
Showring Life’s Triumph in the Map of Death, 
And Death’s dim Look in Life’s Mortality. 
Bach in her Sleep themfelves fo beautify, 
As if between them twain there were no Strife, 
But that Life liv’d in Death, and Death in Life. 


Her Breafts likelvory Globes circled with Blew, 
A pair of maiden Worlds uaconquered : 
Save of their Lord, no bearing Yoke they knew, 
And him by Oath they truly honoured. 
Thefe Worlds in Targuin, new Ambition bred, 
Who like a foul Ufurper went about, 
From this fair Throne to have the Owner out. 


VVhat ‘could he fee but mightily he noted? 
VVhat did he note, but ftrongly he defir’d ? 
VVhat he beheld, on that he firmly doted, 
And in his Will his wilful Eye he tyr’d. 
With more, than Admiration he admir’d 

Her Azure Veins, her Alabafter Skin, 

Her Coral Lips, her Snow-white dimpled Chin. 


As the grim Lion fauneth o’er his Prey, 

Sharp Hunger by the Conqueit fatisfy’d : 

So o’er this fleeping Soul doth Tarquim ftay, 

His Rage of Luft by gazing qualify’d, 

Slack’d, not fuppreft ; for ftanding by her Side, 
His Eye which late this Mutiny reftrains, 


Uato a greater Uproar tempts his Veins. pe 
Q 
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And they, like ftragling Slaves for Pillage fighting, 
Obdurate Vaflals fell Exploits effecting, 
In bloody Death and Ravifhment delighting, 
Nor Childrens Tears, nor Mothers Groans refpedting, 
S well in their Pride, the Onfet flill expeGing. 
Anon his beating Heart alarum ftriking, (ing. 
Gives the hot Charge, and bids them do their lik- 


His drumming Heart chears up his burning Eye; 

His. Eye commends the Leading to his Hand ; 

His Hand, as proud of fuch a Dignity, 

Smoaking with Pride, marcht on to make his Stand 

On her bare Breafts, the Heart of all her Land, 
VVhofe Ranks of blew Veins, as his Hand did {ecale, 


Left their round Turrets deftitute and pale. ie 


They muftring tothe quiet Cabinet, 

VVhere their dear Governefs and Lady lies, 

Do tell her fhe is dreadfully befer, 

And fright her with Confufion of her Cries. 

She much amaz’d breaks ope her lockt up Eyes ; 
VVho peeping forth this Tumult to behold, 
Are by his flaming Torch dim’d and control’d. 


Imagine her as one'in Dead of Night, 

From forth dull Sleep by dreadful Fancy Waking 
That thinks fhe hath beheld fome gaftly Sprite, 
VVhofe grim Afpec fets every Joint a fhaking, 
VVhat Terror ’tis : but fhe in worfer taking, — 


% 


From Sleep difturbed, heedtully doth view, a 


The Sight, which makes fappofed Terror rue. 


VVrapt and confounded in a thoufand Fears, 
Like toa new-kill’d Bird fhe trembiing lies : 
she dares not look, yet winking there appear 
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66 Tarquin 44a LUCRECE. 
Onick fhifting Anticks ugly in her Byes, 
Such Shadows are the weak Brain’s Forgeries ; 

Who angry that the Byes fly from their Lights, 

In Darknefs daunts them with more dreadful Sights. 
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His Hand, that yet remains upon her Breaft, 

(Rude Ram to batter fuch an Ivory VVall) 

May feel her Heart (poor Citizen) diftreft, 

Wounding it felf to death, rife up and fall, 

Beating her Bulk, that his Hand fhakes withal. 
This moves in him more Rage, and leifer Pity, 
To make the Breach, and eater this {weet City. 
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Firft like a Trumpet doth his Tongue begin 
Fo found a Parley to his heartlefs Foe, 
Who o’er the white Sheet peers her whiter Chin, 
The Reafon of this Alarum to know, 
Which he by dumb Demeanor feeks to fhow : 
But fhe with vehement Prayers urgeth ftill, 
Under what Colour he commits this I. 


Thus he replys, The Colour in thy Face, 
That even for Anger makes the Lilly pale, 
And the red Rofe blufh at her own Difgrace, 
Shall plead for me, and tell my loving Tale. 
Under that Colour am I come to fcale 
Thy never-conquer'd Fort, the Faule is thine, 
For thofe thine Eyes betray thee unto mine. 


Thus I foreftal thee, If thou mean to chide : 
Thy Beauty hath infnar’d thee to this Night, 
Where thou with Patience muft my will abide ; 
My VVill, that marks thee for my Earth’s Delight, 
Which Ito conquer fought with all my Might. 
But as Reproot and Reaton beat it dead, 
By thy bright Beauty it was newly bred. ; 
I fee 
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I fee what Croffes my Attempts will bring ; 
I know what Thorns the growing Rofe defends ; 
Ithink the Honey guarded with a Sting. 
All this before-hand Counfel comprehends ; 
But Will is deaf, and hears no heedful Friends. 
Only he hath an Eye to gaze on Beauty, 
And dotes on what he looks, gain{ft Law or Duty. 


I have debated, even in my Soul, 
What Wrong, what Shame, what Sorrow  fhall breed; 
But nothing can AffeCtion’s Courfe controul, 
Or ftop the headlong Fury of his Speed. 
I know repentant Tears infue the Deed. 
Reproach, Difdain, and deadly Enamity. 
Yet ftrive ] to imbrace mine Infamy. 


This faid, he fhakes aloft his Roman Blade, 
Which like a Faulcon tow’ring in the Skies, . 
Coucheth the Fowl below with his Wings Shade, 
Whofe crooked Beak threats, if he mount he dies : 
So under his infulting Fauchion lies 

Harmlefs Lucretia, marking what he <ells, 

With trembling Fear, as Fow! hear Fauicon’s Bells. 


Lucrece, quoth he, this Night I muft enjoy thee, 
If thou deny, then Force muft work my way 3 
For in thy Bed I parpofe to deftroy thee. 
That done, fome worthlefs Slave of thine I'll flay, 
To kill thiae Honour with thy Life’s Decay ; 
And in thy dead Arms do I mean to place him, 
Swearing I flew him feeing thee imbrace him. 


So thy furviving Husband fhall remain, 

The fcornful Mark of every open Bye; 

The Kinfmen hang their Heads at this Difdain, 
EK, 2 Thy 
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68 TaARQuin 4nd LUCRECE. 
Thy Iflue blur’d with namelefs Baftardy 5 
And thou the Author of their Obloquy, 
Shalt have thy Trefpafs cited up in Rhimes, 
And fung by Childrea in fucceeding Times. 


But if thou yield, I reft thy fecret Friend, 

The Fault unknown is as a Thought unatted ; 

A little Harm done to a great good End, 

For lawful Policy remains enacted. 

The poifonous Simple fometimes Is compacted 
In pureft Compounds; being fo apply’d, 
His Venom in Effeét is purify’d. 


Then for thy Husband, and thy Childrea’s fake, 
Tender my Suit, bequeath’d not to their Lot, 
The Shame that from them no Device can take, 
The Blemifh that will never be forgot, 
Worfe, thana flavith Wipe, or birth-hour's Blot, 
For Marks defcrib’d in Mens Nativity, 
Are Nature’s Faults, not their own Infamy. 


Here with a Cockatrice dead-killing Eye, 
He roufeth up himfelf, and makes a Paufe ; 
While fhe, the Pi&ture of true Piety, | 
Like a white Hind beneath the Gripe’s fharp Claws, 
Pleads in a Wildernefs, where no Laws; 

To the rough Beaft, that knows no gentle Right, 


Nor ought obeys but his foul Appetite. 


But when a black-fac’d Cloud the VVorld does threat, 
In his dim Mitt th’ afpiring Mountain hiding, 
From EHarth’s dark Womb fome gentle Guft does get, 
Which blow thefe pitchy Vapours from their biding, 
Hindring their prefent Fail by this dividing. 

So his unhallow’d hafte her VVords delays, 

And moody Pluto winks while Orpheus plays. 

Like 
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Like foul night-waking Cat hedoth but dally, 
VVhile in his hold-faft Foot the weak Moufe panteth 5 
Her fad Behaviour feeds his Vulture Folly, 
A {wallowing Gulf, that e’en in Plenty wanteth. 
His Ear her Prayers admits, but his Heart granteth 
No penetrable Entrance to her plaining, 
Tears harden Luft, tho’ Marble wears with rain- 
(ing. 
Her pity-pleading Eyes are fadly fix’d 
In the remorflefs VVrinkles of his Face - 
Her modeft Bloquence with Sighs is mix’d, 
VVhich to her Oratory adds more Grace. 
She puts the Period often from his Place, 
And midft the Sentence fo her Accent breaks, 
That twice fhe doth begin e’er once fhe {peaks j 


She conjures him by high Almighty Fove ; 
By Kaighthood,Gentry, and {weet Friendhhip’s Oath ; 
By her untimely Tears, her Husband’s Love 3; 
By holy human Law, and common [roth 
By Heaven and Harth, and all the Power of. both; 
That to his borrow’d Bed he make retire, 
And ftoop to Honour, not to foul Defire. 
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Quoth fhe, reward not Hofpitality 
VVith fuch black Payment, as thou haft pretended, 
Mud not the Fountain, that gave Drink’to thee, 
Mar not the Thing that cannot be amended : 
End thy ill] Aim, before thy fhoot be ended. 
He is no VVood-man, that doth bend his Bow, 
To ftrike a poor unfeafonable Doe. 
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My Husband is thy Friend, for his Sake {pare me; 
Thy felf art Mighty, for thy own Sake leave me 5 
My felf a VVeakling, do not then infhare me 5 
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Thou look’ft not like Deceit, do not deceive me ! 
My Sighs like Whirlwinds labour hence to heave thee. 
If ever Man was mov’d with Woman’s Moans, 
Be moved with my Tears, my Sighs, my Groans. 


All which together, like a troubled Ocean, 
Beat at thy rocky and wreck-threatning Heart, 
To foften it with their continual Motion ; 
For Stones diflolv’d to Water do convert. 
©! if no harder, than a Stone thou art; 
Melt at my Tears, and be compaffionate! 
Soft pity enters at an Iron Gate. 


In Tarquin’s Likenefs1 did entertain thee, 

Haft thou put on his Shape to do him fhame? 

To all the Hoft of Heaven I complain me; 

‘Thou wrong’ft his Honeur, wound’ ft his Princely Name; 

Thou art not what thou feem’ft; and if the fame, 
Thou feem’ft not what thon art, a God, a King, 
For Rings like Gods fhould govern every thing. 


How will thy Shame be feeded in thine Age, 
When thus thy Vices bud before thy Spring ? 
If in thy Hope thou darft do fuch Outrage, 
What dar’ft thou! not when once thou arta King ? 
O! be remembred, no outragious thing 
From Vaflal Actors can be wip’d away, 
Thea Kiags Mifdeeds cannot be hid in Clay. 


This Deed fhall make thee only lov’d for Fear, 
But happy Monarchs ftill are fear’d for Love: 
With foul Offenders thou perforce muft bear, 


When they ia thee the like Offences prove: 


If but for fear of this, thy Will remove. 
For Princes are the Glafs, the School, the Book, 
Where Subje&ts Byes do learn, do read’, do look. j 
3 AD 
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And wilt thou be rhe Shool where Luft fhall learn? 
Muft he in thee read Le@ures of {ach Shame? 
Wilt thou be Glafs wherein it fhall difcera 
Authority for Sin, Warrant for Blame ? 
To priviledge Difhonour in thy Name. 
Thou back’ft Reproach againft long-living Laud, 
And mak’ft fair Reputation but a Baud. 


Haft thou commanded ? by Him that gave it thee, 
From a pure Heart command thy rebel Will: 
Draw not thy Sword to guard Iniguity, 
For it was lent thee all that Brood to kill. 
Thy Princely Office how canft thou fulfil, 
When pattern’d by thy Fault, foul Sin may fay, 
He Jearn’d to fia, and thou didft teach the way. 


Think but how vile a Spectacle it were, 
To view thy prefent Trefpafs in another - 
Mens Faults do feldom to themfelves appear, 
Their own Tranfgreffions partially they {mother. 
This Guilt would feem death-worthy ia thy Brother. 
O! how are they wrapt in with Infamies, 
That from their own Mifdeeds askaunce their Eyes! 


To thee, to thee, my heav’d up Hands appeal, 
Not to feducing Luft thy rafh reply ; 
1 fue for exil’d Majefty’s Repeal, 
Let him return and flattering Thoug"ts retire. 
His true Refpe& will prifon falfe Defire, 
And wipe the dim Mift from thy doting Byes, 
"That thou fhale fee thy State and pity mine. 


Have done, quoth he, my uncontrouled Tide, 

Turns not, but fwells the higher by this Let ; 

Small Lights are foon blown out, huge Fires abide, 
B 4 And 
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72 Tarquin and Lucrece. 

And with the Windin greater Fury fret: 

The petty Streams, that pay a daily Debt 
To their falt Sovereignwith their frefh falfe hafte, 
Add to his Flow, but alter not the Tafte. 


Thou art (quoth fhe) a Sea, a Sovereign King, 

And lo! there falls into thy boundlefs Flood 

Black Luft, .Difhonour, Shame, Mifgoverning; 

Who feek to ftain the Ocean of thy Blood. 

If ailthefe petty Ills fhonld change thy Good, 
Thy Sea withina puddle Womb is burs’d, 
And not the Puddlein thy Sea difpers’d. 
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So fhall thefe Slaves be King, and thou their Slave : 
Thou nobly bafe, they bafely dignified ; 
Thou theirfair Life, and they thy fouler Grave: 
Thou loathed in thy Shame, they in thy Pride, 
The leffer thing fhou’d not the greater hide. 
The Cedar ftoops not to the bafe Shrub’s Foot, 
Bat low Shrubs wither at the Cedar’s Root. 


aio 


Sie OS ae 


5 —= << 


== 


Same ee 


= cs a LP 
a 


So let thy Thoughts low Vaflals to thy State. 
No more quoth he, by Heav’n I will not hedr thee - 
Yield to my Love; if not, enforced Hate, 
Inftead of Love’s coy touch, fhall rudely tear thee: 
That done, defpitefully I mean to bear thee 

Unto the bafe. Bed of fome Rafcal Groom, 

To be thy Partner in this fhameful Doom. 
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This faid, he fets his Foot upon the Light, 
For Light and Luft aredeadly Enemies : 
Shame folded up in blind concealing Night, 
When moft unfeen, then mof doth tyrannize. 
The Wolf has feiz’d his Prey, the poor Lamb cries, 
Till with her own white Fleece her Voice control’d, 
Tatombs her Outcry in her Lips fweet Fold. 
| For 
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For with the nightly Linen, that fhe wears, 

He pens her pitious Clamors in her Head, 

Cooling his hot Face in the chafteft Tears, 

That ever modeft Eyes with Sorrow fhed. 

O! that foul Luf fhould fhould ftain fo pure a Bed! 
The Spots whereof could VVeeping purify, 
Her Tears fhould drop oa them perpetually. 


But fhe hath loft a dearer thing, than Life, 
And he hath won what he wou’d lofe again ; 
This forced League doth force a further ftrife, 
This Momentary Joy breeds Months of Pain, 
This hot Defire converts to cold Difdain. 
Pure Chaftity is rifled of her Store; 
And Luft, the Thief, far poorer, than before. 


Look as the full-fed Hound or gorged Hawk, 
Unapt for tender Smell, or fpeedy Flight, 
Make flow purfuit, or altogether balk 
The Prey wherein by Nature they delight; 
So furfeit-taking Tarquin fears this Night ; 
His Tafte delicious, in Digeftion fouring, 
Devours his VVill, that liv’d by foul devouring. 


©! deeper Sin, than bottomlefs Conceit 

Can comprehend in ftill Imagination ! 

Drunken Defire muft vomit his Receit, 

B’er he can fee his own Abomination. 

VVhile Luft isin his Pride, no Exclamation 
Can curb his Heat, of Reign his rafh Defire, 
Till, like a Jade, Self-will himfelf doth tire. 


And then with lank and lean difcolor’d Cheek, 
VVith heavy Eye, knit Brow, and ftrengthlefs Pace, 
Feeble Defire all recreant, poor and meek, 

Like 
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Like to a Bankrupt Beggar wails his Cafe: 

The Fleth being proud, Defire does fight with Grace 
For there it revels, and when that decays, 
The guilty Rebel for Remiflion prays. 
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So fares it with this Fault-full Lord of Rome, 
VVho this Accomplifhment fo hotly chas’d ; 
For, now again{t himfelf he founds this Doom, 
That thro’ the length of Time he ftands difgrac’d. 
Befides, his Soul’s fair Temple is defac’d, 
To whofe weak Ruins mufter Troops of Cares, 
To ask the {potted Princefs how fhe fares. 
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She fays, her Subjeéts with foul Infurrection 
Have batter’d down her confecrated VVall, 
And by their mortal Fault brought in Subjection 
Her Immortality, and made her thrall 
To living Death and Pain perpetual. 
VVhichin her Prefcience fhe controled ftill, 
But her Forefight could not foreftall their VVill. 


B’en in this Thought thro’ the dark Night he ftealeth, 
A Captive Victor, that hath loft in Gain : 
Bearing away the Wound, that nothing healeth, 
The Scar, that will defpight of Cure remain: 
Leaving his Spoil perplex’d in greater Pain. 

She bears the load of Luft he left behind, 

And he the Burden of a guilty Mind. 
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He like a theevifh Dog creeps fadly thence, 

She like a weary’d Lamb lies panting there: 

He fcowls and hates himfelf for his Offence, 

She defperate with her Nails her Flefh doth tear: 

He faintly flies, fweating with guilty Fear; 
She ftays exclaiming onthe direful Night, _ 
He runs and chides his vanifh’d loath’d Delight. ie 
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He thence departs a heavy Convertite ; 

She there remains a hoplefs Caft-away : 

He in his Speed looks for the Morning Light ; 

She prays fhe never may behold the Day. 

For Day (quoth fhe) Night-fcapes doth open lay; 
And my true Eyes have never practis’d how 
To cloak Offences with a cunning Brow. 


They think not but, that every Eye can fee 
The fame Difgrace, which they themfelves behold : 
And therefore would they ftill in Darknefs lie, 
To have their unfeen Sin remain untold. 
For chey their Guilt with weeping will unfold, 
And grave like Water that doth eat in Steel, 
Upon their Cheeks what helplefs Shame they feel. 


Here fhe exclaims againft Repofe and Reft, 

And bids her Eyes hereafter {till be blind. 

She wakes her Heart by beating on her Breatt, 

And bids it leap from thence where it may find 

Some purer Cheft to clofe fo pure a Mind. 
Frantick with Grief, thus breaths fhe forth her 
Again{ the unfeen Secrecy of Night. (Spight 


O Comfort-killing Night! Image of Hel]! 
Dim Regifter and Notary of Shame! 
Black Stage for Tragedies and Murders fel] ! 
Vaft Sin-concealing Chaos! Nurfe of Blame / 
Blind moff’d Bawd ! dark Harbour of Defame ! 
Grim Cave of Death ! whifpering Confpirator 
With clofe-tongued Treafon and the Ravifher ! 


© ! hateful, vaporous and foggy Night ! 
Since thou art guilty of my curelefs Crime, 
Maufter thy Milts to.meét the Eaftern Light, 
Make 
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76 Tarquin ad Lucrece 
Make War againft proportion’d Cou-fe of time : 


Or if thou wilt permit the Sun to climb 
His wonted Height, yet e’er he go to Bed, 


Knit poifonous Clouds about his golden Head. 


With rotten Damps ravifh the Morning Air, 
Let. their exhai’d unwholefom Breaths make fick 
The Life of Purity, the fupreme Fair, 
Ber he arrive his weary Noon-tide Prick: 
And let thy mifty Vapors march fo thick, 
That in their fmoky Ranks his fmother’d Light 
May fet at Noon and make perpetual Night. 


Were Tarquin Night, as he is but Night’s Child, 
The filver-fhiniag Queen he would difdain, 
Her twinkling Handmaids too (by him defil’d) 
Thro’ Night’s black Bofom fhould not peep again. 
So fhould I have Copartners in my Pain ; 
And Fellowfhip in Woe doth Woe aflwage, 
As Palmers, that make fhort their Pilgrimage. 


Where now have! no one to blufh with me; 

To crofs theirArms and hang their Heads with mine ; 

To mask their Brows and hide their Infamy. 

But I alone, alone muft fit and pine ; 

Seafoning the Earth with Showers of Silver Brine; 
Mingling myTalk with Tears,myGrief withGroans, 
Poor wafting Monuments of lafting Moans. 


O Night! thou Furnace of foul-recking Smoke, 
Let not the jealous Day behold that Face, 
Which underneath thy black all-hidiag Cloak 
Immodeftly lies martyr’d with Difgrace. 
Keep ftill Pofleffion of thy gloomy Place, 
That all the Faults, which in thy Reign are made, 


May likewife be fepulchred in thy Shade. 
Make 
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Make me not Obje& to the tell-tale Day; 
The Light fhall fhew, character’d in my Brow, 
The Story of fweet Chaftity’s Decay, 
The impious Breach of holy Wedlock’s Vow. 
Yea, the illiterate, that know not how 
To cipher what is writin learned Books, 
Will quote my loathfom Tefpafs in my Looks. 


The Nurfe to ftill her Child will tell my Story, 
‘And fright her crying Babe with Targuin’s Name: 
The Orator to deck his Oratory, 
Will conple my Reproach to Tarquan’s Shame. 
Feaft-finding Miniftrels tuning my Defame, 

Will tie the Hearers to attend each Line, 

How Tarquin wronged me, I Colatine. 


Let my good Name, that fenfelefs Reputation, 

For Colatine’s dear Love be kept unfpotted : 

If that be made a Theme for Difputation, 

The Branches of another Root are rotted, 

‘And undeferv’d Reproach to him allotted, 
That is asclear from this Attaint of mine, 
And I, e’er this, was pure to Colatine. 


O ! unfeen Shame, invifible Difgrace ! 
O! unfelt Sore, creft-wounding private Scar ! 
Reproach is ftampt in Colatinus Face, 
And Tarquin’s Eye may read the Mote afar, 
How he in Peace is wounded, not in War. 
Alas ! how many bear fuch fhameful Blows, 
Which not themfelves, but ke that gives them knows‘ 


If Colatine, thine Honour lay in me, 
From me, by ftrong Aflault, it is bereft. 
My Hony loft, and 1 a Drone-like Bee 
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78 TARQUIN amd LucRECE, 
Tlave no Perfeétion of my Summer left, 
But robb’d and ranfack’d by injurious Theft. 


In thy weak Hive a wandring Wafp hath crept; 
And fuck’d the Hony which thy chaft Bee kept. 


+ 


Yet am I guilty of thy Honour’s Wrack; 

Yet for thy Honour did l entertain him ; 

Coming from thee, I could not put him back, 

For it had been Difhonour to difdain him. 

Befides, of Wearinefs he did complain him, 
And talk’d of Vertue ; Ownlook’d for Evil? 
When Vertue is prophan’d in fuch a Devil. 
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VVhy fhould the Worm intrude the maiden Bud? 
Or hateful Cuckows hatch in Sparrows Nefts? 
Or Toads infe& fair Founts with Venom Mud ? 
Or Tyrant Folly lurk in gentle Breafts ? 
Or Kings be breakers of their own Behefts ? 

But no Perfeétion is fo abfolute, 

That fome Impurity doth not pollute. 
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The aged Man, that coffers up his Gold, 
Is plagu’d with Cramps, and Gouts and painfal Fits ; 
And fcarce hath Eyes his Treafure to behold, 
But like ftill pining Tantalus he fits, 
And ufelefs Bans the Harveft of of his Wits: 
Having no other Pleafure of his Gain, 
But Torment, that it cannot cure his Pain. 
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So then he hath it when he cannot ufe it, 
And leaves it to be mafter’d by his Young, 
Who in their Pride do prefently abufe it: 
Their Father was too weak, and they too ftrong, 
To hold their curfed blefled Fortune long. 
The Sweets we wifh for turn to loathed Sours, 
F’en in the Moment, that we call them ours. 
Une 
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Unruly Blafts wait onthe tender Spring 5 (ers; 
Unwholefome Weeds take Root with precious Flow- 
The Adder hiffeth where the fweet Birds fing ; 
What Vertue breeds, Iniquity devours ; 
We have no good, that we can fay is ours. 

But il] annexed Opportunity, 

Or kills his Life, or elfe his Quality. 


©! Oportunity / thy Guilt is great; 

’Tis thou, that execut ft the Traitor’s Treafon ; 

Thon ferft the Wolf where he the Lamb may get: 

Whoever plots the Sin, thou point'ft the Seafon ; 

°Tis thou that fpurnft at Right, at Law, at Reafon; 
And in thy fhady Cell, where none may fpy her, 
Sits Sin to feize the Souls, that wander by her. 


Thou mak’ft the Veftal violate her Oath; 

Thou blow’ft the Fire when Temperance is thaw’d 

Thou fmother’{t Honefty, thou murder’ft Troth: 

Thou foul Abettor, thou notorious Bawd ! 

Thou planteft Scandal, and difplaceft Laud. 
Thou Ravifher, thou Traitor, thou falfe Thief / 
Thy Hony turns to Gall, thy Joy to Grief. 


> 


Thy fecret Pleafure turns to open Shame ; 
Thy private Feafting toa publick Faft ; 
Thy fmothering Titles toa ragged Name; 
Thy fugar’d Tongue to bitter Worm-wood Tafte : 
Thy violent Vanities can never laft. 
How comes it then, vile Opportunity, 
Being fo bad, fuch Numbers feek for thee? 


When wilt thou be the humble Suppliants Friend ? 

And bring him where his Suit may be obzain’d ? 

When wilt thou fort an Hour great Strife’s to end ? 
Or 
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SO TARQUIN 4nd LUCRECE. 
Or free that Soul, which Whretchednefs hath chain’d? 
Give Phyfick to the fick, Eafe to the pain’d ? 
The Poor, Lame, Blind, halt, creep, cry oat for thee, 
But they ne’er met with Opportunity. 


The Patient dies while the Phyfician fleeps ; 

The Orphan pines while the Oppreffor feeds; 

Jultice is feafting while the VVidow weeps ; 

Advice is {porting while Infection breeds ; 

Thou grant’ no time for charitable Deeds. 
VVrath, Envy, Treafon, Rape and Murder rages, 
Thy henious Hours wait ca them as their Pages. 


When Truth and Vertue have to do with thee, 
A thoufand Groffés keep them from thy Aid; |“ 
They buy thy Help, but Sim ne’er gives a Fee, 
He gratis comes, and thou art well apaid, 
As well to hear, as grant what he hath faid. 
My Celatine would elfe have come to me, 
When Tarquin did, but he was ftaid by thee. 


Guilty thou art of Murder and of Theft 5 
Guilty of Perjury and Subornation ; 
Guilty of Treafon, Forgry. and Shift ; 
Guilty of Inceft, that Abomination ; 
An Accefiary by thine Inclination 
To all Sins paft, and al] thaat are to come 
From the Creation to the general Doom. 


Mifhapen Time, Copefemate of ugly Night; 
Swift fubtle Poft, Carrier of grifly Care; 
Enter of Youth, falfe Slave to falfe Delight (Snare ; 
Bafe Watch of Woes, Sin’s Pack-horfe, Vertue’s 
Thou nurfeft all,and murdereft all that are. 
O! hear me thea, injurious fhifting Time / 
Be guilty of my Death, fince of my Crime. 
Why 
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Why hath thy Servant Opportunity 
Betray’d the Hours, thou gav’ft me to repofe ? 
Cancel’d my Fortunes and inchained me 
To endlefs Date of never-ending Woes ? 
Time’s Office is to find the Hate of Foes ; 
To eat up Error by Opinion bred, 
Not fpend the Dowry of a lawful Bed. 


Time’s Glory is to calm contending Kings ; 
To unmask Falfhood, and bring Truth to Light; 
To ftamp the Seal of Time in aged things ; 
To wake the Morn, and centinel the Night 35 
To wrong the Wronger tillhe render Right; 
To ruinate proud Buildings with thy Hours, 
And fmear with Duft their glittering golden 
(Towers. 
To fill with Worm-holes ftately Monuments 
To feed Oblivion with Decay of things ; 
To blot old Books, and alter their Contents ; 
To pluck the Quills from antient Ravens Wings ; 
To dry the old Oak’s Sap, and cherifh Springs ; 
To {poil Antiquities of hammer’d Steel, 
And turn the giddy Round of Fortune’s Wheel. 


To fhew the Beldame Daughters of her Daughter 
To make the Child a Man, the Mana Child ; 
To flay the Tyger, that doth live by Slaughter 5 
To tame the Unicorn and Lion wild ; 
To mock the Subtle in themfelves beguil’d; 
To chear the Plowman with increafeful Crops, 
And wafte huge Stones with little Water-drops. 


Why work’ft thou Mifchief in thy Pilgrimage, 
Unilefs thou could’ft return to make amends ? 
Qne poor retiring Minute, in an Age, 

F Would 
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R> Tarquin avd LuCRECE. 

Woald purchafe thee a thoufand thoufand Friends, 

Lending him Wit, that to bad Debtors lends. (back, 
O! this dread Night / wouldft thou one Hour come 
| could prevent this Storm, and fhun this Wrack. 


Thou ceafelefs Lacky to Eternity, 
With fome Mifchance crofs Tarquzx in his Flight. 
Devife Extremes beyond Extremity 
To make him curfe this curfed crimeful Night. 
Let ghaftly Shadows his lewd Eyes affright, 
And the dire Thought of his committed Evil 
Shape every Bufh a hideous fhapelefs Devil. 





Difturb his Hours of Reft with reftlefs Trances ; 

Affii@ him in his Bed with bedrid Groans. 

Let there bechance him pitiful Mifchances, 

To make him moan, but pity not his Moans. 

Stone him with harden’d Hearts harder, than Stone, 
And let mild Women to him lofe their Mildnefs; 
Wilder to him, than Tygers in their Wildnefs. 


Let him have time to tear his curled Hairs 
Let him have time againft himfelf to rave; 
Let him have time of time’s Help to defpair 5 
Let him have time to live a loathed Slave ; 
Let him have time a Beggar’s Orts to crave, 
And time to fee one, that by Alms do’s live, 
Difdain to him difdained Scraps to give. 


Let him have time to fee his Friends his Foes, 
And merry Fools to mock at him refort : 
Let him have time to mark how flow Time goes 
In time of Sorrow, and how fwift and fhort 
His time of Folly and his time of Sport. 

And ever let his unrecalling Time 

Have time to wail th’ abufing of his Time. 
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O ! Time ! thou Tutor both to Good and Bad !. 
Teach me to curfe him, that thou taught’ft this Il], 
At his own Shadow let the Thief run mad, 
Himfelf, himfelf feek every Hour to kil) ; (fpill. 
Such wretched Hands, fuch wretched Blood: fhould 
For who fo bafe would fuch an Office have, 
As flanderous Deaths-man to {0 bafe a Slave ? 


The bafer is he, coming from a King, 

To fhame his Hope with Deeds degenerate : 

The mightier Man, the mightier is the thing, 

That makes him honour’d, or begets him Hate: 

For greateft Scandal waits on greateft State. 
The Moon being clouded, prefently is mift, 


But little Stars may hide them when they lift. 


The Crow may bathe his cole-black Wings in Mire, 
And unperceiv’d fly with the Filth away ; 
But if the like the fnow-white Swan Delire, 
The Stain upon his filver Down will ftay. 
Poor Grooms are fightlefs Night, Kings glorious Day. 
Gnats are unnoted wherefoe’er they fly, 
But Eagles gaz’d upon with every Eye. 


Oh! idle Words, Servants to fhallow Fools; 
Unprofitable Sounds, weak Arbitrators ; 
Bufy your felves in skill contending Schools; 
Debate where Leifure ferves with dul] Debators: 
To trembling Clients be their Mediators: 

For me, I force not Argument a Straw, 

Since that my Cafe is paft all Help of Law. 


In vain I rail at Opportunity, 
At Time, at Targuin, and unfearchful Night / 
In vain I cavil with mine Infamy, 7 
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84 Tarquin 4nd LUCRECE. 
In vain I fpurn at my confirm’d Defpight < 
This helplefs Smoke of Words doth me no Right: 
The Remedy indeed to do me good, 
Isto let forth my foul defiled Blood. 


SS ——> —— = -— ee — 
<a SSS = = == = 
= - A Dan se ee 3 
2 = : —s 
= ———¥ 25 - = SSS 
ae 3 _—_——- z I — =—— < — _ 
= > = ——.—— a Sensual 
— = >= = - — : 
Ss SS = = Fe e tn =; —- - = = 
= = == === ee ea 
= — ———— 
= = == = 


Poor Hand, why quiverft thou at this Decree ? 

Honour thy felf to rid me of this Shame ; 

For if die, my Honour lives in thee - 

But if I live, thou liv’ftin my Defame ; 

Since thou couldft not defend thy Loyal Dame, 
And watt afraid to fcratch her wicked Foe, 
Kill both thy felf and her for yielding fo. 
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This faid, from her betumbled Couch fhe farts, 
To find fome defperate Inftrument of Death. 
But this no Slaughter-houfe, no Tool .imparts, 
To make more Vent for Paflage of her Breath, 
Which thronging thro” her Lips fo vanifheth, 
AsSmoke from e#tna, that in Air confumes, 
Or that which from difcharg’d Cannon fumes. 


In vain (quoth fhe) I live, and feek in vain 

Some happy Mean to end a haplefs Life : 

I fear’d by Tarquin’s Fauchion to be flain, 

Ver for the felf-fame Purpofe feek a Knife : 

But when I fear’d, 1 was a Loyal Wife, 
SoamI now: Oh no! that cannot be. 
Of that true Type hath Tarquin rifled me. 


©! Thatis gone, for which I fought to live, 

And therefore now J need not fear to die 5 

To clear this Spot by Death (at leaft) I give 

A Badge of Fame to Slander’s Livery, 

A dying Life to living Infamy ° ; 
Poor helplefs Help, the Treafure ftol’n away, 


To burn the guiltlefs Casket where it lay. | 
Well; 
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Well, well, dear Colatine, thou fhalt not know 

The ftained Tafte of violated Troth ; 

I will not wrong thy true Affection fo, 

To flatter thee with an infringd Oath, 

This baftard Grafs fhall never come to Growth. 
He fhall not boaft, who did thy Stock pollute, 
That thou art doting Father of his Fruit. 


Nor fhall he fmile at thee in fecret Thought, 
Nor laugh with his Companions at thy State. 
But thou fhalt know thy Intereft was not bought 
Bafely with Gold, but ftoln from forth thy Gate ; 
For me lamthe Miftrefs of my Fate, 

And with my Trefpafs never will difpenfe, 

Till Life to Death acquit my firft Offence. 


I will not poifon thee with my Attaint, 

Nor fold my Fault in cleanly coin’d Excufes; 

My fable Ground of Sin J will not paint, 

To hide the Truth of this falfe Night’s Abufes. 

My Tongue fhall utter all; mine Byes like Sluces, 
As from a Mountain Spring, that feeds a Dale, 
Shall gufh pure Streams to purge my impure Tale. 


By this lamenting Philomel had ended 
The well-tun’d Warble of her nightly Sorrow ; 
And folemn Night with flow fad Gate de{cended 
To ugly Hell; when lothe blufhing Morrow 
Lends Light to all fair Byes, thatLicht would borrow. 
But cloudy Lucrece fhames her felf to fee, 
And therefore ftill in Night would cloifter’d be. 


Revealing Day through every Cranny fpics, 

And feems to point her out where {he fits weeping, 

To whom fhe fobbing fpeaks,O! Eye of Byes! — 
F 3 Why 
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Why pry ft thou thro’ my Window ? Leave thy peeping, 
Mock with thy tickling Beams, Eyes, that are fleeping. 
Brand not my Forehead with thy piercing Light, 
For Day hath nought to do what’s done by Night, 


Thus cavils fhe with every thing fhe fees. 
True Grief is fond, and tefty as a Child, 
Who way-ward once, his Mood with nought agrees. 
Old Woes, not infant Sorrows bear them mild; 
Continuance tames the one, the other wild, 
Like an unpradtis’d Swimmer plunging ftill, 
With too much Labour drowns for want of Skill. 


So fhe deep trenched in a Sea of Care, 

Holds Difputation with each thing fhe views ; 

And to her felf all Sorrow doth compare, — 

No Object but her Paffions Strength renews, 

And as one fhifts, another ftraight enfues. 
Sometimes her Grief is dumb, and hath no Words; 
Sometime ’tis mad, and too much Talk affords. 


The little Birds, that tune their Mornings Joy, 
Make her Moans mad with their fweet Melody, 
For Mirth doth fearch the Bottom of Annoy 5 
Sad Souls are flain in merry Company, 
Grief beft is pleas’d with Grief’s Society. 

True Sorrow then is feelingly furpriz’d, 

When with like Semblance it is fimpathiz’d. 


*Tis double Death to drown in Ken of Shore ; 
He ten times pines, that pines beholding Food ; 
To fee the Salve doth make the Wound ake more; 
Great Grief grieves moft at that willdoit good ; 
Deep Woes roll forward like a gentle Flood, 
Which being ftopt, the bounding Banks o’erflows ; 
Grief dallied with, nor Law, nor Limit knows. 
? You 
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You mocking Birds, quoth fhe, your Tunes intomb 
Within your hollow iwelling feather’d Breafts ; 
And in my hearing be youever dumb, 
My reftle{s Difcord loves no Stops nor Refts ; 
A woful Hoftefs brooks not merry Guefts. 
Relifh your nimble Notes to pleafing Ears, 
Diftrefs likes Dumps when time is kept with Tears. 


Come Philomel, that fing’ft of Ravifhment, 
Make thy fad Grove in my difhevel’d Hair: 
Asthe dank Earth weeps at thy Languifhment, 
Sol at each fad Strain will ftrain my Tear, 
And with deep Groans the Diapafon bear. 
For Burden-wife Vl] hum on Tarquin ftill, 
While thou on Tereus defcants better Skill. - 


And while againft a Thorn thou bear’ft thy Part, 
To keep thy fharp Woes waking, wretched | 
To imitate thee well againft my Heart 
Will fix a fharp Knife, to affright mine Eye, 
Who if. it wink, fhall thereon fall and die. 
Thefe Means, as frets upon an Inftrument, 
Shall tune our Heartftrings to true Languifhment. 


And for poor Bird, thou fing’ft not in the Day, 
As fhaming any Eye fhould thee behold: 
Some dark deep Defart feated from the Way, 
That knows nor parching Heat, nor freezing Cold, 
We will find out; andthere we willunfold (Kinds; 
To Creatures ftern, fad Tunes to change their 
Since Men prove Beafts, let Beafts bear gentile 
(Minds. 
As the poor frighted Deer, that ftands at gaze, 
Wildly determining which Way to fly ; 
Or one incompaft with a winding Maze, 
F 4 That 
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That cannot tread the Way out readily : 
So with her felf is fhe in Mutiny, 
To live or die, which of the twain were better; 
When Life is fham’d and Death reproaches Debtor? 





To kill my felf, quoth fhe, alack what were it, 

But with my Body my poor Soul’s Pollution ? 

They, that lofe half with greater Patience bear it, 

Than they whofe whole is fwallowed in Confufion. 

That Mother tries a mercilefs Conclufion, (one, 
Who having two fweet Babes, when Death takes 
Will flay the other, and be Nurfe to none? 
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My Body or my Soul, which was the dearer ? 
When the one pure, the other made divine, 
Whofe Love of either to my felf was nearer 2 
When both were kept for Heaven and Colatine. 
Ay me! the Bark peal’d from the lofty Pine, 
His Leaves will wither, and his Sap decay ; 
So muft my Soul, her Bark being peal’d away. 





Her Honfe is fack’d, her Quiet interrupted ; 
Fier Manfion batter’d by the Enemy ; | 
Her facred Temple f{potted, fpoil’d, corrupted, 
Grofly ingirt with daring Infamy. 
Then let it not be call’d Impiety, 
If in this blemifh’d Fort I make fome Hole, 
Thro’ which I may convey this troubled Soul. 


Yet die I will not; till my Colatine 
Have heard the Caufe of my untimely Death, 
That he may vow, in that fad Hour of mine, 
Revenge on him, that made me ftop my Breath; 
My ftained Blood to Tarquin Yl] bequeath, 
Which by him, tainted fhall for him be fpent, 
And as his due, writ in my Teftament. My 
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My Honour Ill bequeath unto the Knife, 

That wounds my Body fo difhonoured : 

?Tis Honour to deprive difhonoured Life. 

The one will live, the other being Dead : 

So of Shame’s Afhes fhall my Fame be bred 5 
For in my Death I murder fhameful Scorn, 
My Shame fo dead, my Honour is new born, 


Dear Lord of that dear Jewel I have loft, 

What Legacy fhall I bequeath to thee ? 

My Refolution, Love, fhall be thy Boaft, 

By whofe Example thou reveng’d may’ft be. 

How Tarquin muft be us’d read it in me. 

My felf thy Friend, will kill my felf thy Foe, 
And for my fake ferve thou falfe Tarquin fo. 


This brief Abridgment of my Will I make: 
My Soul and Body to the Skies and Ground, 
My Refolution (Husband) do you take ; 
My Honour be the Knife’s, that makes my Wound ; 
My Shame be his, that did my Fame confound ; 
And all my Fame, that lives disburfed be 
To thofe, that live and think no Shame of me. 


Then Colatine fhall overfee this Will, 
How was Joverfeen, that thou fhalt fee it ? 
My Blood fhall wafh the Slander of mine Iil; 
My Life’s foul Deed, my Life’s fair End fhall free it. 
Faint not faint Heart, but ftoutly fay, fo be it. 
Yield tomy Hand, and that fhall conquer thee; 
Thou dead, that dies, and both thall Victors be. 


This Plot of Death, when fadly fhe had laid, 

And wip’d the brinifh Pearl from her bright Eyes, 

With untun’d Tongue fhe hoary call’d her Maid, 
VVhole 
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VVhofe fwift Obedience to her Miftrefs hies, 

For fleet-wing’d Duty with Thought’s Feathers flies. 


Poor Lucrece Cheeks unto her Maid feem fo, 
As VVinter Meads, when Sun do’s melt their Snow. 


Her Mitftrefs the doth give demure good-morrow, 
VVith foft flow Tongue, true Marks of Modefty ; 
And forts a fad Look to her Ladies Sorrow, 
(For why her Face wore Sorrow’s Livery) 
But durft not ask of her audacioutly 
VVhy her two Suns were cloud-eclipfed fo? 
Nor why her fair Cheeks over-wafh’d with VVoe? 


But as the Barth doth weep, the Sun being fet, 
Each Flower moiften’d like a melting Eye: 
Ben fo the Maid with fwelling Drops gan wet. 
Her circled Byne enforced, by Simpathy 
Of thofe fair Suns fet in her Miftrefs Sky 3; 
VVho in a falt-wav’d Ocean quench their Light, 
VVhich makes the Maid weep like the dewy Night. 


A pretty while thefe pretty Creatures ftand, 
Like Ivory Conduits Coral Cifterns filling : 
One juftly weeps, the other takes in hand 
No Caufe, but Company of her Drops fpilling ; 
Their gentle Sex to weep are often willing 5 
Grieving themfelves to ghefs at other Smarts 5 _ 
And thenthey drown their Eyes, or break their 
(Hearts: 
ForMenhave Marble, Women waxen Minds, 
And therefore they are form’d as Marble will: 
The Weak oppreft, th’ Impreffion of ftrange Kinds 
Is form’d in them by Force, by Fraud or Skill. 
Then call them not the Authors of their Ill, 
No more, than Wax fhall be accounted Evil, 


Wherein is ftampt the Semblance of aDevil. 
Their 
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Their Smoothnefs, like a Champain Plain, 

Lays open all the little Worms, that creep. 

In Men, as a rough grown Grove remain 

Cave-keeping Evils, that obfcurély fleep; 

Thro’ Chriftal Walls each little Mote will peep. 
Tho’ Men can cover Crimes with bold ftern Look, 
Poor Womens Faces are their own Faults Books. 


No Man invieghs againft the wither’d Flower, 

But chides rough Winter, that the Flower has killd: 

Wot that’s devour’d, but that, which doth devour 

is worthy Blame, O let it not be held 

Poor Womens Faults, that they are fo fulfill’d 
With Mens Abufes, thofe proud Lords to blame, 
Make weak-mad Women Tenants to their Shame. 


The Precedent whereof in Lucrece view, 
Affail’d by Night, with Circumftances ftrong 
Of prefent Death and Shame, that might enfue, 
By that her Death to do her Husband Wrong ; 
Such Danger to Refiftance did belong. 
The dying Fear thro’ all her Body fpread, 
And who cannot abufe a Body dead ? 


By this mild Patience did fair Lucrece fpeak 
To the poor Counterfeit of her complaining. 
My Girl, quoth fhe, on what occafion break (raining? 
Thofe Tears from thee, that down thy Cheeks are 
If thou doft weep for Grief of my fuftaining, 
Know gentle Wench, it fmall avails my Mood, 
If Tears cou’d help, mine own would do me good. 


But tell me, Girl, when went (and there fhe ftaid, 
Till after a deep Groan) Tarquin from hence ? 
Madam, eer I was up (reply’d the Maid) | 
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The more toblame my fluggard Negligence: 

Yet with the Fault I thus far can difpenfe, 
My felf was ftirring e’er the break of Day, 
And e’er I rofe was Tarquin gone away. 


But Lady, if your Maid may be fo bold, 
She would requef to know your Heavinefs. 
O peace (quoth Lucrece) if it fhould be told, 
The Repetition cannot make it lefs. 
For more it is, than I can well exprefs, 
And that deep Torture may be call’d a Hell, 
When more is felt, than one hath Power to tel]. 


Go get me hither Paper, Ink, and Pen, 
Yet fave that Labour, for I have them here: 
(What fhould I fay?) one of my Husband’s Men 
Bid thou be ready by and by to bear 
A Letter tomy Lord, my Love, my Dear; 
Bid him with Speed prepare to carry it, | 
The Caufe craves hafte, and it will foon he writ, 


Her Maid is gone, and fhe prepares to write, 
Firft hovering o’er the Paper with her Quill; 
Conceit and Grief an eager Combat fight, 
What Wit fets down is blotted ftill with Will ; 
Thisis too curious good, this blunt and ill; 
Much like a Prefs of People at a Door, 
Throng her Inventions, which fhall go before. 


At laft the thus begins: Thou worthy Lord 
Of that unworthy Wife, that greeteth thee, 
Health to thy Perfon, next vouchfafe t’afford 
(If ever, Love, thy Lucrece thou wilt fee) 
Some prefent {peed to come and vifit me. 
So I commend me from our Honfe in Grief, 
My Woes are tedious, tho’ my Words are be 
ére 
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Here folds fhe up the Tenor of her Woe, 
Her certain Sorrow writ uncertainly ; 
By this fhort Schedule Colatine may know 
Her Grief, but not her Grief’s true Quality ; 
She dares not therefore make Difcovery, 
Left he fhould hold it her own grofs Abufe, 
EB’er fhe with Blood had ftain’d her ftain’d Excufe. 


Befides the Life and feeling of her Paflion, 

She hords to fpend, when he is by to hear her ; 

When Sighs, and Groans, and fears may grace the 

Of her Difgrace, the better fo toclearher (fafhion 

Brom thatSufpicion, which the World might bear her: 
To fhun this Blot fhe wou’d not blot the Letter 
With Words, till AGion might become them better. 


To fee fad Sights moves more, than hear them told; 
Wor then the Bye interprets to the Ear 
The heavy Motion, that it doth behold : 
When every Part a Part of Woe doth bear, 
Tis but a Part of Sorrow that we hear. 
Deep Sounds make lefler Noife, than fhallow Fords, 
‘And Sorrow ebbs being blown with Wind of Words. 


Her Letter now is feal’d, and on it writ, 

‘At Ardea to my Lord with more than Hafte ; 

The Poft attends, and fhe delivers it, 

Charging the four-fac’d Groom to hie as faft, 

As lagging Souls before the Northern Blaft. 
Speed, more,than Speed, but dulland flow fhe deems, 
Extremity ftill urgeth fuch Extremes. 


The homely Villain curfies to her low, 
And blufhing on her with a ftedfaft Hye, 
Receives the Scroll without or Yea or No, 
And 
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And forth-with bafhful Innocence doth lie. 
But they, whofe Guilt within their Bofoms lie, 
Imagine every Eye beholds their Blame, 
For Lucrece thought he’ blufh’d to fee her Shame. 


When filly Groom (God wot) it was Defe@ 

Of Spirit, Life, and bold Audacity ; 

Such harmlefs Creatures have a true Refpeét 

To talk in Deeds, while others faucily 

Promife more Speed, but do it leifurely. 
Even fo this Pattern of the worn-out Age 
Pawn’d honeft Looks, but laid no Words to gage, 


His kindled Daty kindled her Miftruft, 

That two red Fires in both their Faces blaz’d. 

She thought he blufh’d as knowing Tarquin’s Luft ; 

And blufhing with him, wiftly on him gaz'd, 

Her earneft Eye did make him more amaz’d: 
The more fhe faw the Blood his Cheeks replenifh, 
The more fhe thought he f{py’d in her fome blemifh, 


But long fhe thinks till he return again, 

And yet the duteous Vaflal fcarce is gone 5 

The weary Time fhe cannot entertain, 

For now ’tis ftale to figh, to weep, and groan. 

So Woe, hath wearied Woe, Moan tired Moan, 
That fhe her Plaints a little while doth ftay, 
Paufing for Means to mourn fomemewer way- 


At laft the calls to mind where hangs a Piece 
Of skilful Painting made for Priam’s Troy ; 
Before the which is drawn the Power of Greece, 
For Helen’s Rape the City to deftroy, 
Threatning cloud-kifling J/ion with Annoy; 
Which the conceited Painter drew {0 proud, 
As Heaven (it feem’d) to kifs the Turrets benny, 
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A thoufand lamentable Objects there, 

In fcorn of Nature, Art gave lifelefs Life: 

Many.a. dire Drop feem’d a weeping Tear 

Shed for the flaughter’d Husband by the Wife. 

The red Blood reek’d to fhew the Painter’s Strife, 
And dying Eyes gleem’d forth their afhy Lights, 
Like dying Coals burnt out in tedious Nights. 


There might you fee the labouring Pioneer 
Begrim’d with Sweat, and {meared all with Duft; 
And from the Towers of Troy there wou’d appear 
The very Eyes of Men thro’ Loop-holes thruft, 
Gazing upon the Greeks with little Luft. 
Such fweet Obfervance in this Work was had, 
That one might fee thofe far-off Eyes look fad. 


In great Commanders, Graceand Majefty 

You might behold triumphing’ in their Faces ; 

In Youth Quick-bearing and Dexterity ; 

And here and there the Painter interlaces 

Pale Cowards marching on with trembling Paces ; 
VVhich heartlefs Peafants did fo well refemble, 
That one wou’d {wear he faw them quakeand trem- 

(ble. 

In Ajax and Ulyffes, O ! what Art 

Of Phyfiognomy might one behold / 

The Face of either cipher’d either’s Heart ; 

Their Face, their Manners moft exprefly told. 

In Ajax Byes blunt Rage and Rigor roll’d. 
But the mild Glance that fhe @/y/fes lent, 
Shew’d deep Regard and fmiling Government. 


There pleading might you fee grave Neffor ftand, 
As ’twere incouraging the Greeks to fight, : 
Making-fuch fober A&tions with his Hand, 

-That 
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That it beguil’d Attention, charm’d the Sight : 

in Speech it feem’d his Beard, all filver white, 
Wag'd up and down, and from his Lips did fiy 
Thin winding Breath, which purl’d up to the Sky, 


About him were a Prefs of gaping Faces, 
Which feem’d to {wallow up his found Advice ; 
All jointly liftning, but with feveral Graces, 
As if fome Mairmaid did their Ears intice, 
Some high, fome low, the Painter was fo nice. 
The Scalps of many almoft hid behind, 
To jump up higher feem’d to mock the Mind. 


Here one Man’s Hand lean’d on another’s Head, 
His Nofe being fhadow’d by his Neighbour ’s Ear ; 
Here one being throng’d bears back all iwoln and red ; 
Another fmother’d, feems to pelt and {wear, 
Andin their Rage fueh Signs of Rage they bear, 

As but for lofs of Nestor’s Golden Words, 

It feems they would debate with aagry Swords. 


For much imaginary Work was there 5 
Conceit deceitful, fo compact, fo kind, 
That for Achilles Image ftood his Spear, 
Grip’d in an armed Hand, himfelf behind 
Was left unfeen, favethe Eye of Mind, 
A Hand, a Foot, a Face, a Leg, a Head, 
Stood for the whole to be imagined. 


And from the Walls of ftrong befieged Troy, 

When their braveHope, bold Hector, march’d toField, 

Stood many Trojan Mothers, fharing Joy 

To fee their youthful Sons bright Weapons wield ; 
And to their Hope they fuch odd Aétion yield, 
That thro’ their Light Joy feemed to appear, 
(Like bright things {tain’d) a kind of heavy oe 

nh 
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And from the Strond of Dardan where they fought 
LToSimo reedy Banks the red Blood ran; 
Whofe Waves to imitate the Battel fought 
With fwelling Ridges, and their Ranks began 
To break upon the galled Shore, and then 
Retire again, till meeting greater Ranks 
They join, and fhoottheir Fome at Simo Banks. 


To this well-painted Piece is Lucrece come 
To find a Face where all Diftrefs is ftell’d. 
Many fhe fees, where Cares have carved fome, 
But none where all Diftrefs and Dolour dwell’d, 
Till the defpairing Hecuba beheld, 
Staring on Priam’s Wounds with her old Eyes, 
Who bleeding under Pirrhus proud Foot lies. 


In her the Painter had anatomiz’d 

Time’s Ruin, Beauty’sWrack, and grim Cares Reign ; 

Her Cheeks with Chops and Wrinkles were difguis’d. 

Of what fhe was, no Semblance did remain ; 

Her blue Blood chang’d to black in every Vein. 
Wanting the Spring, that thofe fhrunk Pipes had 
Shew’d Life imprifon’d in a Body dead. (fed, 


On this fad Shadow Lucrece fpends her Eyes, 
And fhapes her Sorrow to the Beldam’s Woes ; 
W ho nothing wants to anfwer her but Cries, 
And bitter Words to ban her cruel Foes. 
The Painter was no God to lend her thofe : 
And therefore Lucrece fwears he did her Wrong, 
To give her fo much Grief, and not a Tongue. — 


Poor Inftrument (quoth fhe) without a Sound! 
Pl] tune thy Woes with my lamenting Tongue; 
And drop {weet Balm in Priam’s painted Wound, 
G And 
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g8 Tarquin and LUCRECH. 
And rail on Pirrbus, that hath done him Wrong, 
And with my Tears quench Troy, that burns fo long ; 
And with my Knife fcratch out the angry Byes 
Of all the Greeks, that are thine Enemies. 


Shew mé this Strumpet, that began this Stir, 

That with my Nails her Beauty I may tear. 

Thy Heat of Luft, fond Paris, did incur 

This Load of Wrath, that burning Troy did bear ; 

Thy Eye kindled the Fire that burnett here. | 
And here in Troy, for Trefpafs of thine Eye, 
The Sire, the Son, the Dame, and Daughter die. 


Why fhould the private Pleafure of fome one 

Become the publick Plague of many moe ? 

Let Sin alone committed light alone 

Upon his Head, that hath tranfgreffed fo. 

Let guiltlefs Souls be freed from guilty Woe. 
For ones Offence why fhould fo many fall? 
To plague a private Sin in general ? 


Lo! here weeps Aecuba, here Priam dies ! | 
Here manly Heétor faints, here Troylus founds ! 
Here Friend by Friend in bloody Channel lies ! 
And Friend to Friend gives unadvifed Wounds ! 
And one Man’s Luft thefe many Lives confounds? 
Had doting Priam check’d his Son’s Defire 
Troy had been bright with Fame, and not with Fire: 


Flere feelingly fhe weeps Trey’s painted Woes * 
For Sorrow, like a heavy hanging Bell, 
Once fet a ringing, with his own Weight goes; 
Then little Strength rings out the dolefal Knell. 
So Lucrece fet awork, fad Tales doth tell 
To pencil’d Penfivenefs, and colour’d Sorrow ; 
She lends them VVords, aad fhe their Looks doth 
borrow, She: 
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She throws her Eyes abont the painted Round 

And whom fhe finds forlorn the doth lament. 

At laft fhe fees a wretched Image bound. 

That piteous Looks to Phrycian shepherds lent, 

His Face tho’ full of Cares, yet fhew’d Content. 
Onward to Troy with thefe blunt Swains he g0eS, 
So mild, that Patience feem’d to {corn his Woes. 


P 


In him the Painter Jabour’d with his Skill, 

To hide Deceit, and give the Harmlefs fhow, 

An humble Gate, calm Looks, Eyes wailing ftill, 

A Brow unbent, that feem’d to welcome VVoe : 

Cheeks, neither red, nor pale, but mingled fo, 
That blufhing Red, no guilty Inftance gave, 
Nor afhy Pale, the Fear that falfe Hearts have. 


But, like a conftant and confirmed Devil, 
He entertain’d a Show fo feeming juft, 
And therein fo infcone’d this fecret Evil, 
That Jealonfy it felf could not miftruft, 
Falfe creeping Craft and Perjury fhould thraft 
Into fo bright a Day fuch black-fac’d Storms, 
Or blot with Hell-born Sin fuch Saint-like Forms. 


The well-skill’d VVoman this wild Image drew 
For perjur’d Simon, whofe inchanting Story 
The credulous old Priam after Slew : 
Whofe Words like Wild-fire burnt the fhining Glory 
Of rich-built /lien, that the Skies were forry, 
And little Stars fhot from their fixed Places, 
VVhen their Glais fell wherein they view’d their 
(Faces. 
This Pi@ure fhe advifedly perus’d, 
And chid the Painter tor his wondrous Skil] ; 
Saying, fome Shape in Sinon’s was abus‘d, 
G 2 So 
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100 TARQUIN 4nd LUCRECE. 
So fair a Form lodg’d not a Mind fo 11 : 
And ftill on him fhe gazd, and gazing ftill, 
Such Signs of Truth in his plain Face fhe fpied, 
That fhe concludes, the Picture was belied. 


It cannot be (quoth fhe) that fo much Guile, 
She would have faid can lurk in fuch a Look ; 
But Tarquin's Shape came in her Mindthe while, 
And from her Tongne, can lurk, from cannot, took 
It cannot be, fhe in that Senfe forfook, 

And turn’d it thus, It cannot be I ind, 

But fuch a Face fhould bear a wicked Mind. 


For e’en as fubtle Simon here is painted, 

So fober fad, fo weary and fo mild 

(Asif with Grief or Travel he had fainted) 

To me came Tarquin armed fo beguild 

YVith outward Honefty, but yet defild 
VVith inward Vice; as Priam him did cherifh, 
So did I Tarquin, fo my Troy did perifh. 


Look, look how liftning Priam wets his Eyes 

To fee thofe borrow’d Tears, that Sizon fheds! 

Priam, why art thou old, and yet not wife ? 

For every Tear he falls, a Trojan bleeds: 

His Eyes drop Fire, no Water thence proceeds. 
Thofe round clear Pearls of his, thet move thy Pity 
Are Balls of quenchlefs Fire to burn thy City? 


Such Devils fteal Effects from lightlef& Hell; 
For Simon in his Fire doth quake with cold, 
And in that cold hot-burning Fire doth dwell ; 
Thefe Contraries fuch Unity do hold 
Only to flatter Fools and make ther bold : 
So Priam’s Truft falfe Srzon’s Tears Joth flatter, 
That he finds Means to burn his Troy with Water. 


Here 
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Here all inrag’d fuch Paffion her aflails, 
That Patience is quite beaten from her Breaft 
She tears the fenflefs Simon with her Nails, 
Comparing him to that unhappy Gueft, 
VVhofe Deed hath made ler felf her felf deteft. 

At laft the fmilingly with this gives over, 

Fool, Fool, quoth fhe, his VVounds will not be fore. 


Thus ebbs and flows the Current of her Sorrow, 
And Time doth weary Time with her Complaining. 
She looks for Night, and then fhe longs for Morrow, 
And both fhe thinks too long with her remaining ; 
Short time feems long, in Sorrows fharp fuftaining. 
Tho’ VVoe be heavy, yet it feldom fleeps, 
And they, that watch, fee Time how flow it creeps. 


VVhich all this Time hath over-flipt her Thought, 
That fhe with painted Images hath fpent, 
Being from the feeling of her own Griet brought, 
By deep furmife of others Detriment, 
Loofing her VVoes in fhews of Difcontent. 

It eafeth fome, tho’ none it ever curd, 

To think their Dolour others have endur’d. 


But now the mindful Meflenger comes back, 

Brings home his Lord, and other Company ; 

VVho finds his Lucrece clad ia mourning Black, 

And round-about her tear-diftained Eye 

Blew Circles ftream’d, like Rainbows in the Sky. 
Thefe VVatergalls in her dim Element, 
Foretel new Storms to thofe already {pent. 


VVhich when her fad beholding Husband faw, 

Amazedly in her fad Face he ftares: 

Her Eyes, tho’ fod in Tears, look red and raw, 
Her 
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102 Tarauin and LuCRECE. 
Her lively Colour kill?d with deadly Cares. 
He has no Power to ask her how fhe fares, 
But ftood like old Acquaintance in a Trance, 
Met far from Home, wondring each others Chance, 


At laft he takes her by the bloodlefs Hand, 
And thus begins. What uncouth ill Event 
Hath thee befallen, that thou doft trembling ftand ? 
Sweet Love, what Spite hath thy fair Colour fpent ? 
Why art thou thus attir’d in Difcontent ? 

Uamask dear Dear, this moody Heavinefs, 

And tell thy Grief, that we may give Redrefs. 


Three Times with Sighs fhe gives her Sorrow Fire 
B’er once fhe can difcharge one Word of Woe. 
At length addrefs’d, to anfwer his Defire, 
She modeftly prepares, to let them know 
Her Honour is ta’en Prifoner by the Foe ; 
While Colatinve and his conforted Lords ° 
With fad Attention long to hear her Words. 


And now this pale Swan io her wat’ry Neft, 

Begins the fad Dirge of her certain ending. 

Few Words, quoth fhe, fhall fir the Trefpafs beft, 

Wherein no Excufe can give the Fault amending, 

In me more Woes, than Words are now depending ‘ 
Aud my Laments would be drawn out too long, 
To te!l them all with one poor tired Tongue. 


Then be this all the Task it hath to fay, 
Dear Husband,in the Intereft of thy Bed 
A Stranger came, and on that Pillow lay, 
Where thou waft wont to reft thy weary Head ; 
And that Wrong elfe may be imagined 

By foul Inforcement might be done to me, 


From that, alas! thy Lwcrece is not free. 
For 
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For in the dreadful Dead of dark Midnight, 

With fhining Fauchion in my Chamber came 

A creeping Creature with a flaming Light, 

And foftly cry’d, awake thou Roman Dame ! 

And entertain my Love, elfe lafting Shame 
On thee and thine this Night I wiil inflr@ 
If thou my Love’s Defire do contradié. 


For fome hard-favour’d Groom of thine, quoth he, 
Unlefs thou yoak thy Likingto my Will, 
Vil murder ftreight, and then Pll flaughter thee, 
And fweari found you where you did fulfil 
The loathfome Act of Luft; and fo did kill 
The Leachers in their Deed, this A& will be 
My Fame, and thy perpetual Infamy. 


With this I did begin to ftart and cry, 
And then againft my Heart he fets his Sword, 
Swearing, unlefs I took all patiently, 
{ fhould not live to fpeak another Word : 
So fhould my Shame ftiil reft upon Record, 
And never beforgot in mighty Rome, 
Th’ Adult’rate Death of -Lucrece and her Groom. 


Mine Enemy was ftrong, my poor felf weak, 
(And far the weaker with fo ftrong a Fear) 
My: bloody Judge forbad my Tongue to {peak : 
No rightful Plea might plead for Juftice there: 
His fcarlet Luft came Evidence to {wear, 
That my poor Beauty had purloin’d his Byes ; 
And when the Judge is rob’d, the Prifoner dies. 


©! teach me how to make mine own Excufe, 
Or, at the leaft this Refuge let me find; 


Tho’ my grofs Blood be ftain’d with this Abufe, 
G 4 Im 
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16 Tarquin and Lucrece. 


Immaculate and fpoclefs is my Mind. 

That was not fore’d, that never was inclin’d 
To acceflary Yieldings, but ftill pure 
Doth in her poifon’d Clofet yet indure. 


Lo! here the hopelefs Merchant of this Lo&, | 
With Head inclin’d, and Voice dam’d up with VVoe, 
VVith fad fet Eyes, and wretched Armsacrofs , 
From Lips new waxen pale begins to blow 
The Grief away, that ftops his Anfwer fo. 

But wretched as he is, he ftrives in vain, 

VVhat he breathes out, his Breath drinks up again, 


As thro’ an Arch, the violent roaring Tide 
Out-runs the Eye, that doth behold his Hafte ; 
Yet in the Eddse boundeth in his Pride, 
Back to the Strait, that forc’d him on fo fale, 
In Rage fent out, recail’d in Rage being pat : 

Even fo his Sighs, his Sorrows make a Saw, 

To pufh Grief on, and back the fame Grief draw. 


VVhich fpeechlefs VVoe of his poor fhe attendeth, 
And his untimely Frenzy thus awaketh. 
Dear Lord, thy Sorrow to my Sorrow lendeth 
Axother Power, no Flood my raining flacketh ; 
My VVoe too fenfible thy Paffion maketh 

More feeling painful, let it then faffice 

To drown one VVoe, one Pair or weeping Eyes. 


And for my fake when I might charm theefo, 
For fhe, that was thy Lucrece——now attend me, 
Be fuddenly revenged on my Foe. 
Thine, mine, his own; fuppofe thou doft de‘end me 
From what is paft, the Help, that thou thal: lend me 
Comes al] to late, yet let the Traitor die ; 
For {paring Juftice feeds Iniq uity. 
But 


Tarquin and LUCRECE. 105 


But e’r I name him, you fair Lor’ds, quoth fhe, 
(Speaking to thofe, that came with Colatine) 
Shall plight your honourable Faiths to me, 
With fwift Purfuit to venge this Wrong of mine: 
For ’tis a meritorious fair Defign, 
To chafe Injuftice with revengeful Arms, 
Knights by their Oaths fhould right poor Ladies 
(Harms. 
At this Requeft, with noble Difpofition, 
Bach prefent Lord began to promife Aid, 
As bound in Knighthood to her Impofition, 
Longing to hear the hateful Foe bewray’d: 
But fhe that yet her fad Task hath not faid, 
The Proteftation ftops. O fpeak quoth fhe, 
How may this forced Stain be wip’d from me? 


What is the Quality of my Offence, 

Being conftrain’d with dreadful Circumftances? 

May my pure Mind with the foul A& difpenfe 

My low declined Honour to advance? 

May any Terms acquit me from this Chance? 
The poifon’d Fountain clears it felf again, 
And why not I from this compelled Stain ? 


With this they all at once began to fay, 
Her Body’s Stain the Mind untainted clears, 
While with a joylefs Smile fhe turns away 
The Face, that Map, which deep Impreflion bears 
Of hard Misfortune carvd it in with Tears. 
No no, quoth fhe, no Dame hereafter living, 
By my Excufe fhall claim Excufes giving. — 


Here with a Sigh, as if her Heart would break, 

She throws forth Targuin’s Name, He, he, fhe fays: 

But more, than he, her poor Tongue could not f{peak, 
Till 
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106 TAR QUIN aud LUCRECE, 
Till after many Accents and Delays, 
Untimely Breathings, fick and fhort Aflays, 

She utters this, He, he, fair Lord ’tis he 

That guides this Hand to give this Wound to me, 
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Even here fhe fheathed in her harmlefs Breaft 
A harmful Knife, that thence her Soul unfheathed, 
That Blow did bailit from the deep Unreft 
Of that polluted Prifon where it breathed ; 
Her contrite Sighs unto the Clouds bequeathed 
Her winged Spright, and thro” her Wounds doth fly 
Life’s lafting Date from cancel’d Deftiny. 


= 
Se 


Stone- ftill, aftonifh’d with this deadly Deed, 
Stood Colatine and all his Lordly Crew, 
Till Lucrece Father, that beholds her Bleed, 
Himfelf on her felf-flaughter’d Body threw: 
And from the purple Fountain Brutus drew 
The murd’rous Knife and as it left the Place, 
Her Blood in pure Revenge, held it in Chafe. 


And bubling from her Breaft it doth divide 

Ia two flow Rivers, that the crimfon Blood 

Circles her Body in onevery Side, 

Who like a late fack’d Ifland vaftly ftood 

Bare and unpeopled in this fearful Flood. 
Some of her Blood ftill pure and red remain’d, 
And fome look’d black, and that falfe Targum 

(ftain’d. 


4) 
| 
oF 
; 
: 
th 
i] 
hai 
i 
! 
ty 
a 
(4+ 
i 
ki 
iy 


nts NR ce nny eS 
sets os 


rn = 
reer eets a 
ara egthe 
— ee oe 
—- : 


te ee RES 
SESS 


About the Mourning and congealed Face 
f that black Blood, a watry Rigol goes, 
Which feems to weep upon the tainted Place; 
And ever fince, a, pitying Lucrece woes, 
Corrupted Blood, fone wat’ry Token fhows, 
Aad Blood untainted ftill doth red abide, 
Blufhing at that which is fo putrify’d. 
Daughter, 
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Daughter, dear Daughter, old Lucretius cries, 
That Lite was mine, which thou haft here depriv’d : 
If in. the Child the Father’s Image lies, 
Where fhall I live, now Lucrece is unliv’d ? 
Thou waft not to this end from me deriv’d. 

If Children predeceafe Progenitors, 

We are their Off-fpring and they none of ours. 


Poor broken Glafs, I often did behold 

In thy {weet Semblance, my old Age new born, 

But now that fair frefh Mirror, dim aad cold, 

Shews mea barebon’d Death by Time out-worn. 

O! from my Cheeks my Image thou haft torn ! 
And fhiver’d all the Beauty from my Glafs, 
That I. no more can fee what once I was. 


O / Time, ceafe thou thy Courfe and hafte no longer, 
If thou furceafe to be, that fhould furvive : 
Shall rotten Death make Conqueft of the Stronger, 
And leave the faltring feeble Souls alive ? 
The old Bees die, the young poflefs their Hive; 
Then live {weet Lucrece, live again and fee 
Thy Father die, and not thy Father thee. 


By this ftarts Colatixe as from a Dream, 
And bids Lucretius give his Sorrow place; 
And then in Key-cold Lucrece bleeding Stream 
He falls, and bathes the pale fearin his Face, 
And counterfeits to die with her a Space ; 
Till manly Shame bids him poffefs his Breath, 
And live to be revenged on her Death. 


The deep Vexation of his inward Soul 
Hath ferv’d a dumb Arreft upon his Tongue, 
Who made that Sorrow fhould his ufe controul, 
| Or 
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Or keep him from heart-eafing Words fo long, 

Begins to talk, but thro’ his Lips do throng 
Weak Words, fo thick come in his poor Heart’s Aid, 
That no Man could diftinguifh what he faid, 


Yet fometime Tarquin was pronounced plain, 

But thro’ his Teeth, as if his Name he tore. 

This windy Tempeft, till ic blow up Rain, 

Held back his Sorrow’s Tide to make it more. 

At laft it rains, and bufy Windsgive o’er : 
Then Son and Father weep with equal Strife, 
Who fhould weep moft for Daughter, or for Wife. 


The one doth call her his, the other his, 

Vet neither may poffefs the Claim they lay. 

The Father fays, fhe’s mine; O mine fhe 1s, 

Replies her Husband ; do not take away 

My Sorrow’s Intereft, let no Mourner fay, 
He weeps for her, for fhe was only mine, 
And only muft be wail’d by Colatine. 


O! quoth Lucretius, I did give that Life, 

Which fhe too early and too late hath fpil’d. 

Wo! wo! guoth Colatine, fhe was my Wife, 

1 own’d her, and ’tis mine, that fhe hath killd. 

My Daughter and my Wife with Clamours fill'd 
The difperft Air, who holding Zucrece Life, 
An{wer'd their Cries, my Daughter and my Wife. 


Brutus, who pluck’d the Knife from Lucrece Side, 
Seeing fach Emulation in their Woe, 
Began to cloath his Wit in State and Pride, 
Burying in Lucrece Wound his Follies fhow: 
He withthe Romans was elteemed fo, 
As filly jeering Jdeots are with Kings, 
For fportive Words, and uttering foolifh ye -” 
ut 
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But now he throws that fhallow Habit by, 

Wherein the Policy did him difguife, 

And arm’d his long-hid VVits advifedly, 

To check the Tears in Colatinus Eyes. 

Thou wronged Lord of Rome, quoth he, arife ; 
Let my unfounded Self, fuppos’d a Fool, 
Now fet thy long experienc’d VVit to School. 


VVhy Colatine,is VVo the Cure for VVo? (Deeds? 
Do VVounds help VVounds, or Grief help grievous 
Is it Revenge to give thy felf a Blow 
For his foul AG, by whom thy fair VVife bleeds ? 
Such childifh Humour from weak Minds proceeds, 
Thy wretched VVife miftook the matter fo, 
To flay her felf, that fhould have flain her Foe. 


Couragious Roman, do not fteep thy Heart 

In fuch lamenting Dew of Lamentations ; 

But kneel with me, and help to bear thy Part, 

To roufe our Roman Gods with Invocations, 

That they will fuffer thefe Abominations ; _ - 
(Since Rome her felf in them doth ftand difgrac’d) 
By our ftrongArms from forth her fair Streets chas’d., 


Now by the Capitol, that we adore ! 
And by this chaft Blood fo unjuftly ftain’d ! 
By Heaven’s fair Sun,that breeds the fat Earth’s Store! 
By all our Country Rites in Rome maintain’d ! 
And by chaft Lucrece Soul, that late complain’d 
Her VVrongs tous, and by this bloody Knife ’ 
VVe will revenge the Death of this true V Vife. 


This faid, he ftrook his Hand upon his Breaft, 
And kifs’d the fatal Knife to end his Vow: 
And to his Proteftation urg’d the reff, 
VVho 
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VVho wondring at him did his VVords allow; 
Then jointly to the ground their Knees they bow; 
And that deep Vow which Brutus made before, 

He doth again repeat, and that they. fwore. 


— - — 


When they had {worn to this advifed Doom, 
They did conclude to bear dead Lucrece thence, 
To thew the bleeding Body throughout Rome, 
And fo to publifh Targuin’s foul Offence. 
VVhich being done, with {peedy Diligence, 
The Romans plaufibly did give confent, 
To Tarquin’s everlafting Banifhment. 
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The Glory of Beauty. 


H wherefore with InfeGion fhou’d 
VE he live ? 
4 And sey his Prefence grace Im- 
P< lety 
73] That Sin by him advantage fhou’d 
2S} achieve, 

== =§ And lace it felf with his Society ? 
Why fhould falfe Painting imitate his Cheek, 
And fteal dead feeing of his living hew ? 

VVhy fhould poor Beauty indireétly feek 
Rofes of Shadow, fince his Rofe is true? 

Why fhou’d he live, now Nature Bankrupt is, 
Beggar’d of Blood to blufh through lively Veins ? 
For fhe hath no Exchequer now but his, 

And proud of many, lives upon his Gains. 
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O'him fhe ftores, to fhow what Wealth fhe had, 
In Days long fince, before thefe laft fo bad. 


Thus is his Cheek the Map of Days out-worn, 
When Beauty liv’d and dy’d as Flowers do now; 
Before thefe baftard Signs of Fair were born, 
Or durft inhabit on a living Brow. 
Before the Golden Trefles of the Dead, 
The Right of Sepulchers were fhorn away, 
To liveafecond Life on fecond Head, 
F’er Beauties dead Fleece made another gay; 
In him thofe holy antique Hours are feen, 
Without all Ornament, it felf and true, 
Making no Summer of an others Green, 
Robbing no old to drefs his Beauty new, 
And him as for a Map doth Nature ftore, 
To fhow falfe Art what Beauty was of yore. 


Thofe Parts of thee, that the Worlds Eye doth view; 

Want nothing, that the thought of*Hearts can mend: 

All Tongues (the Voice of Souls) give thee that End, 

Ottering bare Truth, even fo as Foes commend. 

Their outward thus with outward Praife is crown’d, 

But thofe fame Tongues, that give thee fo thine own, 

In other Accents do this Praife confound 

By feeing farther, than the Eye hath fhown. 

They look into the Beauty of thy Mind, 

And that in ghefs they meafure by thy Deeds, 

“Then churls their Thoughts (although their wer 

in 

To thy fair Flower add the rank Smell of Weeds. 
But why thy Odor matcheth not thy fhow, — 
The Toil is this, that thou doft common grow. 


Th Ur Lous 
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Injurions Time. 


YT lke as the Waves make towards the pibled Shote, 
So do our Minutes haften to their End. 
Bach changing Place with that, which goes before 

In fequent Toil al] Forwards do contend. 

Nativity oncein the Main of Light, 

Crawles to Maturity, wherewith being crown’d 

Crooked Eclipfes ’gainft his Glory fight, 

And Time, that gave, doth now his Gift confound. 

Time doth transfix the Flourifh fet on Youth, 

And delves the Parallels in Beauties Brow, 

Feeds on the Rarities of Nature’s Truth, 

And nothing ftands but for his Sithe to mow. 
And yet to Times in hope, my Verfe fhal) ftand 
Praifing thy Worth, defpight his cruel Hard. 


Againft my Love fhall be as I am now 
With times injurious Hand crufh’d and o’er-worn, 
When Hours have drain’d his Blood and fill’d hi$ Brow 
With Lines and Wrinkles, when his youthful Morn 
Hath travail’d on to Ages fteepy Night, 
And all thofe Beauties, whereof now he’s King 
Are vanifhing, or vanifh’d out of Sight, 
Stem te the Treafure of his Spring. 
For fuch a Time do I now Fortify 
Againft confounding Ages cruel Knife, 
That he fliall never Cut from Memory | 
My {weet Love’s Beauty, tho’ my Lover’s Life. 
His Beauty fhall in thefe black Lines be feeh, 
And they fhall live, and he in them ftill Green. 


When I have feen by Times fell Hand defac’d 
The rich proud Coft of out-worn buried Age ; 
‘3 | W hen 
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When fometimes lofty Towers I fee down razed, 

And Brafs eternal Slave to mortal Rage ; 

When Ihave feenthe hungry Ocean gain 

Advantage on the Kingdom of the Shoar, 

And the firm Soil win of the watry Main, 

Increafing Store with Lofs, and Lofs with Store ; 

When I have feen fuch Interchange of State, 

Or State it felf confounded, to decay, 

Ruine hath taught me thus to ruminate 

That Time will come and take my Love away. 
This Thought is as a Death, which cannot choofe 
But weep to have, that which it fears to loofe. 


Since Brafs, nor Stone, nor Earth, nor boundlefs Sea, 
But fad Mortality o’er-fways their Power, 
How with this Rage fhall Beauty hold a Plea, 
Whofe AGion is no ftronger, than a Flower? 
O! how fhall Summer’s hungry Breath hold out, 
Againft the wrackful Siege of battering Days, 
When Rocks impregnable are not fo fitout, 
Nor Gates of Steel fo ftrong but Time decays? 
O! fearful Meditation, where a lack 
Shall times beft Jewell from times Cheft lie hid ? 
Or what ftrong Hand can hold this fwift Foot back, 
Or who his Spoil on Beauty can forbid? 

O! none, unlefs this Miracle have might, 

That ia black Ink my Love may ftill fhine bright. 


Tyr’d with all thefe for reftful Death I cry, 

Asto behold Defart a Beggar born, 

And needy Nothing trim’d in Jolity, 

And pureft Faith unhappily forfworn, 

And guilded Honour fhamefully mifplac’d, 

And Maiden Vertue rudely Strumpeted, _ 

Aod right Perfe@ion wrongfully difgrac’d, 

Aud St.ength by limping Sway difabled, fe 
nh 


PoEMS on feveral Occafions. 115 
And Art made Tongue-ty’d by Authority, 
And Folly (Dodtor-like) controuling Skill, 
And fimple Troth mifcall’d Simplicity, 
And Captive-good attending Captain lil. 
Tyr’d with all thefe, from thefe would I be gone, 
Save that to die, 1 leave my Love alone. 


Cnn: LL LL LE LL NI testes 


True Admiration. 


Hat is your Subftance, whereof are you made, 
That millions of ftrange Shadows.on you tend ? 
Since every one, hath every one, one Shade, 
And you but one, can every fhadow lend ? 
Defcribe Adonis, and the Counterfeit, 
Is poorly imitated after you, 
On Hellens Cheek all Art of Beauty fet, 
And you in Grecian Tires are painted new. 
Speak of the Spring and Foyzen of the Year, 
The one doth fhadow of your Beauty fhow, 
The other as your Bounty doth appear, 
And you inevery bleffed Shape we know. 
In ail external Grace you have fome Part, 
But you like none, none you for conftant Heart. 


OQ! how much more doth Beauty beauteous feerm, 
By that fweet Ornament which Truth doth give, 
The Rofe looks fair, but fairer we it deem 
For that fweet Odour, which doth in it live. 
The Canker-blooms have full as deep a Die, 
As the perfumed Tin@ure of the Rofes, 
Hang on fuch Thorns, and play as wantonly, 
When Summers breath their masked Buds difcloles : 
But for their Vertue’s only in their fhow, 
> ee They 
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They live unmov’d, and unrefpected fade ; 

Die to themfelves, Sweet Rofes do not fo, 

Of their fweet Deaths, are fweeteft Odours made. 
And fo of you, beauteous and lovely Youth, 
When that fhall fade, by Verfe diftils your Truth. 
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The Force of Love. 


Eing your Slave what fhould I do but tend 

f) Upon the Hours and Times of your Defire? 
I have no precious Time at all to {pend, 
Nor Services to do till you require. 
Wor dareI chide the World-without-end-Hour, 
Whilft I (my Soveraign) watch the Clock for you; 
Nor think the Bitternefs of Abfence four, 
When you have bid your Servant once adieu. 
Nor dare I queftin with my jealous Thought, 
Where you may be, or your Affairs fuppofe, 
But like a fad Slave ftay and think of Nought, 
Save where you are, how happy you make thofe. 

So true a Fool is Love, that in your Will, 

(Tho’ you do any thing) he thinks no ill. 


That God forbid, that made me firft your Slave, 

I fhould in Thought controul your times of Pleafure, 

Or at your Hand th’ Account of Hours to crave, 

Being your Vaffal bound to ftay your Leifure. 

Oh! let me fuffer, (being at your Beck) 

Th’ imprison’d Abfence of your Liherty, 

And Patience tame, to Sufferance bide each Check; 

Without accufing you of Injury ! 

Be where you lift, your Charter is fo ftrong, 

That you your felf may privilege your Time + 
| m 
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To what you will to you it doth belong 5 
Your felf to pardon of felf-doing Crime. 
I am to wait, tho’ waiting fo be Hell, 
Not blame your Pleafure be it ill or well. 


ee 


The Beauty of Nature. 


[' there be nothing new, bat that, which is 
Hath been before, how are our Brains beguil’d ? 
_Which labouring for Invention bear amifs 
The fecond Burthen of a former Child ? 
O!that Record could witha backward Look, 
Even of five hundred Courfes of the Sun, 
Show me your Image in fome antique Book, 
Since mine at firft in Charaéter was done. 
ThatI might fee what the old World could fay, 
To this compofed Wonder of your Frame, 
Whether we are mended, or where better they, 
Or whether Revolution be the fame. 

Oh ! fare 1 am the Wits of former Days, 

To Subjects worfe have given admiring Praife. 








Love's Cruelty. 


R OM faireft Creatures we defire Increafe, 
That thereby Beauties Rofe may never die ; 
But as the riper fhould by time deceafe, | 
His tender Heir might bear his Memory, 
H 3 | But 
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But thou contracted to thine own bright Byes, 
Feed’ft thy Light’s Flame wich felf fubftantial Fuel, 
Making a Famine where Abundance lies, 
Thy felf thy Foe, to thy fweet felf too cruel : 
Thou that art now the World’s freth Ornament, 
And only Herald to the gaudy Spring, 
Within thine own Bud burieft thy Content, 
And tender Churle mak’ft wafte in niggarding. 

Pity the VVorld, or elfe this Glatron be 

To eat the VVorld’s due, by the Grave and thee, 
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VVhen forty VVinters fhall befiege thy Brow, 
And dig deep Trenches in thy Beauties Field, 
Thy Youth’s proud Livery fo gaz’d on now, 
VVill be a tatcer’d VVeed of fmall Worth held: 
Then being ask’d where all thy Beauty lies, 
Where all the Treafure of thy lufty Days? 
To fay within thine own deep funken Eyes, 
Were an all-eating Shame, and thriftlefs Praife. 
How much more Praife deferv’d thy Beauty’s Ufe, 
If thou couldft anfwer this fair Child of mine 
Shall fum my Count, and make my old Excufe, 
Proving his Beauty by Succeflion thine. 
This were to be new made when thou art old, 
And fee thy Blood warm when thon feel’ft it cold. 
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Look in thy Glafs and tell the Face thou vieweft, 
Now is the time that Face fhould form another, 
Whofe frefh repair if now thou not reneweft, 
Thou do’ft beguile the World, unblefs fome Mother. 
For where is fhe fo fair whofe un-eard Womb 
Difdains the tillage of thy Husbandry ? 

Or who is he fo fond will be the Tomb 

Of his felf Love to ftop Pofterity ? 

Thou art thy Mother’s Glafs and fhe in thee 
Calls back the lovely 4pril of her Prime. 
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Pogms ow feveral Occafions. Tig 
So thou thro’ Windows of thine Age fhalt fee, 
Defpight of Wrinkles this thy golden Time. 
But if thou live, remember notto be, 
Die fingle and thine Image dies with thee. 
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Youthful Glory. 


That you were your felf, but, Love, you are 
No longer yours, than you your felf here live, 
Avainft this coming End you fhould prepare, 
And your. fweet Semblance to iome other give. 
So fhou’d that Beauty, which you hold in Leafe 
Find no Determination ; then you were 
Yoar felf again after your felf’s Deceafe, 
When your {weet Iflue your fweet Form fhou’d bear. 
Who lets fo fair a Houfe fall to decay, 
Which Husbandry in Honour might uphold, 
Againft the ftormy Gufts of Wiaoters Day, 
And barren Rage of Death’s eternal Cold? 
O! none but Unthrifts, dear my Love, you know, 
You had a Father, let your Son fay fo. 


Not from the Stars doImy Judgment plack, 

And yet me thinks I have Aftronomy, 

But not to tell of good, or evil Luck, 

Of Plagues, of Dearths, or Seafons quality, 

Nor can I Fortune to brief Minutes tell 5 

Pointing to each his Thunder, Rain and Wind, 

Or fay with Princes if it fhall go well 

By oft predi@, that I in Heaven find. 

But from thine Eyes my Knowledge | derive 3 

And conftant Stars in them I read fuch Art, 

As Truth and Beauty fhall together thrive, 
H 4 {i 
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If from thy felf, to ftore thou wouldft convert ; 
Or elfe of thee this I prognofticate, 


Thy End is Truth’s and Beauty’s Doom and date: 


When I confider every thing, that grows 

Holds in Perfe&ion but a little Moment ; 

That this huge Stage prefenteth nought but Shows, 

Whereon the Stars in fecret influence comment. 

When I perceive, that Men as Plants increafe, 

Cheared and check’d even by the felf-fame Sky, 

Vaunt in their youthful Sap, at height decreafe, 

And wear their brave State out of Memory. — 

Then the Conceit of this inconftant Stay, 

Sets you moft rich in Youth before my Sight, 

Where wafteful Time debateth with decay 

To change your Day of Youth to fullied Night, 
And all in War with Time for love of you 
As -he takes from you, I ingraft you new. 





Good Admonition. 


BB wherefore do not you a mightier Way 
Make War upou this bloody Tyrant Time? 


‘And fortifie your felf in your Decay 


With Means more bleffed, than my barren Rime? 
Now ftand you on the Top of happy Hours, 
And many maiden Gardens yet unfet, 

With vertuous Wifh would bear you living Flowers, 
Much liker, than your painted Counterteit. 
So fhou’d the Lines of Life, that Life repair, 
Which this (Time’s Penfill or my Pupil Pen) 
Neither in inward Worth nor outward fair : 
Can make you live your felf in Eyes of Men, - 
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To give away your felf, keeps your felf ftill, 
And you muft live drawn by your own {weet Skill. 


Who will believe my Verfe in time to come 
If it were fill’d with your moft high Deferts ? 
Though yet Heaven knows it is but as a Tomb, 
Which hides your Life, and fhows not half your Parts : 
If I cou’d write the Beauty of your Eyes, 
And in frefh Numbers number all your Graces, 
The Age to come wou’d fay this Poet lies, 
Such heavenly Touches ne’re touch’d earthly Faces. 
So fhould my Papers (yellow’d with their Age) 
Be fcorn’d, like old Men of lefs Truth, than Tongue, 
And your true Rights be term’d a Poets Rage, : 
And ftretched Metre of an Antick Song. 

But were fome Child of yours alive that time 

You fhould live twice init, and in my Rhime. 





Quick Prevention. 


r* in the Orient when the gracious Light, 
Lifts up his burning Head each under Eye 
Doth Homage to his new appearing Sight, 
Serving with Looks his facred Majefty, 

And having clim’d the fteep-up heavenly Hill, 
Refembling ftrong Youth in his middle Age, 
Yet mortal Looks adore his Beauty ftill, 
Attending on his golden Pilgrimage. 

But when from high-moft Pitch, with weary Care, 
Like feeble Age he reeleth from the Day, 

The Eyes (fore dutious) now converted are 
From his low Tra& and look another way : 


So 
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So thou, thy felf out-going inthy Noon; 
Ualook’d on dieft unilefSs thou geta Son. 





Magazine of Beauty. 


¥Nehrifty Lovelinefs why doft thou fpend, 
Upon thy felf thy Beauties Legacy ? 

Natures bequeft gives nothing but doth lend, 
And being frank fhe lends to thofe are free. 
Then beauteous Nigard why doft thon abufe, 
The bounteous Largefs given thee togive ? 
Profitlefs Ufurer, why doft thou ufe 
So great a Sum of Sums yet can’ft not live? 
For having Traffick with thy felf alone, 
Thou of thy felf thy {weet felf doft deceive, 
Then how when Nature calls thee to be gone, 
What acceptable Audit can’ft thou leave ? 

Thy unus’d Beauty moft be tomb’d with thee, 

Which ufed lives th’ Executor to be.’ 


Thofe Hours, that with gentle Work did frame 
The lovely Gaze where every Eye doth dwell 
Will play the Tyrants to the very fame, 

And that unfair which fairly doth excell. 

For never refting Time leads Summer on, 

To hideous Winter and confounds him there, 
Sap checkt with Froft and infty Leaves quite gone: 
Beauty o’er-fnow’d and Barennefs every where, 
Then were not Summers diftillation left 
Aliguid Prifoner pentin Walls of Glafs, 
Beauties Effect with Beauty were bereft, 

Nor it nor no Remembrance what it was. 


But 


Poems on feveral Occafions. 122 


But Flowers diftil’d though they with Winter meer, 
Lofe but their Show, their Subftance ftill lives fweet. 


Then let not Winters ragged Hand deface, 
In thee thy Summer e’er thou be diftill’’d: 
Make fweet fome Vial, Treafure thou fome Place, 
With Beauties Treafure e’er it be felf-kill’d : 
That ufe is not forbidden Ufury, 
Which happies thofe, that pay the willing Lone. 
That’s for thy felf to breed another thee, 
Or ten times happier be it ten for one, 
Ten times thy felf were happier then thou art, 
If ten of thine ten times refigur’d thee, 
Then what could Death do if thou fhould’ft depart, 
Leaving thee living in Pofterity ? 
Be not Self-will’d for thou art much too Fair, 
To be Death's Conqueft and make Worms thineHeir. 


An Invitation to Marriage. 


Ufick to hear, why hear’ft thou Mufick fadly ? 
Sweets with Sweets war not, Joydelights ia Joy: 
Why lov’ft thoa that, which thou receiv’ft not gladly? 
Or elfe receiv’t with Pleafure thine annoy / 
If the true Concord of wel] tuned Sounds, 
By Unions married do offend thy Ear, 
They do but fweetly chide thee, who confounds 
In Singlenefs the Parts, that thou fhould’ft bear : 
M ark how one ftring fweet Husband to another, 
Strikes each in each by mutual ordering ; 
Refembling Sire and Child, and happy Mother, 
Who allin one, one pleafing Note do Sing: 


Whofe 
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Whofe fpeechlefs Song being mapy, feeming one; 
Sings this to thee, thou fingle wilt prove none. 


Is it for fear to wet a Widow’s Eye 
That thou confum’ft thy felf in fingle Life ? 
Ah! if thou Iffuelefs fhalt hap to die, 
The World will wail thee like a makelefS Wife, 
The World will be thy Widow, and ftill weep, 
That thou no Form of thee haft left behind, 
When every private Widow well may keep, 
By Childrens Eves, her Husband’s Shape in Mind: 
Look what an Uathrift in the World doth fpend 
Shifts but his Place, for ftill the World enjoys it. 
But Beauties wafte hath in the World an End, 
And kept unus’d the Ufer fo deftroys it. 
No Love towards others in that Bofom fits, 
That on himfelf {uch murd’rous Shame commits, 


For fhame deny, that thou bear’ft Love to any, 
Who forthy felfart fo unprovident ; 
Grant if thou wilt, thou art below’d of many, 
But that thou none lov’ft is moft evident : 
For thou art fo pofleft with murd’rous Hate, 
That gainft thy felf thou ftick’ft not to confpire, 
Seeking that beauteous Roof to ruinate 
Which to repair fhould be thy chief Defire. 
O! change thy Thought, that I may change my Mind. 
Shall Hate be fairer lodg’d, than gentle Love? 
Be as thy Prefence is, gracious and kind, 
Or to thy felf at leaft kind hearted prove. 

Make thee another felf for love of me, 

That Beauty ftill may live in thine or thee. 


As faft as thou fhalt wane, fo faft thou grow’tt, ; 

In one of thine, from that, which thou departeft, — 

And that frefh Blood which youngly thou se” ft, 
4108 
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Thou maift call thine, when thou from Youth con- 

Herein lives Wifdom, Beauty and Jncreafe, (verteft, 

VVithout this Folly, Age, and cold Decay, i 

If all were minded fo, the Times fhould ceafe, 

And threefcore Years would make the World away : 

Let thofe, whom Nature hath not made for Store, 

Harfh, featurlefs, and rude barrenly perifh, 

Look whom fhe beft indow’d, fhe gave the more ; 

Which bounteousGift thou fhouldft in Bounty cherifh, 
She carv’d thee for her Seal, and mentthereby _ 
Thou fhouldft print more, not let that Copy die. 


When I do count the Clock, that tells the Time, 
‘And fee the brave Day funk in hidious Night; 
When I behold the Violet paft Prime, 
‘And fable Curls or filver’d o’er with white : 
When lofty Trees I fee barren of Leaves, 
Which erft from Heat did canopy the Herd, 
‘And Summers Green all girded up in Sheaves, 
Born on the Bear with white and briftly Beard: 
Then of thy Beauty do I queftion make 
That thou among the Waftes of Time muft go, 
Since Sweets and Beauties do themfelves forfake, 
And die as faft as they fee others grow, 
And nothing ’gainft Times Sithe can make Defence 
Save Breed to brave him, when he takes thee hence. 





Falfe Belief. 


Ww my Love {wears, that fhe is made of Truth, 
I do believe her (tho’ I know fhe lies) 
That fhe might think me fome untutor’d Youth, 
Unskilful in the Worlds falfe Forgeries. 

Thus 
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Thus vataly thinking, that the thinks me young, 

Although I know my Years be paft the beft : 

J {miling, credit her falfe fpeaking Tongue, 

Outfacing Faultsin Love, with loves ill Reft. 

But wherefore fays my Love that the is Young? 

And wherefore fay not I, that Iam old ? 

O ! Loves beft Habit is a fmoothing Tongue, 

And Age (ia Love) loves not to have Years told. 
Therefore Pll lye with Love, and Love with me, 
Since that our Faults in Love thus {mother’d be. 





AA Temptation. 


Te Loves I have, of Comfort, and Defpair, 

That like two Spirits do fuggeft me ftil] : 

My better Angel is a Man (right fair) 

My worfer Spirit a Woman (colour’d ill.) 

To win me foon to Hell, my Female Evil 

Tempteth my better Angel from my Side, 

Aad would corrupt my Saint to be a Devil, 

Wooing his Purity with her fair Pride. 

And whether, that my Angel be turn’d Fiend, 

Sufpect I may (yet not direaly tell :) 

For being both to me: both to each Friend, 

I ghefs one Angel in another’s Hell. ; 
The Truth | fhall not know, but live in Doubt, 
Till my bad Angel fire my good one out. 


Fof 
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Faft and Loofe. 


ID not the heavenly Rhetorick of thine Eye, 
°Gainft whom the World could not hold Argu- 
Perfwade my Heart to this falfe Perjury, (ment, 
Vows for thee broke deferve not Punifhment. 
A Woman I forfwore: But I will prove, 
Thou being a Goddefs, | forfwore not thee : 
My Vow was earthly, thou a heavenly Love, 
Thy Grace being gain’d, cures all Difgrace in me. 
My Vow was Breath, and Breath a Vapour is, 
Then thou fair Sun, that on this Harth doth fhine, 
Exhale this Vapour Vow, in thee it is: 
If broken,then it is no Fault of mine. 
If by me broke, what Fool is not fo wile 
To break an Oath to win a Paradife ? 


ee 





True Content. 


O is it not with me, as with that Mafe, 

Stirr’d by a painted Beauty to his Verfe, 
Who. Heaven it felf for Ornament doth ufe, 
And every Fair with his Fair doth rehearfe, 
Making a Complement of proud Compare 
With Sun and Moon, with Earth and Seas rich Gems: 
With April’s firft-born Flowers and al} things rare, 
That Heaven’s Air, in this huge Rondure hems, 
O ! let me true in Love but truly Write, 
And then believe me, my Love is as fair 
Asany Mothet’s Child, tho’ not fo bright 


As thofe Gold Candels fix’d in Heaven’s Alr. 
Let 
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Let them fay more, that like of Hear-fay well, 
I will not praife, that Purpofe not to fell. 





A bafhful Lover. 


S an unperfecét Actor on the Stage, 
Who with his Fear is put befides his Part ; 
Or fome fierce Thing repleat with too much Rage, 
Whofe Strength abundance, weakens his own Heart; 
So I for fear of Truft, forget to fay, 
The perfe& Ceremony of Love’s Right, 
And in mine own Love’s Strength feem to decay, 
O’er-charg’d with Burthen of mine own Love’sMight, 
O! let my Books be then the Eloquence, 
And dumb Prefagers of my {peaking Breaft, 
Who plead for Love, and look for Recompence, 
More,than that Tongue,that more hath more expreft. 
O! learn to read what filent Love hath writ, 
To hear with Eyes belongs to Love’s fine Wit. 





Strong Conceit. 


Y Glafs fhall not perfwade me I am Old, 

4 So long as Youth and thou art of one Date s 

But when in thee Times Sorrows I behold, 

Then look I Death my Days fhould expiate. 

For a}l thac Beauty, that doth cover thee, 

Is but the feemly Rayment of my Heart, 

Which in thy Breaft doth live, as thine in me, 

How can I then be elder, than thou art? i 
QO! 
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© !therefore, Love be of thy felf fo wary, 

As I not formy felf, but for thee, will, 

Bearing thy Heart, which } will keep fo chary; 

As tender Nurfe her Babe from faring ill. 
Prefume not on thy Heart when mine is flain, 
Thou gave’ft me thine net to give back again. 








ee 
———, 


A fweet Provocation. 


\Weet Cytherea, fitting by a Brook; 

With young Adonis, lovely, frefh and green, 
Did Court the Lad with manya lovely Look; 
Such Looks as none could look but Beauties Queen: 
She told him Stories, to delight his Ears ; 

She fhow’dihim Favours, to allure his Bye ; | 
To win his Heart; fhe toucht him here and there ? 
Touches fo foft, ftill conquer Chaftity. 
Bot whether unripe Years did want Conceit, 
Or he refus’d to take her figur’d Proffer, 
The tender Nibler wou’d not touch the Bait, 
But fmile, and jeft, at every gentle offer. 
Then fell fhe on her Back, fair Queen, and toward, 
He rofe and ran away, ah / Fool too froward. 


Seer ee EE + ee EE ~ re EE SE ee 
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A conflant Vow. 


F Love make me forfworn, how fhall I fwear to love ? 

O ! never Faith cou’d hold, if notto Beauty vow’d: 
Tho’ to my felf forfworn, to thee 1’i] conftaat prove, 

Thofethoughts to me likeOaks,totheelikeOfters bow’d. 

I Study 
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130 Poems on feveral Occafions. 


Study his byas Leaves, and makes his Book thine Eyes, 
Where all thofe Pleafures live, that Art can compre- 
hend. 
if Knowledge be the Mark, to knowThee hhall faffice: 
Well learned is that Tongue, that well can thee com- 
mend ! 
All ignorant that Soul, that fees thee without Won- 
der, 
Which is to me fome Praife, that I thy Parts admire. 
Thine Bye Fove’s Lightning feems, thy Voice his 
dreadful Thunder | 
Which (not to Anger bent) is Mufick and {weet Fire. 
Celeftial as;thou art, O! do not love that Wrong } 
To fing Heaven’s Praife, with fuchanearthly Tongue. 








The Exchange. 


A Woman’s Face, with Nature’s ownHand painted, 
Haft thou the Mafter, Miftrefs of my Paffion ; 
A Woman’s gentle Heart but not acquainted . 
With fhifting Change, as is falfe Womens Fahhion. 
An Eye more bright, than theirs, lefs falfe in rowling : 
Gilding the Obje&t whereupon it gazeth. 
A Man in hew all Hews in his controuling, 
Which fteals Mens Eyes,and Womens Souls amazeth: 
And for a Woman wer’t thou firft created, 
Till Nature as fhe wrought thee, fell a doting, 
And by Addition me of thee defeated ; 
By adding one thing to my Purpofe nothing. 
But fince fhe prick’d thee out for Womens Pleafure, 
Mine be thy Loveand thy Loves Ufe their Treafure. 


A dif- 


PoEems on feveral Occafions. 13 


A ‘Difcon/folation. 


Eary with Toil, I hafte me to my Bed, 
The dear Repofe for Limbs with Travail tired, 
But then begins a Journey in my Head 
To work my Mind, when Bodies work’s expired. 
For then my Thoughts (far from where | abide) 
Intend a zealous Pilgrimage to. thee, 
And keep my drooping Eye-lids open wide, 
Looking on Darknefs, which the Blind do fee. 
Save that my Soul’s imaginary Sight 
Prefents their Shadow to my fightlefs View; 
Which like a Jewel (hung in ghaftly Night) 
Makes black Night beauteous and her old Face new. 
Lo! thus by Day my Limbs, by Night my Mind, 
For thee, and for my felf no Quiet find. 


How can I then return in happy Plight, 

That am debar’d the Benefit of Reft ? 

When Days Oppreffion is not eas’d by Night, 

But Day by Night, and Night by Day oppreft ? 

And each (tho’ Enemies to others reign) 

Do in Confent fhake Hands to torture me: 

The one by Toil, the other to complain, 

How far I toil, ftill farther off from thee. 

I tell the Day to pleafe him thou art bright, 

And do’ft him grace when Clouds do blot the Heaven: 

So flatter I the fwart-complexion’d Night, 

When fparkling Stars tweer out, thou guil’ft th’ Even. 
But Day deth daily draw my Sorrows longer, 
And Night doth nightly make Grief’s length, feem 

(itronger. 

When in Difgrace with Fortune and Mens Eyes, 

I all alone beweep my out-caft State, 
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Study his byas Leaves, and makes his Book thine Byes, 
Where all thofe Pleafures live, that Art can compre- 
hend. 
If Knowledge be the Mark, to knowThee fhall fuffice- 
Well learned is that Tongue, that well can thee com- 
mend ! 
All ignorant that Soul, that fees thee without Won- 
der, 
Which is to me fome Praife, that I thy Parts admire. 
Thine Hye Fove’s Lightning feems, thy Voice his 
dreadful Thunder | 
Which (not to Anger bent) is Mufick and {weet Fire. 
Celeftial as;thou art, O! do not love that Wrong } 
To fing Heaven’s Praife, with fuchanearthly Tongue. 








The Exchange. 


A Woman’sFace, with Nature’s ownHand painted, 
Haft thou the Mafter, Miftrefs of my Paffion ; 
A Woman’s gentle Heart but not acquainted . 
With fhifting Change, as is falfe Womens Fafhion. 
An Eye more bright, than theirs, lefs falfe in rowling : 
Gilding the Object whereupon it gazeth. 
A Man in hew al] Hews in his controuling, 
Which fteals Mens Eyes,and Womens Souls amazeth: 
And for a Woman wer’t thou firft created, 
Till Nature as fhe wrought thee, fell a doting, 
And by Addition me of thee defeated; 
By adding one thing to my Purpofe nothing. 
But fince fhe prick’d thee out for Womens Pleafure, 
Mine be thy Loveand thy Loves Ufe their Treafure. 


A dif 
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A Difconfolation. 


Bary with Toil, I hafte me to my Bed, 
The dear Repofe for Limbs with Travail tired, 
But then begins a Journey in my Head 
To work my Mind, when Bodies work’s expired. 
For then my Thoughts (far from where | abide) 
Intend a zealous Pilgrimage to thee, 
And keep my drooping Eye-lids open wide, 
Looking on Darknefs, which the Blind do fee. 
Save that my Soul’s imaginary Sight 
Prefents their Shadow to my fightlefs View; 
Which like a Jewel (hung in ghaftly Night) 
Makes black Night beauteous and her old Face new. 
Lo! thus by Day my Limbs, by Night my Mind, 
For thee, and for my felf no Quiet find. 


How can I then return in happy Plight, 

That am debar’d the Benefit of Reft ? 

When Days Oppreffion is not eas’d by Night, 

But Day by Night, and Night by Day oppreft ? 

And each (tho’ Enemies to others reign) 

Do in Confent fhake Hands to torture me: 

The one by Toil, the other to complain, 

How far I toil, ftill farther off from thee. 

I tell the Day to pleafe him thou art bright, 

And do’ft him grace when Clouds do blot the Heaven: 

So flatter I the fwart-complexion’d Night, 

When fparkling Stars tweer out, thou guil’ft th’ Even. 
But Day dcth daily draw my Sorrows Jonger, 
And Night doth nightly make Grief’s length, feem 

({tronger. 

When in Difgrace with Fortune and Mens Byes, 

1 all alone beweep my out-caft State, 
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And trouble deaf Heaven with my bootlefs Cries 

And look upon my felf and Curfe my Fate. 

Wifhing me like to one more Rich in hope, 

Featar’d like him, like him with Friends poffeft ; 

Defiring this Man’s Art, and. that Man’s Scope, 

With what I moft enjoy contented leaft. 

Yet in thefe Thoughts my felf almoft defpifing, 

Haply I think on thee, and then my State, 

(Like to the Lark at break of Day arifing) 

From fullen Earths Sings Hymns at Heaven’s Gate, 
For thy fweet Love remembred fuch Wealth brings, 
That then I fcorn to change my State with Kings, 


? 


<2 








Cruel ‘Deceit. 


Carce had the Sun dry’d up the dewy Morn, 
And fcarce the Herd gone to the Hedge for Shade: 

When Cytherea (all in Love forlorn) 
A longing Tariance for Adonis made 
Under an Ofier growing by a Brook : 
A Brook, where Aden us’d to cool his Spleen. 
Hot was the Day, fhe hotter; that did look 
For his Approach, that often there had been. 
Anon he comes, and throws his Mantle by, 
And ftood ftark Naked on the Brooks green Brim : 
The Sun look’t on the World with glorious Bye, 
Yet not fo wiftly, as this Queen on him: 

He fpying her, boune’d in (whereas he ftood) 

Oh ! Fove (quoth fhe) why was not I a Flood ? 


The 
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The Unconftant Lover. 


Air is my Love, but not fo Fair as Fickle ; 
Mild asa Dove, but neither true nor trulty; 
Brighter, than Glafs, and yet as Glafs is brittle; 
Softer, than Wax, and yet as Iron rufty ; 
A Lilly Pale, with Damask Die to Grace her, 
None Fairer, nor none Falfer to Deface her. 


Her Lips to mine how often hath fhe join’d, 
B-tween each Kifs her Oaths of true Love {wearing ? 
How many Tales to pleafe me hath fhe Coined, 
Dreading my Love, the Lofs thereof {till fearing. 

Yet in the midft of all her pure Proteftings, 

Her Faith, her Oaths, her Tears, and all were Jeaft- 

(ings 

She burat with Love, as Straw with Fire flameth , 
She burnt out Love, as foon as Straw out burneth; 
She fram’d the Love, and yet fhe foil’d the Framing 5 
She bad Love laft, and yet fhe fella turning. 

Was thisa Lover, or a Letcher whether ? 

Bad in the beft, though excellent in neither. 








The Benefit of Friendfhtp. 


Wir to the Seffions of fweet filent Thought, 

{ f{ummon up Remembrance of things palit, 

{Sigh the lack of many a Thing I fought, 

And with old Woes new wail my dear Times wafte. 

Then can I drown an Bye (anus’d to flow) 

For precious Friends hid in Death’s datelefs Night, 
13 And 
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And weep a frefh Loves long fince cancell’d VVoe, 
And moan th’ Expence of many a vanith’d Sight. 
Then can I grieve at Grievances foregone, 
And heavily from VVoe to VVoe tel] o’er 
The fad Account of fore-bemoaned Moan, 
VVhich I new pay, as if not paid before. 
But if the while I'think on thee (dear Friend) 
All Lofles are reftor’d, and Sorrows end. 


Thy Bofom is indeared with al] Hearts, 
VVhich I by lacking have fuppofed Dead ; 
And there reigns Love and all Loves loving Parts, 
And all thofe Friends, which I thought buried. 
“How many a Holy and Obfequious Tear 
Hath dear Religious Love ftolen from mine Eye, 
As Intereft of the Dead, which now appear, 
But things remov’d that hidden ia thee lye. 
Thou art the Grave where buried Love doth live. 
Hung with the Trophies of my Lovers gone ; 
VVho all their Parts of meto thee did give, 
That due of many, now is thine alone. 

Their Images I low’d, I view in thee, 

And thou (all they) haft all the all of me. 


If thou farvive my well contented Day, 

VVhen thatChurl Death my Bones with Dutt fhall covers 

And fhalt by Fortune once more re-furvey 

Thefe poor rude Lines of. thy deceafed Lover: 

Compare them with the bett’ring of the Time, 

And though they be out-ftript by every Pen, 

Referve them for my Love, not for their Rhime, 

Exceeded by the height of happier Men. 

Oh! then vouchfafe me but this loving Thought, 

Had my Friends Mufe grown with this growing Age, 

A dearer Birth, than this his Love had brought 

To march in Ranks of better Equipage ; sas 
3 a 
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But fince he Dyed, and Pocts better prove, 
Theirs for their Stile Pll read, his for his Love. 


Friendly Concord. 


Z. Mufick and fweet Poetry agree, 
As they muft needs (the Silter and the Brother) 
Then muft the Love be great ’twixt thee and me, 
Becavfe thou lov’ft the one, and I the other. 
Dowland to thee is Dear, whofe heavenly Touch 
Upon the Lute, doth ravifh haman Senfe : 
Spencer to me, whofe deep Cortceit is fuch, 
As pafling all Conceit, needs no Defence. 
Thou lovft to hear the {weet melodious Sound, 
That Phebus Lute (the Queen of Mufick) makes 
And I in deep Delight am chiefly Drown'd, 
VVhen as himfelf to Singing he betakes. 

One God is God of both (as Poets fain ) 

One Knight loves both, and both in thee remain. 








Inbumanity. 


| She: was the Morn, when the fair Queen of Love, 
Paler for Sorrow than her milk white Dove, 
For Adons Sake, a Youngiter Proud and VVild, 

Her Stand fhe takes upon a fteep up Hill. 

Anon Adonis comes with Horn and Hounds, 

She filly Queen, with more, than Loves sood VVill, 
Forbad the Boy he fhould not pafs thofe Grounds, 
Once (quoth fhe) did I fee a fair fweet Youth 


I 4 Here 
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Here in thefe Brakes, deep wounded with a Boar, 
Deep in the Thigh a Spectacle of Ruth, 
See in my Thigh (quoth fhe) here was the Sore, 
She fhewed hers, he faw more VVounds then one, 
And blufhing fled, and left her all alone. 





A Congratulation. 


H O W can my Mufe want Subje& to invent, 
VVhile thou doft breath that pour’ft into my 
Thine own {weet Argument, too Excellent,  (Verfe 
For every vulgar Paper to Rehearfe. 
Oh! give thy felf the Thanks if ought in me, 
VVorthy Perufal ftand againft thy fight, 
For who’s fodull, that cannot VVrite to thee, 
VVhen thou thy felf doft give Invention Light ? 
Be thou the tenth Mufe, ten times more in worth, 
Than thofe old Nine, which Rhimers invocate, 
Aad he that calls on thee, let him bring forth 
Eternal Numbers to out-live long Date. 
If my flight Mufe do pleafe thefe curious Days, 
The Pain be mine, but thine fhall be the Praife. 


Oh ! how thy VVorth with Manners may I Sing, 
VVhen thou art all the better Part of me ? 

VVhat can mine own Praife to mine own felf bring? 
And whit is’t but mine own when I Praife thee ? 
Even tor this, let us devided Live, 

And our dear Love lofe Name of fingle one; 

That by this Separation I may give: 

That due tothee, which thou deferv’ft alone. 

Oh! Abfence what a Torment wouldft thou prove, 


VVere’t not that thy four Leifure gave {weet eee 
) 
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To entertain. the Time with Thoughts of Love, 

Who Time and Thoughts fo fweetly doft deceive. 
And that thou teacheft how to make one twain, 
By praifing him here, who doth hence remain. 


Take all my Loves, my Love, yea take them all, 
What haft thou then more, than thou hadft before ? 
No Love, my Love, that thou may’ft true Love call, 
All mine was thine, before thou hadft this more. 
Then if for my Love, thou my Love receiveft, 
I cannot blame thee, for my Love thou ufeft ; 
But yet be blam’d, if thou thy felf decieveft 
By wilful Tafte of what thy felf refufett. 
I do forgive thy Robbry, gentle Thief, 
Although thou fteal thee all my Poverty: 
And yet Love knows it isa greater Grief 
To bear Love’s Wrong, than hates known Injury. 
La{civioas Grace, in whom al] [il well fhows, 
Kill me with Spight, yet we muft not be Foes. 





Lofs and Gain. 


Hofe pretty Wrongs that Liberty commits, 
i. When Iam fometimes abfent from thy Heart, 
Thy Beauty, and thy Years full well befits, 
For ftill Temptation follows where thou art. 
Gentle thou art, and therefore to be won, 
Beautious thou art, and therefore to be aflailed, 
And when a Woman woos, what Woman’s Son, 
Will fourely leave her till he have prevailed ? 
Ay me ! but yet thou mightft my Seat forbear, 
And chide thy Beauty and thy ftraying Youth, 
Who 
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Who lead thee intheir Riot even there, 

Where thou art fore’t to break a twofold Truth: 
Hers by thy Beauty tempting her to thee, 
Thine by thy Beauty being falfe to me. 


That thou haft her, it is not all my Grief, 
And yet it may be faid I lov’d her dearly, 
That fhe hath thee is of my wayling Chief, 
A Lofs in Love that touches me more nearly. 
Loving Offenders thus [ will excufe ye, 
Thou doft love her, becaufe thou knowft I love her, 
And for my fake even fo doth fhe abufe me, 
Suffering my Friend for my fake to approve her. 
If Ilofe thee, my Lofs is my Love’s Gain, 
And lofing her, my Friend hath found that Lofs. 
Both find each other, and I lofe both twain, 
And both for my fake lay on me this Crofs. 
But here's the Joy, my Friend, and I are one, 
Sweet Flattery, then fhe loves but me alone. 








Foolifh ‘Difdain. 


Enus with Adonz fitting by her, 
Uader a Mirtle Shade began to woo him. 

She told the Youngling how God A4Zars did try her, 
And as he fellto her, fhe fellto him. 
Even thus (quoth fhe) the warlike God embrac’t me, 
And then fhe clipt Adons in her Arms. 
Even thas (quoth fhe) the warlike God unlac’t me, 
Asif the Boy fhould ufe like loving Charms. 
Even thus (quoth fhe) he feized on my Lips, 


And with her Lips on his did a& the Seizure: | ei 
Q p 
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And as fhe fetched Breath, away he skips, 

And would not take her Meaning, nor her Pleafure. 
Ah! that Thad my Lady at this Bay : 
To kifs and clip me tilll run away. 





Ancient Antipathy. 


Base: Age and Youth cannot live together ; 
Youth is full of Pleafance, Age is full of Care; 
Youth like Summer Morn, Age like Winter Weather; 
Youth like Summer brave, Age like Winter bare. 
Youth is full of Sport, Ages Breath is fhort 5 
Youth is nimble, Age is lame 5 
Youth is hot and bold, Age is weak and cold ; 
Youth is wild, and Age is tame. 
Age I do abhor thee, Youth I do adore thee 5 
O my Love my Love ts young : 
Age I do defie thee, Oh ! fweet Shepherd hie thee : 
For me thinks thou ftays too long. 





Beauty's Valuation. 


Eauty is but a vain and doubtful Good, 
A fhizing Glofs, that fadeth fuddenly ; 
A Flower that dies, when firft it gins to bud, 
A brittle Glafs, that’s broken prefently. 
A doubtful Good, a ‘Glofs, a Glafs, a Flower, 
Loft, faded, broken, dead within an Hour. 


And 
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And as Goods loft, are feld or never found ; 
As faded Glofs no rubbing will refrefh ; 
As Flowers dead, lie withered on the Ground ; 
As broken Glafs no Scement can redrefs ; 

So Beauty blemifht once, for ever’s loft, 

In fpite of Phyfick, Painting, Pain and Coft. 





—————_ an 


Melancholy Thoughts. 


F the dull Subftance of my Flefh were Thought, 
Injurious Diftance fhould not ftop my Way ; 
For then defpight of Space I would be brought, 
To Limits far remote, where thou do’ft ftay. 
No matter then although my Foot did ftand 
Upon the fartheft Earth remov’d from thee, | 
For nimble Thought can jump both Sea and Land, 
As foon as think the Place where he would be. 
But ah! Thought kills me, that I am not Thought, 
‘To leap large Lengths of Miles when thou art gone ; 
But that fo much of Barth and Water wrought, 
I muft attend, Time’s Leifure with my Moan ; 
- Receiving Naught by Elements fo flow, 
But heavy Tears, Badges of eithers Wo. 


The other two, flight Air, and purging Fire 
Are both with thee,'where ever | abide ; 

The firft my Thought, the other my Deftre. 
Thefe prefent abfent with fwift Motion flide. 
For when thefe quicker Elements are gone 

In tender Embafly of Love to thee, 

My Life being made of Four, with two alone, 
Sinks down to Death, oppreft with Melancholy. 


Until Live’s Compofition be recured, 
By 


Porms om feveral Occafions. r4I 


By thofe {fwift Meflengers return’d from thee, 
Who even but now come back again aflured 
Of their fair Health, recounting it to me. 

This told, l joy, but then no longer plad, 

I fend them back again and ftraight grow fad. 


Love’s Lofs. 


Weet Rofe, fair Flower, untimely pluck’d, foon fa- 
Pluck’d in the Bud, and faded in the Spring :- (ded 
Bright orient Pearl,alack ! too timely fhaded, 
Fair Creature kill’d too foon by Death’s fharp Sting: 
Like a green Plumb, that hangs upon a Tree, 
And falls (thro? Wind) before the Fall fhould be. 


I weep for thee, and yet no Caufe I have, 
For why ? Thou lefts me nothing inthy Will, 
And yet thou lefts me more, than I did crave, 
For why? I craved nothing of thee ftill: 
O yes (dea Friend) I Pardon crave of thee, 
Thy Difcontent thou didft bequeath to me. 


Love’s Relief. 


U LL many a glorious Morning have f feen, 
Flatter the Mountain Tops with foveraign Eye, 
Kiffing with golden Face the Meadows green ; 
Gilding pale Streams with heavenly Alcumy ; 
Anon permit the bafeft Clouds to ride, 
With ugly Rack on his celeftial Face, 





And 
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And from the forlorn World his Vilage hide, 
Stealing unfeen to VVeft with this Difgrace. 
Even fo my Sun one early Morn did hhine, 
VVith all triumphant Splendor on my Brow. 
But out alack / he was but one Hour mine, j 
The Region Cloud hath mask’d him from me now, 
Yet him for this my Love no whit difdaineth, 
Suns of the VVorld may ftain, when Heaven’s Sun 
({taineth. 
VVhy didft thou promife fucha beauteous Day, 
And make me travail forth without my Cloak, 
To let bafe Clouds o’er-take me in my VVay, 
Hidipg thy Bravery in their rotten Smoke. 
’Tis hot enough, that thro’ the Cloud thoy break, 
Todry the Rain on my ftorm-beaten Face, 
For no Man well of fuch a. Salve can fpeak, 
That heals the Wound, and cures not the Difgrace: 
Nor can thy Shame give Phyfick to my Grief, 
Tho’ thou repent, yet I haye {till the Lofs - 
Th’ Offender’s Sorrow lends but weak Relief 
To him, that bears ftrong Offences Lofs, 
Ah! but thofe Tears arePearl which thyLove theds, 
And they are rich, and ranfom all ill Deeds. 


No more be grievd at that, which thou haft done, 

Rofes have Thorns and filver Fountains Mud, 

Clouds and Eclipfes ftain both Moon and Sun, 

And loathfom Canker lives in fweeteft Bud. 

All Men make Faults, and even | in this, 

Authorizing thy Trefpafs with Compare, 

My felf corrupting falving thy Amifs, 

Excufing their Sins more, than their Sins are, 

For to ny fenfual Fault I bring in Senfe, 

Thy adverfe Party is thy Adyocate, 

And ’gainft my felf a lawful Plea com mence, 

Such civil War isin my Love and Hate, : 
That 
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That I an Acceflary needs muft be, 
To that fweet Theif which forely robs from me. 





Unanimity. 


ET meconfefs, that we two muft be twain, 
Although our undivided Loves are one. 
So thall thofe Blots, that do with me remain, 
VVithout thy Help, by me be born alone. 
In our two Loves there is but one Refpect, 
Though in our Lives a feperable Spight, 
VVhich though it alter not Loves fole Effect, 
Yet doth it fteal fweet Hours from Love’s Delight. 
I may not ever-more acknowledge thee, 
Leaft my bewailed Guilt fhould do thee Shame, 
Nor thou with publick Kindnefs honour me, 
Unlefs thou take that Honour from thy Name. 
But do not fo, I love thee in fuch fort, 
As thou being mine, mineisthy good Report. 


As a decrepit Father takes Delight 

To fee his a&tive Child do Deeds of Youth, 

So I, made Lame by Fortunes deareft Spight, 
Take all my Comfort of thy VVorthand Truth 
For whether Beauty, Birth, or VVealth, or VVit, 
Or any of thefe all, or all, or more 

Intitled in their Parts, docrowned fit, 

Imake my Love ingrafted to this Store: 

So then 1 am not Lame, Poor, nor defpis’d, 
VVhilft that this Shadow doth fuch Subftance give, 
That I in thy Abundance am fuffic’d: 

And by a Part of allthy Glory live: 


Look 
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Look what ts beft, that Beft I wifh in thee, 
This Wifh f have, then ten Times happy me. 





a 


Loath to depart. 


YOod Night, good Reft, ah neither be my Share / 
She bad good Night, that kept my Reft away. 
And daft me to a Cabben liang’d with Care 
To defcant on the Doubts of my Decay. 
Farewel (quoth fhe) and come again to Morrow : 
Farewel | could not, for I fupt with Sorrow. 


Yet at my Parting fweetly did fhe fmile, 

In Scorn, or Friendhhip, nill I confter whether 

It may be fhe joy’d to jeft at my Exile; 

It may be again to make me wander thither. 
Wander (a Word) for Shadows like my felf, 
As take the Pain, but cannot pluck the Pelf. 


Lord how mine Eyes throw Gazes to the Eaft! 
My Heart doth charge the Watch; the Morning Rife 
Doth {cite each moving Senfe from idle Reft, 
Not daring traft the Office of mine Eyes. 
While Philomela fits and fings, I fit and mark, 
Aad with her Lays were tuned like. the Lark. 


For fhe doth welcome Day-light with her Ditty, 

And drives away dark dreaming Night: 

The Night fo packt, I poft unto my Pretty; 

Heart hath his Hope, and Eyes their wifhed Sight, 
Sorrow chang’d toSolace, and Solace mixt with Sor- 
For why, the figh’d,and bad me come to morrow.(row, 


VVere 
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Were I with her the Night would poft too foon : 
But now are Minutes added tothe Hours: 
To fpite me now, each Minute feems an Hour, 
Yet not for me, fhine Sun to fuccour Flowers. 
Pack Night, peep Day, good Day of Night now 
borrow, 
Short Night, to Night, and length thy felf to 
Morrow. 





A Mafter-piece. 


Ine Bye hath play’d the Painter and hath fteel’d 
Thy Beauties Form in Table of my Heart. 
My Body is the Frame, wherein ’tis held, 
And Perfpedctive it is beft Painters Art. 
For thro’ the Painter muft you fee his Skill 
To find where your true Image pictur’d lies, 
Which in my Bofom’s Shop is hanging ftill, 
That hath his Windows glazed with thine Byes. 
Now fee what good Turns Eyes for Eyes have done, 
Mine Eyes have drawn thy Shape, and thine for me 
Are Windows to my Breaft, where thro’ the Sun 
Delights to peep, to gaze therein on thee. 
Yet Byes this cunning Want to grace their Art, 
They draw But what they fee, know not tne Heart. 








Happinefs in Content. 


B T thofe, whoare in Favour with their Stars, 
) Of publick Honour and proud Titles boaft: 
K Whilt 


) 
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Whilft I, whom Fortune of fuch Triumph bars, 

Unlook’d for Joy in that, honour moft. 

Great Princes Favourites their fair Leaves {pread ; 

But asthe Marigold at the Sun’s Bye, 

And in themfelves their Pride lies buried ; 

For at a Frown they in their Glory die. 

The painful Warriour famoufed for Worth, 

After a thoufand Viétories once foil’d, 

Is from the Book of Honour razed quite, 

And all the reft forgot, for which he toil’d. 
Then happy I that love and am beloved, 
Where I may not remove, nor be removed. 





A dutiful Meffage. 


O R Dof my Love, to whom in Vaflalage. 
Thy Merit hath my Duty ftrongly knit ; 
To thee I fend this written Ambaflage 
To witnefs Duty, nor to fhew my Wit. 
Duty fo great, which Wit fo poor as mine 
May make feem bare, in wanting Words to fhew it; 
But that I hope fome good Conceit of thine 
In thy Soul’s Thought (all naked) will beftow it. 
Till whatfoever Star, that guides my moving, 
Points on me gracioufly with fair Afpet, — 
And puts Apparrel on my tottered Loving, 
Fo fhow me worthy of their fweet Refped. 
Then may I dare to boaft how I do love thee, 
Till then, not fhow my Head, where thou may’ft. 
prove me. 
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Go and come quickly. 


OW heavy dol journey on the Way, 
When, That, I feek (my weary Travels end) 
Doth teach that Eafe and that Repofe to fay 
Thus far the Miles are meafur’d from thy Friend ? 
The Beaft, that beats me, tir’d with my Wo, 
Plods dully on, to bear that Weight in me, 
Asif by fome Inftin& the Wretch did know 
His Rider lov’d not Speed being made from thee. 
The bloody Spur cannot provoke him on, 
That fometimes Anger thrufts into his Hide 3 
Which heavily he anfwers with a Groan, 
More fharp to me, than {purring to his Side. 
For that fame Groan doth put this ia my Mind, 
My Grief lies onward and my Joy behind. 


Thus can my Love excufe the flow Offence, 

Of my dull Bearer, when from thee I fpeed. 

From where thou att why fhould I hafte me thence ? 

Till I return, of pofting is.no need. | 

©! what Excufe will my poor Beaft then find, 

When fwift Extremity can feem but flow ? 

Then fhould I fpur tho’ mounted on the Wind; 

In winged Speed no Motion fhall I know. 

Then canno Horfe with my Defire keep Pace, 

Therefore Defire (of perfe& Love being made) 

Shall neigh no dull Flefh-in his fiery Race, 

But Love for Love, thus fhall excufe my Jade. 
Since from thee going, he went wilful flow, 
Towards thee lll ran, and give him leave to go. 


K 2 Two 
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Two faithful Friends. 


[ne Eye and Heart are at a mortal War 
How to divide the Corquelt of thy Sight. 

Mine Eye, my Heart their Pictures Sight would bar, 
My Heart, mine Eye the Freedom of that Right; 
My Heart doth plead, that thou in htm doft lye ; 
(A Clofet never pierc’d with Chriftal Eyes) 
But the Defendant doth that Plea deny, 
And faysin him their fair Appearance lies. 
To fide this Title is tmpann«lled 
A Queft of Thoughts, all Tenants to the Heart, 
And by their Verdi is determined 
The clear Eyes Moiety, andthe dear Heart’s Part. 

As thus; mine Eyes due is their outward Part, 

And my Heart’s Right, ther inward Love of Heart. 


Betwixt mine Eye and Hearta League is took, 
And each doth good Turns row unto the other : 
When that mine Eye is famiht for a Look, 
Or Heart in Love with Sighs himfelf doth fmother ; 
With my Love’s Picture ther my Eye doth feaft, 
Aud to the painted Bangnet dids my Heart. 
Another Time mine Eye is ny Heart’s Gueft, 
And in bis Thoughts of Love doth fhare a Part. 
So either by the Picture of ny Love, 
Thy felf away, are prefent fill with me, 
For thou not farther, than my Thoughts canft move, 
And I.am ftill with them, and they with thee. 

Or if they fleep, thy Picture in my Sight 

Awakes my Heart, to Heait’s and Byes Delight. 


Carele/s 
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Careles Neglect. 


OW careful was I, when I took my VVay, 
Rach Trifle andtr trueft Bars to thruft, 
That to my Ufe it migic unufed ftay 
From Hands of: Falfhoc«d, in fare VVards of Truft ? 
But thou, to whom my Jewels Trifles are, 
Moft worthy Comfort, now my greateft Grief. 
Thou beft of Deareft, ind mine only Care, 
Art left the Prey of ev:ry vulgar Thief. 
Thee have I not locktup in any Cheft, 
Save where thou art no:, though I feel thou art, 
VVithin the gentle Cloure of my Breaft, 
From whence at Pleafure thou maift come and »part; 
And even thence tha wilt be ftol’n, I fear; 
For Truth proves thievifh for a Prize fo dear. 


Stout Kefolutzon. 


Gainft that time af ever that time come) 

VVhen I fhall fer thee frown on my Deteds ; 
VVhen as thy Love hath caft his utmoft Sum, 
Call’d to that Audit byadvis’d Refpects ; 
Againft that time, whe: thou fhalt itrangely pafs, 
And fcarcely greet me with that Sun thine Eye ; 
When Love, converted from the thing it was, 
Shall Reafons find of ettled Gravity. 
Againft that time do linfconce me here, 
Within the Knowledg: of mine own Defert, 
And this my Hand, ayainft my felf uprear, 
To guard the lawful Reafons on thy Part ; 

K 3 To 
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To leave poor me thou haft the Strength of Laws, 
Since why tolove, I can alledge no Caufe. 





A Duel. 


EE was a Lording’s Daughter, 
The faireft one of three, 
That liked of her Mafter, as well as well might be. 
Till looking on an Englifhman, 
The faireft Eye could fee, 

Her Fancy fella turning. 


Long was the Combat doubtful, 
That Love with Love did fight, 
To leave the Mafter lovelefs, or kill the gallantKnight. 
To put in pra¢tice either, alas it was a Spite 
Unto the filly Damfel. 
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But one muft be refufed, more mickle was the Pain, 
That nothing could be ufed, to turn them both to 
For of the two the trufty Knight (Gain; 
Was wounded with Difdain, 

Alas! fhe could not help it. 





(Day, 

Thus Art with Arms contending, was Victor of the 
Which by a Gift of Learning, did bear theMaid away, 
Then lullaby the learned Man hath got the Lady gay, 
For now my Song is. ended. | 


Love: 
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Love-fick. 


N a Day (alack the Day) | 
Love, whofe Month was ever 1/ay, 

Spied a Bloffom pafling Fair, 
Playing in the wanton Air. 
Through the velvet Leaves the Wind, 
All unfeen, gan Paflage find, 
That the Lover (fick to’ Death) 
Wifht himfelf the Heaven’s Breath. 
Air (quoth he) thy Cheeks may blow ; 
Air ! would I might triumph fo! 
But (alas) my Hand hath fworn, 
Ne’er to pluck thée from thy Throne, 
Vow (alack) for Youth unmeét, 
Youth, fo apt to plack a Sweet, 
Thou, for whont ev’n ove would fwear, 
Juno but an Ethiope were, 
And deny himfelf for Jove 
Turning mortal for thy Love. 


Lowe's Labour loft. 


Y Flocks feed not, my Ewes breed not, 
. My Rams fpeed not, all is amils. 
Love is dying, Faith’s defying, 
Heart’s denying, Cauftr‘of this. 





All my merry Jiggs are quite forgot, 
All my Lady’s Love is loft (God wot) 
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Where her Faith was firmly fixt in Love, 
There a Nay is plac’t without Remove. 
One fily Crofs, wrought all my Lofs ; 
O ! frowning Fortune, curfed fickle Dame ! 
For now I fee, Inconftancy, 
More in Women, than in Men remain. 


In black Mourn I, all Fears {corn I, 

Love hath forlorn me living in Thrall - 

Heart ts bleeding, all Help needing ; 

O/ crue]lSpeeding, fraughted with Gall. 

My Shepierd’s Pipe can found no Deal, 

My Weather’s Bell rings doleful Knell, 

My curtail Dog, that. wont to have play’d, 

Plays notat all, but feems afraid. 
With Sighs fo deep, procures to weep, 
In howling wife, to fee my doleful Plight. 
How Sghs refound through heartlefs Ground, 
Like athoufand vanquifht Men in bloody Fight. 


Clear Wells fpring not, {weet Birds fing not, 
Green Plints bring not forth their Die, 
Herds ftand weeping, Flocks all fleeping, 
Nimphs black Peeping fearfully. 
All our Pleafure known to us poor Swains ; 
All our merry Meetings’on the Plains ; 
All our Evening Sport from us is fled ; 
All our Love is loft, for Love is dead. 
Farewd, fweet Love, thy like ne’er was, 
For a f{veet Content the Caufe of all my Woe; 
Poor Co-idon mutt live alone, 
Other Help for him I fee, that there is none. 


Whole fome 


a 
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W holefome Counjel. 


Hen as thine Eye hath chofe the Dame, 
And ftal’d the Deer, that thou fhouldft ftrike, 
Let Reafon rule things worthy Blame, 
As well as Fancy (partly all might) 
Take Counfel of fome wifer Head, 
Neither too young, nor yet unwed. 


And when thou com’ft thy Tale to tell 
Smooth not thy Tongue with filed Talk ; 
Leaft fhe fome fubtil Pradtife fmell. 
A Cripple foon can find a Halt / 
But plainly fay thou lov’ft her well, 
And fet her Perfon forth to Sale. 


What though her frowning Brows be bent ? 
Her cloudy Looks will calm e’er Night. 
And then too late fhe. will repent, 
That thus diflembled her Delight : 

And twice defire e’er it be Day, 

That which with Scorn fhe put away. 


What though fhe ftrive to try her Strength, 
And ban, and braul, and fay thee nay ? 
Her feeble Force wil] yield at length, 
When Craft hath taught her thus to fay: 
Had Women been fo ftrong as Men, 
In Faith, you had not had it then. 


And to her Will frame all thy Ways, 

Spare not to fpend, and chiefly there, 

W here thy Defert may merit Praife 

By ringing in thy Lady’s Bar. 7 
The 
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The ftrongeft Caftle, Tower and Town, 
The golden Bullet beats it down. 


Serve always with aflured Truft, 

And in thy Sute be humble true; 

Unlefs thy Lady prove unjuft, 

Preafe never thou to chufe a New. 
When time hall ferve, be thou not flack, 
To proffer though fhe put it back. 


The VViles and Guiles, that VVomen work, 
Diflembled with an outward Shew : 
The Tricks and Toys, that in them lark, 
The Cock that treads them fhall not know. 
Have you not heard it faid full oft, 
A Womans Nay doth ftand for nought. 


Think Women ftill to ftrive with Men, 
To Sin, and never for to Saint. 
There is no Heaven (by Holy then) 
When Time with Age fhall them attaint. 
Were Kifles all the Joys in Bed, 
One Woman would another wed. 


But foft enough, too much I fear, 
Leaft, that my Miftrefs hear my Song, 
She will not ftick to round me on th’ Ear, 
Toteach my Tongue to be fo long. 

Yet will the blufh, here be it faid, 

Yo hear her Secrets fo bewraid. 


Sat 
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Sat fuffe. 


In of Self-love pofleffeth all mine Eye, 
S And all my Soul, and all my every Part; 
And for this Sin there is no Remedy, 
Jt is fo grounded inward in my Heart. 
Me thinks no Face fo gracious is, as mine, 
No Shape fo true, no Truth of fach Account ; 
And for my felf mine own Worth do define, 
As I all other in all Worths furmount. 
But when my Glafs fhews me my felf indeed: 
Beated and chop’d with tann’d Antiquity, 
Mine own Self-love quite contrary I read 
Self, fo felf-loving were Iniquity, 
Tis thee (my Self) that for my felf I praife, 
Painting my Age with Beauty of thy Days. 





A living Monument. 


| Ot Marble, nor the gailded Monument 

Of Princes. thall.out-live this pewerful Rhime, 
But you fhall fhine more bright in thefe Contents, | 
Than unfwept Stone, befmeer’d with fluttifh Time. 
When waftetul War fhall Statutes: overturn, 
And Broils root out the Work of Mafonry; 
‘Nor Afars his Sword, nor War’s quick Fire fhall burn 
The living Record of your Memory. 
’Gainft Death, and alloblivious Emnity 
Shall you pace forth, your Praife fhall ftill find Room, 
Even in the Hyes' of all Pofterity, 
That wear this World out to: the ending Doom. 

So 








ee 
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So till the Judgment, that your felf arife, 
You live in this, and dwell. in,Lovers Eyes. 


——_ 9 aes | 








Familiarity breeds Contempt. 


O am I as the Rich, whofe blefled Key 
Can bring him to his {weet up-locked Treafure, 

The which he will not every Hour furvey, 
For blunting the fine Point of feldom Pleafure, 
Therefore are Feafts fo folemn and fo rare ; 
Since feldom coming inthe long Year fet, 
Like Stones of Worth they thinly placed are, 
Or Captain Jewels in the Carconet. 
So is the time, that keeps you, as my Cheft, 
Or asthe Wardrobe, which the Robe doth hide, 
To make fome fpecial Inftant fpecial bleft, 
By new unfoulding his imprifon’d Pride. 

Bleffed are you whofe Worthinefs gives Scope, 

Being had to triumph, being lackt to hope. 





Patiens Armatus. 


S it thy Will, thy Image fhould keep open 

I My heavy EBye-lids to the weary Night ? 
Doft thou defire my Slumbers fhou’d be broken, 
While Shadows like to thee do mock my Sight ? 
Is it thy Spirit, that thou fend’ from thee 
So far from Home, into my Deeds to pry ? 

Me To find out Shames aad Idle Hours in me, 
The Scope and Teaure of thy Jealoufy ? 


——_ 
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O! no, thy Love tho’ much, is not fo great, 

It is my Love, that keeps mine Bye awake. 

Mine own true Love, that doth my Reft defeat, 

To play the Watch-man ever for thy Sake. 
For thee watch 1, whilft thou doft wake elfe-where, 
From me far off, with others all too near. 





et 


A V aledittion. 


© longer Mourn for me when I am Dead, 

N Then you fhall hear the furly, fallen Bell 
Give Warning to the World, that I am fled 
From this vile World with vileft Worms to dwell]. 
Nay if you read this Line, remember not 
The Hand, that writ it; for I love you fo, 
That I in your fweet Thoughts wou’d be forgot 
If thinking on me then fhould make you woe. : 
O! if( I fay) you look upon this Verfe, 
When I (perhaps) compounded am with Clay, 
Do not fo much as my poor Name rehearfe; — 
But let your Love even with my Life Decay. 

Leaft the wife World fhould look into your Moan, 

And mock you with me after I am gone. 


O ! leaft the World fhould task you to recite, 
What Merit liv’d in me, that you fhould love ; 
After my Death (dear Love) forget me quite, 
For you in me can nothing Worthy prove. 
Unlefs you would devife fome vertuous Lye, 

To do more for me now, than mine own Defert, 
And hang more Praife upon deceafed I, 

Than nigard Truth wou’d willingly impart. 

©! leaft your true Love may feem falfe in this, 


"That 
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That you for Love {peak well.of me untrue, 

My Name be buried where my Body is, 

And live no more to fhame nor me, nor you, 
For I am Sham’d by that, which I bring forth, 
Aad fo fhould you, to love things nothing worth, 


But be contented when, that fell Arreft, 
Without all Bail, fhall carry me away, 
My Life hath in this Line fome Intereft, 
Which for Memorial ftill with thee fhall ftay. 
VVhen thou revieweft this, thou doft review, 
‘The very Part was Confecrate to thee ; 
The Earth can have but Earth, which is his due: 
My Spirit is thine the better Part of me. | 
So then thou haft but loft the Dregs of Life, 
The Prey of VVorms, my Body being dead ; 
The Coward Conqueft of a VVretch’s Knife, 
Too bafe of thee to be remembred. 
The VVorth of that, is that which it contains, 
And that is this, and this with thee remains. 





Nil magnis Invidia. 


Hat thou art blam’d fhall not be thy Defea, 
For Slanders Mark was ever yet the Fair - 
The Ornament of Beauty is Sufpeé ; j 
A Crow that flies in Heaven’s {weeteft Air. 
So thou be good, Slander doth but approve 
Their VVorth the greater being woo’d of Time, 
For Canker Vice the fweeteft Buds doth love, 
And thou prefent’ft a pure unftained Prime. 
Thou haft paft by the Ambuth of young Days, 
Rither not aflail’d, or Victor being charg’d, 
Yet 
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Yet this thy Praife cannot be fo thy Praife, 
To tie up Envy, evermore inlarged ; 
If fome fufpea of Ill mask not thy Show, 
Then thou alone Kingdoms of Hearts fhould{t owe. 





Love-fick. 


How I Faint when! of youdo VVrite ! 
Knowing a better Spirit doth ufe your Name, 
And in the Praife thereof {pends all his Might, | 
To make me Tongue-ty’d {peaking of your Fame. 
But fince your Worth (wide as the Ocean is) 
The humble as the proudeft Sail doth bear, 
My faucy Bark (inferior far to his) 
On your broad Main doth wilfully appear. 
Your fhalloweft Help will hold me up a Float, 
Whilft be upon your foundlefs Deep doth ride, 
Or (being wrackt) I ama worthlefs Boat, 
He of tall Building, and of goodly Pride. 
Then if he thrive and I be caft away 
The worft was this, my Love was my Decay. 


Or fhall I live your Epitaph to make? 

Or you furvive when I in Barth am Rotten ? 
From hence your Memory Death cannot take, 
Although in meeach Part will be forgotten. 
Your Name from hence immortal Life fhall have, 
Tho’! (once gone) toallthe World matt dye ; 
The Earth can yield me but a common Grave, 
When you intombed in Mens Byes fhall lie, 
Your Monument fhall be my gentle Verfe, 
Which Eyes not yet Created fhall o’er-read 5 


And 
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And Tongues to be, your Being fhall rehearfe. 
When all the Breathers of this World are dead, 
You ftill fhall live (fuch Vertue hath my Pen) 
Where Breath moft breaths, even in the Mouths of 
(Men. 








The Pitture of true Love. 


E T me not tothe Marriage of true Minds 
Admit Impediments Love is not Love, 
Which alters when it Alteration finds, 
Or bends with the Remover to remove. 
O no! it-is anever fixed Mark. 
That looks on Tempefts and is never fhaken; 
It is the Star to every wandring Bark, 
Whofe Worths unknown, altho’ his Height be taken. 
Lov’s not time’s Fool, tho’ rofie Lips and Cheeks 
Within his bending Sickle’s Compafs come ; 
Love alters not with his brief Hours and Weeks, 
But bears it out even to the Edge of Doom. 
If this be Error and upon me proved, 
I never writ, nor no Man ever loved. 








In Prasfe of his Love. 


Grant thou wert not married tomy Muafe, 
And therefore mayft without Attaint o’er-look 
The dedicated Words which Writers ufe 
Of their fair Subjed, blefling every Book, 
Thou art as fair in Knowledge asin Hew. 
Finding thy Worth a Limit paft my Praife, And 
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And therefore are infore’d to feek anew 

Some frefher Stamp of the time-bettering Days; 

And do fo love, yet when they have devis’d 

What ftrained. Touches Rhetorick can lend, 

Thou truly fair, wert truly iimpathiz’d, 

In true plain Words, by thy true telling Friend. 
And their grofs Painting might be better us’d, 
Where Cheeks need Blood, in thee it is abus’d: 


I never faw, that you did Painting need, 

And therefore to your Fair no Painting fet. 

I found (or thought I found) yon did exceed 

The barren tender of a Poet’s Debt: 

And therefore have I flept in your Report; 

That_you your feif being extant wel! might fhow; 

How far a modern Quill doth come too hhort, 

Speaking of Worth; what Worth in you doth grow. 

This Silence of my Sin you did impute, 

Which fhali be moft my Glory being dumb, 

For I impair not Beauty beiag mute, 

When others wou’d give Life and bring a Tomb. 
There lives more Life in one of your fair Eyes, 
Than both your Poets can in Praife devife. 


Who is it, that fays moft, which can fay more, 
Than this rich Praife, that you alone are you? 
In whofe Confine immured is the Store, 
Which fhould Example, where your Equal grew. 
Lean Penurie within that Pen doth dweil. 
That to his Subject lends not fome fmall Glory: 
But he, that writes of you, if he can tell, 

That you are you, fo dignifies his Story. 

Let him but copy what in you is writ, 

Not making worfe what Nature made fo clear, 
And fuch a Counter-part fhall fame his Writ, 
Making him {till admir’d every where: 


L You 
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You to your beauteous Blefling add a Curfe, 
Being fond on Praife,which makes your Praifes worfe. 


My Tongue-tide Mufe in Manners holds her ftill, 

While Comments of your Praife richly compil’d, 

Referve their Character with golden Quill, 

And precious Phrafe by all the Mufes fil’d. (Words 

J think good Thoughts, whilft other write good 

And like unletter’d Clerk ftill cry Amen 

To every Hymn, that able Spirit affords, 

In polifht Form of well refin’d Pen. | 

Hearing you praifed, I fay *tis fo, ’tis true, 

And to the moft of Praife add fomething more, 

But that isin my Thought, whofe Love to you 

(Tho’ Words come hind-moft) holds his Rank before: 
Then others, for the breath of Words refped, 
Me for my dumb Thoughts, fpeaking in Effe@. 








AA Refignation. 


As it the proud, full Sail of his great Verfe, 
Bound for the Prize of (all too precious) you, 
That did my ripe Thoughts in my Brain rehearfe, 
Making their Tomb the Womb wherein they grew ? 
Was it his Spirit, by Spirits taught to write, 
Above a mortal Pitch, that ftruck me dead ? 
No neither he nor his Compeers by Night 
Giving him Aid, my Verfe aftonifhed. 
He nor that affable familiar Ghoft 
Which nightly gulls him with Intelligence, 
As Vidctors of my Silence cannot boaft, 
I was not fick of any fear from thence. 
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But when your Countenance fill’d up his Line, 
Then lack’t I Matter, that infeebl’d mine. 


Farewel, thou art too dear for my poffleffing, 
And like enough thou know’ft thy Eftimate : 
The Charter of thy Worth gives thee releafing ¢ 
My Bonds in thee are all determinate. 
For how do I hold thee but by thy granting, 
And for that Riches where is my Deferving ? 
The Caufe of this fair Guift in me is wanting, 
And fo my Pattent back again is fwerving. 
Thy felf thou gav’ft, thy own Worth then not know 
Or me to whom thou gav’ft it elfe miftaking ; (ing; 
So thy great Gift upon Mifprifion growing, | 
Comes home again, on better Judgment making. 
Thus have J. had thee, as a Dream doth flatter, 
In Sleep a King, but waking no fuch matter. 





Sympathizing Love. 


S it fell upon a Day, 
In the merry Month of May. 

Sitting in a pleafant Shade, 
Which a Grove of. Myrtles made, 
Beafts did leap and Birds did fing, 
Trees did grow, and Plants did fpring : 
Every thing did banifh Moan, 
Save the Nightingale alone, 
She (poor Bird) as all forlorn, 
Lean’d her Breaft up-till a Thorn, 
And there fung the dolefal’ft Ditty, 
That to hear it was great Pitty, 
Fie, fie, fie, now would fhe cry 
Teru, Teru, by and by. | 

L 2 FT hat 
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That to hear her fo complain, 

Scarce I could from Tears refrain: 

For her Griefs fo lovely fhown, 

Made me think upon mine own. 

Ah! (thought I) thoa mourn’ft in vain, 

None takes Pity on thy Pain. 

Senflefs Trees, they cannot hear thee; 

Ruthlefs Bears, they will not chear thee; 

King Paudion he is dead; 

All thy Friends are lap’d in Lead; 

All thy fellow Birds do fing, 

Carelefs of thy forrowing. 

Whilft as fickle Fortune fmil’d, : 

Thou and I, were both beguil’d, | 

Every one, that flatters thee, 

Is no Friend in Mifery. 

Words are eafie, like the Wind, 

Faithful Friends are hard to find: 

Every Man will be thy Friend, 

Whilft thou haft wherewith to {pend ; 

But if ftore of Crowns be fcant, 

No Man will fupply thy Want. 

If that one be prodigal, 

Bountiful they will him call: 

And with fuch like Flattering, rive 

Pity but he was a King. | 

If he be addict to Vice, 

Quickly him they will intice. 

If to Women he be bent, 

They have at Commandment. 

But if Fortune once'do frown, 

Then farewel his great Renown: 

They, that fawn’d on him hefore, 

Ulfe his Company no more. 

He, that is thy Friend indeed, | 

Hie will help thee in thy Need. | 
} if 





Poems on feveral Occafons. 165 


If-thou Sorrow, he will Weep: 

If thou Awake, he cannot Sleep. 
Thus of every Grief, in Heart 

He, with thee, doth bear a Part. 
Thefe are certain Signs, to know 
Faithful Friend, from Flattering Foe. 





A Requeft to his feoruful Love. 


Hen thou fhalt be difpos’d to fet me light, 
And place my Merit inthe Eye of Scorn, 
Upon thy Side, againft thy felf V’il Fight, 
And prove thee Vertuous, tho’ thou art Forfworn. 
With mine own Weaknefs being beft acquainted, 
Upon thy Part I can fet down a Story 
Of Faults conceal’d, wherein 1 am attainted ; 
That thou in loofing me, fhall win much Glory: 
And I by this will be a Gainer too, 
For bending all my loving Thoughts on thee, 
The Injuries that to my felf I do, 
Doing thee Vantage double Vantage me. 
Such is my Love; to thee! fo belong, 
That for thy Right, my felf will bear all Wrong. 


Say that thou didft forfake me for fome Fault, 
And IJ will comment upon that Offence ; 
Speak of my Lamenefs, and I ftraight will halt; 
Againft thy Reafons making no Defence. 
Thou canft not (Love) Difgrace me half foill, 
To fet a Form upon defir’d Change, 
As Tl] my felf Difgrace; knowing thy Will, 
I will Acquaintance ftrangle and look ftrange, 
Be abfent from thy Walks and inmy Tongue, 
L 3 Thy 
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Thy fweet beloved Name no more fhall dwell, 
Leaft I (too much Prophane) fhould do it Wrong : 
And haply of our old Acquaintance tell. 

For thee, agaiaft my felf V'll vow Debate, 

For I muft ne’er Love him, whom thou doft Hate, 


Then Hate me when thou wilt, if ever, now, 

Now while the World is bent my Deeds to crofs ; 

Joyn with the Spight of Fortune, make me bow, 

And do not drop in for an after Lofs: 

Ah! do not, when my Heart hath {capt this Sorrow, 

Come inthe Rereward of a Conquer’d Woe! 

Give not a windy Night a rainy Morrow, 

“To linger out a purpos’d Overthrow. 

If thou wilt leave me, do not leave me laft, 

When other petty Griefs have done their Spight 5 

Boutin the Onfet come, fo fhall I tafte 

At firft the very worft of Fortunes might. : 
And other Strains of Woe, which now feem Woe, 
Compar’d with lofs of thee, will not feem fo. 





Some glory in their Birth, fome in their Skill; 

Some in their Wealth; fome in their Bodies force ; 

Some in their Garments tho’ new-fangled ill; 

Somein their Hawks and Hounds, fome in their Horie 

And every Humoovr hath his adjun& Pleafure, 

Wherein it finds a Joy above the reft. 

Bot thefe Particulars are not my Meafure, 

Allthefe I better inone general Beft. 

Thy Love is better, than high Birth to me, 

Richer, than Wealth, prouder than Garments Coft ; 

Of more Delight, than Hawks or Horfes be- 

And having thee, of all Mens Pride I boatft. 
Wretched in this alone, that thou mayft take, 
All this away, and me moft Wretched make. 
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A Lovers Affection, tho his Love prove 
Unconftant. 


U T do thy worft to fteal thy felf away, 

7 For Term of Life thou art affured mine 5 
And Life no longer, than my Love will itay, 
For it depends upon that Love of thine. 
Then need I not to fear the worft of Wrongs 5 
When in the leaft of them my Life hath End, 
I fee, a better State to me belongs, 
Than that, which on my Humour doth depend. 
Thou canft not vex me with inconftant Mind. 
Since that my Life on thy Revolt doth lie, 
Oh! what a happy Title dol find, 
Happy to have thy Love, happy to Die? 

But what’s fo blefled Fair, that fears no Blot ? 

Thou may’ft be Falfe, and yet 1 know it not. 


So fhall I live, fuppofing thou art true, 
Like a deceived Husband ; fo Loves Face 
May ftill feem Love to me tho’ alter’d new : 
Thy Looks with me, thy Heart in other Place. 
For there can live no Hatred in thine Bye, 
Therefore in that I cannot know thy Change. 
In manies Looks, the falfe Heart’s Hiftory 
Is writ in Moods and Frowns and Wrinkles ftrange. 
But Heaven in thy Creation did decree, 
That in thy Face {weet Love fhould ever dwell; 
Whate’er thy Thoughts, or thy Heart’s workings be, 
Thy Looks fhall nothing thence but Sweetnefs tell. 
How like Eves Apple doth thy Beauty grow, 
If thy fweet Vertue anfwer not thy show. 


They that have Power to Hurt, and will do none, 
That do not do the Thing, they muft do show ,; 
L4 W ho 
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Who moving others, are themfelves as Stone, 
Unumov’d, Cold, and to Temptation flow. 
They rightly doinherit Heaven’s Graces, 
And hushand Nature’s Riches from Expence ; 
They are the Lords and Owners of their Faces, 
Others, but Stewards of their Excellence. 
The Summer’s Flower is to the Summer {weet, 
Tho’ co it felf, it only Live and Die, 
But it that Flower with bafe Infection meet, 
The bafeft Weed out-braves his Dignity : 
For {weeteft things turn fowereft by their Deeds, 
Lillies, that fefter, fmell far worfe, than Weeds. 


How fweet and lovely doft thou make the Shame, 

VVhich like a Canker in the fragrant Rofe, | 

Doth Spot the Beauty of thy budding Name? 

Oh! in what Sweets doft thou thy Sias inclofe ! 

That Tongue, that-tells the Story of thy Days, 

(Making Lafcivious Comments on thy Sport) 

Canaot difpraife, but in a kiad of Praife ; 

Niming thy Name, blefles an il] Report. © 

Oh! whata Manfion have thofe Vices got, 

_ VVhich for their Habitation choofe out thee ! 

VVhere Beauties Vail doth cover every Blot, 

And all things turns to Bair, that Eyes can fee! 
Take heed (dear Heart) of this large Privilege, 
The hardeft Knife ill us’d doth lofe his Edge. 








Complaint forhis Lovers Abjfence, 


| O VV like a VVinter hath my Abfence been 
From thee, the Pleafure of the fleeting Year! 

VVhat Freezings have | felt, what dark Days see 

| ere ge VVhat 
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VVhat old December’s Barennefs every where ? 
And yet this Time remov’d was Summer’s Time 5 
The teeming Autumn. big with rich Increafe, 
Bearing the wanton Burthen of the Prime, 
Like widow’d VVombs after their Lord’s Deceafe. 
Yet this abundant Iflue feem’d to me, 
But Hope of Orphans and un-father’d Fruit, 
For Summer and his Pleafures wait on thee, 
And thou away, the very Birds are mute. 

Or if they fing, ’tis with fo dull a Chear, 

That Leaves look Pale, dreading the VVinters near. 


From you have I been abfeat in the Spring, 
When proud py’d 4pril, (Dreft in all his Trim) 
Hath put a Spirit of Youth in every thing ; 
That heavy Saturn laugh’d and leap’d with him: 
Vet not the Lays of Birds, nor the {weet Smell 
Of different Flowers in Odor and in Hew, 
Cou’d make me any Summers Story tell ; 
Or from their proud Lap pluck them where they grew. 
Nor did I wonder at the Lillies white, 
Nor Praife the deep Vermillion inthe Rofe, 
They were but fweet, but Figures of Delight, 
Drawn after you, you Pattern of all thofe. 
Yet feem’d it VVinter ftill, and you away, 
As with your Shadow I with thefe did play. 


The forward Violet thus did I chide, Cfmells ? 
Sweet Thief whence didft thou fteal thy Sweet that 
If not from my Loves Breath ? The purple Pride, 
VVhich on thy foft Cheek for Complexion dwells 

In my Lov’s Veins thou haft too grofly dy’d 

The Lilly I Condemned for thy Hand, 

And Buds of Marjerom had ftol’n thy Hair, 

The Rofes fearfully on Thorns did ftand, 

Our blufhing Shame, another white Defpair, 


>= = = (2 3 Soe = 
= - - = — 
49=S= 2.2 = es i 
7 — 


> eee : 


—_ 


ape 
We 
Wee 
: "4 
+ 

: 

- 











ee 


170 Porems on feveral Occafions. 


A third nor red, nor white, had ftol’n of both, 
And to his Robb’ry had annext thy Breath ; 
But for his Theft in Pride of all his Growth, 
A vengeful Canker eat him up to Death. 
More Flowers I noted, yet I none could fee, 
But Sweet, or Colour it had ftol’n from thee. 








An Invocation to his Mufe. 


Here art thou Mufe, that thou forget’ft fo long, 
To {peak of that, which gives thee all thy Might? 
Spend’ft thou thy Fary on fome worthlefs Song, 
Darkning thy Power to lend bafe Subjects Light ? 
Return, forgetful Mufe, and ftraight redeem, 
In gentle Numbers, Time fo idely {pent ; 
Sing to the Bar, that doth thy Lays efteem, 
And give thy Pen both Skill and Argument. 
Rife, refty Mufe, my Love’s fweet Face furvey, 
It time hath any Wrinkle graven there ; 
If any, be a Satir to Decay, 
And make Time’s Spoils defpifed every where. 
Give my Love Fame, fafter than Time watts Life, 
So thou prevent'ft his Sithe, and crooked Knife. 


Oh / truant Mufe! what fhall be thy Amends, 
For thy negle@t of Truthin Beauty dy’d ? 

But Truth and Beauty on my Love depends; 
So doft thou too, and therein dignify d. 

Make anfwer, Mufe, wilt thou not haply fay, 
Truth needs no Colour with his Colour fixt ; 
Beauty no Pencil, Beauty’s Truth to lay : 

But beft is beft, if never intermixt, 


Becaufe he needs no Praife, wilt thou be dumb? 
Excufe 
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Excufe no Silence fo, for’t lies in thee, 

To make her much out-live a gilded Tomb: 

And to be prais’d of Ages yet to be. 
Then do thy Office, Mufe, I teach thee how, 
To make her feem long hence, as fhe fhows now. 





Conflant Affection. 


€ br me fair Love you never can be Old, 
For as you were when firft your Eye I ey’d, 
Such feems your Beauty ftill. Three Winters Cold, 
Have from the Forefts fhook three Summers Pride ; 
Three beauteous Springs to yellow Autumn turn’d, 
in Procefs of the Seafons have I feen ; 
Three April Perfumes in three hot Funes burn’d, 
Since firftt 1 faw you, frefh, which yet are green. 
Ah / yet doth Beauty like a Dial-Hand, 
Steal from his Figure, and no Place perceiv’d ; 
So your fweet Hew, which, me thinks, ftill do ftand, 
Hath Motion, and mine Eye may be deceiv’d. 
For fear of which, hear this thou Age unbred, 
Ber you was born was Beauty’s Summer dead. 


Let not my Love by call’d Idolatry, 

Nor my Beloved as an Idol Show ,; 

Since all alike my Songs and Praifes be 

Toone, of one, ftill fuch, and ever fo. 

Kind is my Love to Day, to Morrow kind, 

Still conftant ina wondrous Excellence 5 

Therefore my Verfe to Conftancy confin’d, 

One thing exprefling, leaves out Difference. 

Fair, kind, and true, is all my Argument ; 

Fair, kind, and true, varying to other Words ; 
And 
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And in this Change is my Invention fpent, 

Three Theams in one, which wondrous Scope affords? 
Fair, kind, and true, have often liv’d alone. 
Which three till now, never Sate in one. 


When in the Chronicle of wafted Time, 

I fee Defcriptions of the faireft Wights, 

And Beauty making beautiful old Rhime, 

In praife of Ladies dead, and lovely Knights ; 

Theninthe Blazon of fweet Beauty’s beft, 

Of Hand, of Foot, of Lip, of Eye, of Brow, 

I fee their antick Pen would have exprefs, 

Even fuch a Beauty as you mafter now. 

So all their Praifes are but Prophefies 

Of this our Time, all you prefiguring ; 

And, for they look’d but with divining Eyes, 

They had not ftill enough your Worth to fing > 
For we who now behold thefe prefent Days, 
Have Eyes to wonder, but lack Tongues to praife. 





Amazement. 


Y Loveis ftrengthned, tho’ more weak in feeming; 
I love not lefs, tho’ lefs ehe Show appear : 

That Love is merchandiz’d, whofe rich Efteeming, 
the Owner’s Tongue doth publifh every where. 
Our Love was new, and then but in the Spring, 
When I was wont to greet itin my Lays, 
As Philomel in Sammer’s Front doth fing, 
And ftops his Pipe in Growth of riper Days. 
Not that the Summer is lefs pleafant now, 


Than when her mournful Hymns did hufh the NieM : 
ug 
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But that wild Mufick burthens every Bough, 

And Sweets gown common lofe their dear Delight ! 
Therefore like her I fometime hold my Tongue, 
Becaufe | would not dull you with my Song. 


Alack ! what Poverty my Mufe brings forth ! 

That having fuch a Scope to fhow her Pride, 

The Argument al] bare, is of more Worth, 

Than when it hath my added Praife befide. 

Oh? blame me not if I no more can write / 

Look in your Glais, and there appears a Face,’ 

That overgoes my blunt Invention quite, 

Dulling my Lines, and doing me Difgrace. 

Were it not finful then ftriving to mend, 

To marr the Subjeé& that before was well ? 

For to no other pafs my Verfes tend, 

‘Than of your Graces, and your Gifts to tell ; 
And more, much more, than in my Verfe can fit, 
Your own Glafs fhows you, when you look in it. 





A Lover’s Excufe for his long Absence. 


/ never fay that I was falfe of Heart, 

Tho’ Abfence feem’d my Flame to qualify ; 
As eafie might I from my felf depart, : 
As from my Soul which in my Breaft doth lie. 
That is my Home of Love, if I have rang’d, 
Like him, that travels I return again 
Juft tothe Time, not with the Time exchang’d. 
So that my felf bring Water for my Stain, 
Never believe, tho’ in my Nature reign’d 
All Frailties, that befiege all Kinds of Blood, 

That 
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That it could fo prepofteroufly be ftained, 

To leave for nothing all thy Sum of Good: 
For nothing this wide UniverfeI call, 
Save thou, my Rofe, in it thou art my All. 


Alas! °tis true, 1 have gone here and there 5 
And made my felf a Motely to the View; — 
Gord mine own Thoughts, fold cheap what is moft 
Made old Offences of Affections new. (dear; 
Mott trueit is, that I have look’d on Truth 
Afconce and ftrangely: But by all above, 
Thefe Blenches gave my Heart another Youth, 
And worfe Affays prov’d thee my beft of Love, 
Now all isdone have what fhall have no Bad, 
Mine Appetite I never more will grind 
On newer Proof, to try an older Friend, 
A Godin Love, to whom] am confin’d. 
Then give me welcome, next my Heaven the beft, 
Even to thy pure and moft moft loving Breaft. 








A Complaint. 


H! For my Sake do you with Fortune chide, 
The guilty Goddefs of my harmlefs Deeds, 
That did not better for my Life provide, 
Than publick Means which publick Manners breeds. 
Thence comes it, that my Name receives a Brand, 
And almoft thence my Nature is fubdued 
To what it works in, like the Dyer’s Hand. 
Pity me then, and wifh I wererenew’d, — 
Whilft like a willing Patient 1 will drink, —— 
Potions of Byfel ’gainft my ftrong InfeGion, 
No Bitternefs, that I will bitter think, 
Nor double Penance to corre Correction. sie 
i 
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Pity me then dear Friend, and I aflure ye, 
Even that your Pity is enough to cure me.‘ 


Your Loveand Pity doth th’ Impreffion fill, 
Which vulgar Scandal ftamp’d upon my Brow, 
For what care I who calls me well or ill, 
So you o’er-green my bad my good allow? 
You are my all, the World and I moft ftrive, 
To know my Shames and Praifes from your Tongue, 
None elfe to me, nor I to none alive, 
That my fteel’d Senfe or changes right or wrong, 
In fo profound Abifme | throw all Care 
Of others Voices, that my Adders Senfe, 
To Crytic and to Flatterer ftopped are: 
Mark how with my Neglect 1 do difpence. 

You are fo ftrongly in my Purpofe bred, 

That all the World befides me thinks y’are dead. 


ee 


Self-flattery of her Beauty. 


— I left you mine Eye is inmy Mind, 

And that which governs me to go about, 

Doth part his Funétion, and is partly blind, 

Seems feeing, but «ffc@tually is out. | 

For itno Form delivers'tothe Heart 

Of Birds, or Flower, or Shape, which it doth lack ; 
Of his quick Obje@s hath the Mind no Part, 

Nor his own Vifion holds what it doth catch: 
For if it fee the rud’ftor gentleft Sight, 

The moft fweet Favour or deformedft Creature, 
The Mountain or the Sea, the Day or Night: 
The Crow, or Dove it fhapes them to your Feature, 
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‘Incapable of more, Repleat with you, 
My moft true Mind thus maketh mine untrue. 


Or whether doth my Mind being crown’d with y ou 
Drink up the Monarch’s Plague this Flattery ? 
Or whether fhail I fay mine Bye faith true, | 
Aad that Your Love taught it this Alchimy ? 
To make of Montftets, and things indegeft, 
Such Cherubins as your {weet felf refemble ? 
Creating every bada perfect Beft ; 
As faft as Objects to his Beams affemble ? 
Oh !’tis the firft, tis Flatt’ry in my feeing, 
And my great Mind moft kindly drinks it up, . 
Mine Eye well knows what with his Guft is ’greeing, 
And to his Pallat doth prepare the Cup. 
If it be poifon’d ‘tis the lefler Sin, =a 
That mine Eye loves it and doth firft begin: 


Thofe Lines, that I before have writ do lie, 
Even thofe that faid I could not love you dearer < 
Yet thea my Judgment knew no Reafon why, 
My moft fuil Flame fliould afterwards burn clearer, 
But reck’ning Time, whofe million Accidents 
Creep in twixt Vows, and change Decrees of Kings, 
Tan facred Beauty, blunt the fharp’ft Intents, 
Divert {trong Minds to th’ Courfe of alt’ring Things. 
Alas! Why fearing of Times Tyranny, 
Might I not then fay now I love you beft, 
When I was certain o’er In-certainty, | 
Crowning the prefent, doubting of the reft ? 

Love is a Babe, then might I not fay fo 

To g've full Growth to that which ftill doth grow ? 


Tryal | 
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A Trial of Love's Conftancy. 


Ccufe me thus; that I have fcanted all, 
Wherein | fhould your great Deferts repay ; 

Forgot upon your deareft Love to call, 
Whereto all Bonds do tie me Day by Day ; 
That I have frequent been with unknown Minds, 
And given to time your own dear purchas’d Right; 
That I have hoifted Sail to ali the Winds, 
Which fhould tranfport me fartheft from your Sight. 
Book both my WiltulnefS and Error down, 
And on juft Proof furmife, accumilate ; 
Bring me within the Level of your Frown, 
But fhoot not at me in your wakened Hate. 

Since my Appeal fays I did ftrive to prove 

The Conftancy and Vertue of your Love. 


Like as to make our Appetites more keen, 

With eager Compounds ; we-our Pallate urge, 

As to prevent our Maladies unfeen, 

We ficken to fhun SicknefS when we purge. 

Even fo being fullof your near cloying Sweetnefs, 

To bitter Sauces did I frame my Feeding 3 

And fick of Welfare, found a kind of Meetnefs, 

To be difeas’d e’er that there was true needing. 

Thus Policy in Love t’ anticipate 

The Ills that were not, grew to Faults aflured, 

And brought to Medicine a healthful State, 

Which Rank of Goodnefs would by III be cured. 
But thence I learn and find the Leffon true, 
Drugs poifon him, that fo tell fick of you. 


What Potions have ! drunk of Syrev Tears, 
Biftill’d from Limbecks foul, as Hell within? 
M Applying 
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Applying Fears to Hopes, and Hopes to Fears, 
Still lofing when I faw my felf to wia. 
What wretched Errors hat my Heart committed, 
Whilf it hath thought it felf fo blefled never ? 
How have mine Byes out of their Spheres been fitted, 
Inthe Diftra@tion of this. madding Feaver ? 
O! Benefit of Ill/ now I find true, 
That better is, by Evil ftill made better. 
And ruin’d Love when itis built anew, 
Grows fairer, than at firft, more ftrong, far greater. 
So I return Rebuke to my Content, 
And gain by Ills thrice more, than I have fpent. 








A good ConStruction of his Love's 
Unkindnefs. 


'Hat you were once unkind befriends me now ; 
And for that Sorrow, which I then did feel, 
Needs muft | under my Tranfgreflion bow, 
Unlefs my Nerves were Brafs or hammer’d Steel. 
For if you were by my Unkindnefs thaken, 
As I by yours,‘y’have paft a Hell of Time ; 
And I a Tyrant have no Leifure taken, 
To weigh how once I fuffered in your Crime. 
O! that our Night of Woe might have remembred 
My deepeft Sence! how hard true Sorrow hits, 
And foon to you, as youto me then tendred 
The humble Salve, which wounded Bofoms fits! 
But that your Trefpafs now becomes a Fee, 
Mine ranfoms yours, and yours muft ranfom me. 


Error 
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Error im Opinion. 


IS better to be vile, than vile efteem’d, 
. When not to be, receives Reproach of Being 3 
And the juft Pleafure loft, which is fo deemed, 
Not by our Feeling, but by others Seeing. 
For why fhould others falfe: aduleerate Eyes, 
Give Salutation to my fportive Blood ? 
Or on my’Frailties, why are frailer Spies ; 
Which in their Wills count bad what I think good ? 
No, I am that I am, and they that level 
At my Abufes, reckon up their own ; 
I may be ftreight though they themfelves be bevel, 
By their rank Thoughts my Deeds muft not be fhown, 
Unlefs this general Evil they maintain, 
All Men are bad, and in their Badnefs reign. 





Upon the Receipt of a Table Book from 
his MiStrefs. 


HY¥ Gift, thy Tables, are within my Brain 
Full charatter’d with a lafting Memory, 

Which fhall above that idle Rank remain, 
Beyond all Date, evento Eternity. 
Or at the leaft, fo long as Brain and Heart 
Have Faculty by Nature to fubfift ; 
*Till each to raz’d Oblivion yield his Part 
Of thee, thy Record never can be mift. 
That poor Retention could not fo much hold, 


Nor need I Tallies thy dear Love to fcore: 
M 2 Therefore 
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Therefore to give them from me was I bold, 

To truft thofe Tables, that. recieve thee more. 
To keep an Adjunét to remember thee, 
Were to import Forgetfulnefs in me. 





A Vow. 


O Time ! thou fhalt not boaft, that I do change « 
Thy Pyramids, built up with newer Might, 

Tome are nothing novel, nothing ftrange ; 
They are but Dreflings of a former Sight. 
Our Dates are brief, and therefore we admire, 
What thou doft foift upon us that is Old, 
And rather make them born to our Defire, 
Than think, that we before have heard them fold. 
Thy Regifters and thee I both defie, 
Not wondririg at the Prefent nor the Paft, 
For thy Records, and what we fee doth lye, 
Made more or lefs by thy continual Hafte. 

This I do vow, and this fhall ever be ; 

I will be true difpight thy Sithe and thee. 





SE a 


Love's Safety. 


I’ my dear Love were but the Child of State 
It might for Fortune’s Baftard be unfathered : 
As fubjeé to Time’s Love, or to Time’s Hate, 
Weeds among Weeds,orFlowers withFlowers gather’d. 
No it was builded far from Accident, 
it fuffers not in fmiling Pomp, nor falls 

Under 
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Under the Blow of thralled Difcontent ; 
Whereto th’ inviting Time our Fafhion calls: 
It fears not Policy that Heretic, 
Which works on Leafes of fhort numbred Hours : 
But all alone ftands hugely Politick, (Showers. 
That it nor grows with Heat, nor drowns with 
To this 1 Witnefs call the Fools of Time, 
Which die for Goodnefs, who have liv’d for Crime. 








An Intreaty for her Acceptance. 


Ww ought to me I bore the Canopy, 
With my Extern the outward Honouring; 


Or laid great Bafes for Eternity, 
Which proves more fhort, than Wafte or Ruining ? 
Have I not feen Dwellerson Form and Favour, 
Lofe all, and more, by paying too much Rent 
For Compound-fweet, foregoing fimple savour ; 
Pitiful Thrivers in their Gazing {pent-. 
No, let me be ebfequious in thy Heart, 
And take thou my Oblation, poor, but free, 
Which is not mixt with Seconds, knows no Art, 
But mutual render, only me for thee. 
Hence thou fubborn’d J#former,a true Soul, 
When moft impeacht, ftands leaft in thy Controul. 








Upon her playing on the Virginals. 


Ow oft when thou thy Mufick, Mufick play’ft, 
Upon that bleffed Wood, whofe Motion founds 
MI 3) With 
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With thy fweet Fingers, when thou gently fway’ft 
The wity Concord, that mine Ear confounds ; 
Dol envy thofe Jacks, that nimble leap, 
To kifs the tender Inward of thy Hand, : 
Whilft my poor Lips, which fhould that Harveft reap, 
At the Wood’s Boldnefs by thee blufhing ftand. 
To be fo tickled they would change their State, 
And Situation with thofe dancing Chips, 
O’ex whom thy Fingers walk with gentle Gate, 
Making dead Wood more bleft than living Lips. 
Since faucy Jacks fo happy are in this, 
Give them thy Fingers,’ me thy Lips to kifs, 


3 














Immoderate Luft. 


‘Fr Expence of Spirit in a Wafte of Shame, 

Is Luftin Aétion, and till AGion, Luft 

Is perjur’d, murd’rous, bloody, fall of Blame, 

Savage, extream, rude, cruel, not to truft, 

Anjoy’d no fooner, but defpifed ftreight, 

Paft Reafon hunted, and no fooner had 

Paft Reafon hated as a fwallowed Bait 

On purpofe laid to make the Taker mad. 

Mad in Purfuit and Pofleffion fo; 

Had, having, and ia queft, to have extreams 

A Blifs in Proof, and prov’d, and very Woe, 

Before a Joy propos'd, behind a Dream. , 
All this the World well knows,yet none knows well, 
To thua the Haven, that leads Men to this Hell. 


In 
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In praife of her Beauty tho’ black. 


N the old Age Black was not counted fair, 
Or if it were it bore not Beauties Name: 

But now is Black Beauties fucceflive Heir, 
And Beauty flander’d with a Baftard Shame 3 
For fince each Hand hath put ‘on Nature’s Power, 
Fairing the Foul with Art’s falfe borrow’d Face, 
Sweet Beauty hath no Nameno holy Bower, 
But is prophan’d, if not, lives in Difgrace. 
Therefore my Miftrefs Eyes are Raven black, 
Her Eyes fo futed, that they Mourners feem, 
At fuch who not born fair no Beauty lack, 
Slandering Creation with a falfe Efteem, 

Yet fo they mourn becoming of their Woe, 

That every Tongue fays Beauty fhou’d look fo. 


My Miftrefs Eyes are nothing like the Sun ; 

Coral is far more red, than her Lips red. 

If Snow be white, why then ‘her Breafts are dun ; 

If Hairs be Wires, black Wires grow on her Head 5 

Ihave feen Rofes, Damask, red and white, 

But no fuch Rofes fee | in her Cheeks; 

And in fome Perfumes is there more Delight, 

Then in the Breath, that from my Miftrefs reeks. 

I love to hear her fpeak, yet weil I know, 

That Mofick hath a far more pleafing Sound. 

I grant I never faw a Goddels go, 

My Mitftrefs when fhe walks treads on the Ground. 
And yet, by Heaven, I think my Love as rare, 
As any fhe beli?d with falfe Compare. 


Thou art as Tiranous, yes fo thou art, 

As thofe whofe Beauties proudly make them cruel; 

For well thou know’ft, to my dear doting Heart, 
M 4 Thou 
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Thou art the faireft, and moft precious Jewel ; 
Yet in good Faith fome fay, that thee behold, 
Thy Face hath not the Power to make Love groan. 
To fay they err Igdire not be fo bold, 
Altho’ I {wear it to» my felf alone. 
And to be fure, that is not talfe I fwear, 
A thoufand Groans but thinking on thy Face, 
One on another’s Neck do witnefs bear, 
Thy Black is faireft in my Judgment’s Place. 
Ia nothing art thou black fave in thy Deeds, 
And thence this Slander, as I think, proceeds. 


Thine Byes I love, and they, as pitying me, 
Knowing thy Heart torments me with Difdain, 
Have put on black, and loving Mourners be, 
Looking with pretty Ruth upon my Pain. 
And truly not the Morning San of Heaven 
Better becomes the grey Cheeks of th’ Eaft ; 
Nor that full Star, that ufhers in the Even, 
Doth half that Glory to the fober Weft, 
As thofe two mourning Byes become thy Face. 
O! let it then as well befeem thy Heart 
To mourn for me, fince mourning doth thee grace, 
And fate thy Pity like in every Part. 

Then willl fwear Beauty her felf is black, 

And all they foul, that thy Complexion lack. 








Unkind Abufe. 


| eres! that Heart, that makes my Heart to groan 

For thatdeep Wound it gives my Friend and me. 

Pt not enough to torture me alone, 

But Slave to Slavery my fweeteft Friend muft be? 
Me 
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Me from my felf thy cruel Eye hath taken; 
And my next felf thou harder haft ingrofleds 
Of him, my felf, and thee Iam forfaken, 
A Torment thrice three-fold thu3 to be crofled.. 
Prifon my Heart in thy fteel Bofom’s Ward ; 
But then my Friends Heart let my poor Heart bail; 
Who e’er keeps me, let my Heart be his Guard, 
Thou canft not then ufe Rigor in my Jail. 
And yet thou wilt, for I being pent in thee, 
Perforce am thine, and all that isin me. 


So now Ihave confeft, that he is thine, 
And I my felf am Morgag’d to thy Will ; 
My felf (ll forfeit, fo that other mine, © | 
Thou wilt reftore to me my Comfort ftill. 
But thou wilt not, nor he will not be free ; 
For thou art Covetous, and heis Kind, 
He learned ‘but Surety-like to write for me 
Onder that Bond, that him as faft doth bind. 
The Statute of thy Beauty thou wilt take, 
Thou, Ufurer that put ft forth all to Ufe, 
And Suea Friend, came Debtor for my fake, 
So him llofe through my unkind Abufe. 
Him have I loft, thou haft both him and me; 
He pays the whole, and yet I am not free. 





Love-Sutt. 


AV epee hath her With, thou haft thy WU, 
And Willtoo boot, and Win over-plus, 
More than enough am I, that vex thee ftill, 
To thy fweet Will making addition thus. 
Wilt thou, whofe Will is large and fpacious, 
: Not 





= ee 


SSS ee es 


= 


Sas 


= 


yf wie 
Ley jit 
Paty | Rae 
” 
) bt ’ ul 
had bi 
ih | a 
aa yh) 
| 
ah j 
Rint +P 
, + Fy 
i | i 
kj , 
ie La 
cae | he 
r ie | : i 
9 iw | 
eal ar 
iat. | ele 
oie | ee 
Veil 
Dy 
y th 
a! ; | Tau 
mee), | BAIR 
4, 
srt | ® 
AY i 
1% ayy 
We, t/t } 
aa OP 
Nike Thee 
ul i 
yer \ 
Wath ii 
st : 
bt By t 
y “ai 
alt 
A | omy 
; my | BM ieely 
he aa Wy ie 
Math | at 
eat | { 
Bet) wa 
} } 
oa i 
ieee | Be il ia 
ne b Mi } 
; alll a) 
} j ; 
ith { 
iy a | 
i | } 
} fe 
a ’ i 
x | a} 
hati 
1) } 
iil! ti 
ee. 
% 
* 
\j \ 
‘ : 
+ i b 
' wun 
- ty 
alti 
a 
na 
a iy Hh 
/ mS 
| 
’ My ’ 
} hp 
; iH 
¢ \ i) 
t Mit | 
MM J an 
tt hi 
tae | 
Aud A; 
al i} . it 
i Dev 
| 
“ h Shape 
i} f 
TR Ti 
‘| 
mae | ihe 
an ] 
: ‘ 
4 § 
tit : 
‘ 
Oe ah 
“4 
33th | 
} 
: 
A 4 ’ 
) 
Bh 
| 
7! - 
f } 
ath t 
ne 
H ia 
ra | is 
Mer , ) 
BLT eh 
Va 
a 
} 
4 vil 
LI } 





—— 


186 Poems o# feveral QOccafons. 


Not once vouchfafe to hide my Will in thine ? 

Shall Wiil in others feem right | gracious, 

And in my Will no fair.Acceptaace fhine ? 

The Sea all, Water, yet receives Rain ftill, 

And in Abundance addeth to his store, 

So thou being rich in Will, add to thy Wil 

One Wiil of mine to make thy large Will more. 
Let no unkind, no fair Befeechers kill,  - 
Think all but one,.and me in that one Wil. 


If thy Soul check thee, that Icome fo near 5 
Swear to thy blind Soul, that | wasthy Wid, 
And Will thy Soul knows is admitted there, 
Thus far for Love, my Love-fuit fweet fufil, 
Will, will fulfil the Treafure of thy Love ; 
I fill i¢ fall with VVills, and my VVill one ; 
In things of great receipt with eafe we prove, 
Among a. Number one is, reckon’d none. 
Then in the Number let.me pafs untold, 
Tho’ in thy Stores Account I one. muaft be ; 
For nothing hold me, fo it pleafe thee hold 
That Nothing-me, a Some-thing fweet to thee. 
Make but my Name thy Love, and love that ftill, 
And then thou loveft me, for my Name is Wil. 


Hits Heart wounded by her Eye. 


ou blind Fool Love, what doft thou to mine Eyes, 
That they behold aad fee not what they fee? 
They know what Beauty is, fee where it lies, 
Yet what the belt is, take the worflt to be. 
If Eyes, corrapt by over-partial Looks, 
Be anchor’d ia the Bay where all Mea ride, 
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Why of Eyes falfhood haft thou forged Hooks, 
Whereto the Judgment of my Heart is ty’d ? 
Why fhould my Heart think, that a feveral Plot, 
Which my Heart knows the wide. World’s common 
Or mine Eyes feeing this, fay this is not (Place ? 
To put fair Truth upon fo fon! ‘a Face ; 
In things right true my Heart and Eyes have err’d, 
And to this falfe Plague are they now transferr’d. 


O! call not me to juftifie the Wrong, 
That thy Unkindnefs lays upon my Heart ! 
Wound me not with thine Bye but with thy Tongue. 
Ufe Power with Power, and flay me not by “Art ; 
Tell me thou lov’ft elfe-where ; but in my Sight, 
Dear Heart forbear to glance thine Eye afide. 
What needft thou wound with Cunning when thy 
{s more, than my o’er-preft Defence can bide ? (Might 
Let me excufe thee, ah! my Love well knows, 
Fler pretty Looks have been my Enemies, 
And therefore from my Face fhe turns my Foes, 
That they elfe-where might dart their Injuries. 

Yet do not fo, but fince 1am near flain, 

Kill me out-right with Looks, and rid my Pain, 


Be Wife as thou art Cruel, do not prefs 

My Tongue-ty’d Patience with too much Difdain: 
Leaft Sorrow lend me Words and Words exprefs, 
The Manner of my Pity-wanting Pain. 

If I might teach thee Wit better it were, 

Though not to love, yet love to tell me fo, 

As tefty Sick-men when their Deaths be near, 
No News but Health from their Phyficians know. 
For if I fhould Defpair I fhould grow mad, 

And in my Madnefs might fpeak ill of thee, 

Now this ill-wrefting World is grown fo bad, 
Mad Slanderers by mad Ears believed be. 


That 
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That I may not be fo, nor thou bely’d, (wide: 
Bear thine Byes ftraight, tho’ thy proud Heart go 








A Proteftation. 


NI Faith Ido not love thee with mine Eyes, 
For they in thee a thoufand Errors note ; 

But ’tis my Heart, that loves what they defpife, 
Who in defpight of View is pleas’'d to dote. 
Nor are mine Hars with thy Tongues Tune delighted; 
Nor tender feeling to bafe Touches prone; 
Nor Tafte, nor Smell; defire to be invited 
To any fenfual Feaft with thee alone. 
But my five Wits, nor my five Senfes can 
Difwade one foolifh Heart from ferving thee, 
VVho leaves anfway’d the Likenefs of a Man . 
Thy proud Heart’s Slave and vaflal VVretch to be: 

Only my Plague thus far I count my Gain, 

That fhe that makes me fin, rewards me Pain. 


Love is my Sin, and my dear Vertue Hate; 

Hate, of Sin, grounded on finful Loving. 

O.! but with mine, compare thou thine own Sate, 
And thou fhalt find it merits not reproving 35 
Orif itdo, not from thofe Lips of thine, 

That have Prophan’d their Scarlet Ornaments, 
And feal’d falfe Bonds of Love as oft as mine, 
Rob’d others Beds Revenues of their Rents. 

Be it Lawful I Love thee, as thou lov’ft thofe, 
VVhom thine Byes woe, as mine importune thee. 
Root Pity in thy Heart, that when it grows, 

Thy Pity may deferve to pity’d be. r 
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If thou doft feek to have what thou doft hide, 
By felf Example may’ft thou be deny’d. 





An Allufion. 


Tso as a careful Hufwife runs to catch 
One of her feather’d Creatures broke away, 
Sets down her Babe and makes all fwift Difpatch, 
In purfuit of the Thing fhe would have ftay: 
Whilft her neglected Child holds her in Chace, 
Cries to catch her, whofe bufie Care is bent, 
To follow that, which flies before her Face, 
Not prifing her poor Infant’s Difcontent ; 
So runft thou after that which flies from thee, 
Whilft Ithy Babe chafe thee a-far behind ; 
But if thou catch thy Hope turn back to me, 
And play the Mother’s Part, kifs me, be kind. 
So will I pray that thou may’ft have thy W:/, 
If thou turn back, and my loud crying ftill. 








Life and ‘Death. 


Hofe Lips, that Love’s own Hand did make, 
Breath’d forth the Sound, that faid I hate, 
To me that languifht for her Sake. 
But when fhe faw my woful State, 
Strait in her Heart did Mercy come, 
Chiding that Tongue, that ever fweet, 
Was us’d in giving gentle Doom, 
And taught i¢ thus a-new to greet. + 
ate 
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I hate fhe altered with an. End, 

That follow’d it as gentle Day, 

Doth follow Night, who like a Fiend, 

From Heaven to Hell is flown away: 
I hate, from Hate away fhe threw, 
And fav’d my Life, faying not you. 








A Confideration of Death. 


Oor Soul, the Center of my finful Earth, 

My finful Earth thefe rebel Powers,that thee aray,; 
Why doft thou pine within and fuffer Dearth, 
Painting thy outward Walls in coftly Gay ? 

Why fo large Coft, having fo fhort a Leafe, 

Doft thou upon thy fading Manfion fpend ? 

Shall Worms ; Inheritors of this Excefs, 

Eat up thy Charge ? Is this thy Body’s End ? 

Then Soul, live thou upon thy Servant’s Lofs 5 

And let that pine to aggravate thy Store. 

Buy Terms Divine in felling Hours of Drofs : 

Within be fed, without be rich no more. 
So fhalt thou feed on Death, that feeds on Men , 
And death once dead; there’s no more dying then. 











lth —~ 


Immoderate Paffion. 


Y Love is as a Fever longing ftill, u 
For that, which longe rnurfeth the Difeafe; 
Feeding on that, which doth preferve the Ill, 


Th’ uncertain fickly Appetite to pleafe. Mv 
y 
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My Reafon the Phyfiican to my Love, 

Angry, that his Prefcriptions are not kept, 

Hath left me, and I defperate now approve ; 

Defire is Death, which Phyfick did except. 

Paft Cure Tam, now Reafon is paft Cure; 

And frantick mad with ever-more unreft, 

My Thoughts and my Difcourfe as mad Mensare, 

At random from the Truth vainly expreft. 
For I have fworn thee fair,and thought thee bright. 
Who art as black as Hell, as dark as Night. 





Love's powerful Subtalty. 


Me ! what Eyes hath Love put in my Head, 
O Which have no Correfpondence with true Sight ! 
Or if they have, where is my Judgment fled, 
That cenfures falfly what they fee aright ? 
Uf that be fair whereon my falfe Eyes dote, 
What means the World to fay it is not fo ? 
if it be not, then Love doth well denote, 
Love’s Bye is not fo true as all Mens. No, 
How can it ? O how can Love’s Bye be true, 
That is fo vext with Watching and with Tears ? 
No marvel then, though I miftake my View ; 
The Sun it felf fees not, til] Heaven clears. 
O cunning Love, with Tears thou keepft me blind, 
Leaft Eyes well feeing thy foul Faults fhould find. 


Can’ft thou, O! cruel, fay I love thee not, 

VVhen I againft. my felf with thee partake. 

Do I not think on thee when I forgor, 

Am of my ielf, all Tyrant for thy fake ? 

Who hateth thou, that do [call my Friend, 

On whom frown’ft thou, that Ido fawn upon. Nay 
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Nay if thou lowrft on me, do I not fpend 
Revenge upon my felf with prefent Moan ? 
What Merit do I in my felf refped, 
That is fo proud thy Service to defpife ? 
When all my beft doth worfhip thy Defed, 
Commanded by the Motion of thine Eyes. 
But, Love, hate on; for now [ know thy Mind, 
Thofe that can fee thou lov’ft, and I am blind. 


Oh! from what Power haft thou this powerful might, 
With Infufficiency my Heart to {way ? 
To make me give the Lye to my true Sight, 
And. fwear ? that Brightnefs doth not grace the Day ? 
Whence haft thou this becoming of things ill, 
That in the very refufe of thy Deeds, 
There is fuch Strength and Warrantife of Skill, 
7 hat in my Mind thy worft all befts exceeds? 
Who taught thee how to make me love thee more, 
The more I hear and fee juft chufe of Hate? 
Oh! tho’ I love what others do abhor, 
With others thou fhould’ft not abhor my State. 
~ Jf thy Unworthinefs rais’d Love in me, 

More worthy I to be belov’d of thee. 





Retaltation. 


O oft have I invok’d thee for my Mufe, 
And found fuch fair Affiftance in my Verfe, 

As every Alien Pen hath got my Ufe, 

And under thee their Poefie difperfe. 
Thine Eyes that taught the Dumb on high to fing, 
And heavy Ignorance aloft to fly, 

Have added Feathers to the Learned’s Wing A i 

n 
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And given Grace a double Majefty ; 

Yet be moft proud of that, which I compile, 

VVhofe" Influence is thine, and born of thee. — 

In others VVorks thon doft but mend the Stile, 

And Arts with thy fweet Graces graced be; 
Bot thou art all my Art, and doft advance 
As high as Learning, my rude Ignorance, 


VVhilft I alone did call upon thy Aid, 

My Verfe alone had all thy gentle Grace; 

But now my gracious Numbers are decay’d, 

And my fick Mufe doth give another Place. 

I grant (fweet Love) thy lovely Argument 

Deferves the Travel of a worthier Pen; 

Yet what of thee thy Poet doth invent, 

He robs thee of, and pays it thee again ; 

He lends thee Vertue, and he Role that VVord, 

From thy Behaviour. Beauty doth he give 

And found it in thy Check. He can efford 

No Praife to thee, but what in thee doth live. 
Then thank him not for that, which he doth fay, 
Since what he owes thee, thou thy felf doft pay. 





Sun Set. 


4 time of Year thou may’ft in me behold, 

VVhen yellow Leaves, or none, or few do hang 

Upon thofe Boughs, which fhake againft the Cold, 

Bare ruin’d Quires, where late the fweet Birds fang. 

In me thou feeft the Twi-lights of fuch Day, 

As after Sun-fet fadeth in the VVett, 

VVhich by and by black Night doth take away, 

Death’s fecond felf that feals up all in Reft. 
N In 
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In me thou feet the Glowing of fuch Fire, 
That on the Afhes of his Youth doth lie, 
As the Death-bed whereon it muft expire, 
Confam’d with that, which it was nourifh’d by. 
Tis thou. perceiv ft, which makes thy Love more 
{trong 
To love that well, which thou muft leave e’er long. 


Thy Glafs will fhew thee how thy Beauties were; 
Thy Dial how thy precious, Minutes watte ; 
The vacant Leaves thy Mind’s Imprint will bare, 
And of -this.Book, this Learning may {t thou tafte. 
The VVrinkles, which thy Glafs will truly fhow, 
Of mouthed Graves will give the Memory. 
Thou by thy Dial’s fhady Stealth may ft know, 
Times theevith Progrefs to Eternity. 
Look what thy Memory cannot contain, 
Commit to thefe wafte Blacks, and thou fhalt find, 
Thofe Childrea nurft, deliver’d from thy Brain, 
To take anew Acquaintance of thy Mind. 

Thefe Offices fo oft as thou wilt look, 

Shall profit thee, and much inrich thy’ Book. 


ell 
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A Monument to Fame. 





TOt mine own Fears, nor the prophetick Soul 
Of the wide World, dreaming on things tocome, 
Can yet the Leafe of my true Love controul, 
Suppos’d as Forfeit to a confind Doom. 
The mortal Moon hath her Eclipfe endur’d 
Aud the fad Augurs mock their own Prefage: 
'scertainties now crown themfelves affur’d, 
Aud Peace proclaims Olives of endlefs Age. 
Now 
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Now with the Drops of this moft balmy time, 
My Love looks frefh, and Death, to me fubfcribes ; 
Since Spight of him [ll live in this poor Rime, 
While he infults o’er dull and fpeechlefs Tribes. 
And thou in this fhalt find thy Monument, 
When TyrantsCrefts and Tombs of Brafs are fpent. 


What’sin the Brain, that Ink may Character, 
Which hath not figur’d to thee my true Spirit ? 
What’s new to fpeak, what now to regifter, 
That may exprefs.my Love, or thy dear Merit ? 
Nothing, fweet Love, but yet like Prayers divine, 
I muft‘each Day fay over the very fame; 
Counting no old thing old, thou mine, I thine, 
Even as when firft I hallow’d thy fair Name. 
So that eternal Love, in Loves frefh Cafe, 
Weighs not the Duft and Injuries of Age, 
Nor gives to neceflary Wrinkles Place, 
But makes Antiquity for aye bis Page, 
Finding the firft Conceit of Love there bred, 
Where Time and outwardForm would fhew it dead. 





Perjury. 


Liv is too young to know what Confcience is, 
Yet who knows not Confcience is born of Love ? 
Then gentle Cheater urge not my Amifs, 

Leaft guilty of my Faults thy fweet felf prove. 
For thou betraying me, I do betray 

My nobler Part to my grofs Body’s Treafon. 
My Soul doth tell my Body that he may, 

Triumph in Love, Flefh ftays no farther Reafon ; 


But, rifing at thy Name doth point out thee, 
N 2 As 
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As his triumphant Prize, proud of this Pride, 
He is contented thy poor Drugdeto be, 
To ftand in thy Affairs, fall by thy Side. 
No want of Confcience hold it that I call, 
Her Love, for whofe dear LoveI rife and fall. 


In loving thee thou know’ft I am forfworn, 

But thou art twice forfworn to me Love {wearing : 

In A& thy Bed-vow broke and new Faith torn, 

In Vowing new Hate after new Love bearing. 

But why of two Oaths Breach do IJ accufe thee 

VVhen I break twenty ? I am Perjur’d moft, 

For all my Vows are Oaths but to mifufe thee : 

And all my honeft Faith in thee is loft. 

For I have fworn deep Oaths of thy deep Kindnefs : 

Oaths of thy Love, thy Truth, thy Conftancy ; 

And to enlighten thee gave Eyes to Blindnefs ; 

Or made them fwear againft the thing they fee. 
For I have {worn thee fair: more perjur’d Eye, 
To Swear againft the Truth fo foul a Lie. 








The Tale of Cephalus and Procris. 


Eneath Hymetus Hill, well cloath’d with Flowers, 
A holy Well her foft Springs geatly Powers. 

Where ftands a Cops, in which the Wood Nymphs 
(No Wood) itrather feemsa flenderGrove. (fhrove, 
The humble Shrubs and Bufhes hide the Grafs, 
Here Lawrel, Rofemary, here Mirtil was. 
Here grew thick Box, and Tam’rix, that excells, 
And made a meer Confufion of fweet Smells: 
The Triffoly, the Pine ; and on this Heath | 
Stands many a Plant that feels cool Zephirs breath. 


Here 
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Here the young Cephalus, tyr’d in the Chace, 

Us’d his Repofe and Reft alone t’ embrace ; 

And where he fat, thefe Words he would repeat, 

Come Air, fweet Air, come cool my Heat! 

Come gentle Air, I never will forfake thee, 

Il] hug thee thus, and in my Bofom take thee. 

Some double dutious Tel-tale hapt to hear this, 

And to his jealous Wife doth ftraight-way bear this. 

Which Procris hearing, and with all the Name 

Of Air, (fweet Air) which he did oft proclaim, 

She ftands confounded, and amaz’d with Grief, 

By giving this fond Tale too found Belief. 

And looks, as do the Trees by Winter. nipt, 

Whom Froft and Cold, 6f Fruit and Leaves half ftript. 

She bends like Corveil, when too rank it grows, 

Or when the ripe Fruits clog the Quince-tree Boughs. 

But when fhe comes t’ her felf, fhe tares 

Her Garments, her Eyes, her Cheeks, and Hairs ; 

And then fhe ftarts, and to her Feet applies her, 

Then to the Woods (ftark._ Wood) in rage fhe hies her. 

Approaching fome-what near her Servants they — 

By her Appointment in a Valley ftay, 

Whilft fhe alone with creeping Paces fteals 

To take the Srumpet, whom her Lord conceals. 

What mean ft thou Procris inthefe Groves to hide thee? 

What rage of Love doth to this Madnefs guide thee ? 

Thou hop’ft the Air he calls, in all her Bravery 

Will ftraight approach, and thou fhalt fee theirKuavery? 

And now again it irks her to be there, 

For fuch a killing Sight her Heart will tear. 

No Truce can with her troubled Thoughts difpence, 

She would not now be there, nor yet be thence. 

Behold the Place, her jealous Mind foretels, 

Here do they ufe to meet, and no where elfe : 

The Grafs is laid, and fee their true impreflion, _ 

Even here they lay! 1, here was their Ten 
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A Body’s Print fhe faw, it was his Seat, 

Which makes her faint Heart ’gainft her Ribs to beat. 
Phebus the lofty Eaftern Hill had feal’d, 

And all moift Vapoars from the Barth exhald. 
Now in his Noon-tide point he fhineth bright, 

It was the middle Hour, ’twixt Noon and Night. 
Behold young Cephalus draws tothe Place, 

And with the Fountain Water fprinks his Face : 
Procris is hid, upon the Grafs he lies, 

And come {weet Zephir, come {weet Air he cries. 
She fees her Error now from where he ftood, 
Her Mind returns to her, and her frefh Blood ; 
Among the Shrubs and Briers fhe moves and ruftles, 
And the injurious Boughs away fhe juitles, 
Intending, ashe lay, there to repofe him, 

Nimbly to run, and in her Arms inclofe him. 

He quickly cafts his Eye upon the Buth, 

Thinking therein fome favage Beaft did rufh; 

His Bow he bends, and a keen Shaft he draws 5 
Unhappy Man, what doft thou? Stay and paufe, 
It is no brute Beaft thou would’ft reave of Life ; 
O!Manunhappy / thou haft flain thy Wife ! 

Oh ! Heaven, fhe cries, Oh! help me, Jam flain 5 
Still doth thy Arrow in my VVound remain, 

Yet though by timelefs. Fate my Bones here lie, 

It glads me moft, that I, no Cuck-quean die. 

Her Breith (thus in the Arms fhe moft affected,) 
She breaths into the Air (before fufpeaed) 

The whilft he lifts her Body from the Ground, 
And with his Tears doth wath her bleeding Wound. 


Cupia’s 
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Cupid’s Treachery. 
’ 


‘ 
Upid laid by his Brand~and fell afleep, 
A Maid of Dian’s this Advantage tound, 
And his love-kindling Fire did quickly fteep 
In acold Vally-Fountain of that Ground: 
Which borrow’d from his holy Fire of Love, 
A datelefs lively Heat ftill to endure, | 
And grew a feething Bath which yet Men prove, 
Againft ftrange Malladies a foveraign Cure. 
But at my Miftrefs Eye Love’s Brand new fired, 
The Boy for Trial needs would touch my Breatt ; 
I fick with all the Help of Bath defired, 
And thither heied a fad diftemper'd Gueft. 
But found no Cure, the Bath «for my help lies, 
Where Cupid got new Fire my Miftrefs Byes. 


The little Love-God lying once a fleep, 
Laid by his Side his Heartin flaming Brand, 
Whilf many Nymphs that vow’d chaft Life to keep, 
Came tripping by, but in her maiden Hand, | 
The faireft Votary took up that Fire, 
Which many Legions of true Hearts had warm’d 5 
And fo the General of hot Dettre, 
Was fleeping by a Virgin Hand difarm’d. 
This Brand fhe quenched in a cool Well by, 
Which from Love’s Fire took Heat perpetual, 
Growing a Bath and heathful Remedy, 
For Men difeas’d, but I my Miftrefs thrall, 
Came there forCure, and this by that I prove, 
Love’s Fire heats Water, Water cools not Love. 


N A That 
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That Menelaus was the Caufe of bts 


own W, Tongs. 


Hen Menelaus from his Houfe is gone, 
Poor Hellen is afraid to lie alone; 

And to allay thefe Fears (lodg’d in her Breaft) 
Jn her warm Bofom fhe receives her Gueft. 
What Madnefs was this? Afenelaus, fay 
Thou art Abroad whilft in thy Houfe doth ftay 
Under the felf-fame Roof, thy Gueft, and Love ? 
Mad-man unto the Hawk thou trufts the Dove. 
And who but fuch a Gull, would give to keep 
Unto the Mountain Woolf, full Folds of Sheep ? 
Fellen is blamelefs, fois Paris too, 
And did what thou, or I my felf would do. 
The Fault is thine, I tell thee to thy Face, 
By limiting thefe Lovers, Time and Place. 
From thee the Seeds of all thy Wrongs are grown, 
Whofe Counfels have they follow’d, but thine own ? 
(Alack) what fhould they do ? Abroad thou art, 
At Home thou leaveft thy Gueft to play thy Part. 
To lie alone, the poor Queen is afraid, 
In the next Room an Amorous Stranger ftaid. 
Her Arms are ope to embrace him, he falls in, 
And Paris I acquit thee of the Sin. 


And in another Place fomewhat refembling thi. 


Orefires liked, but not loved dearly 

Hermione, vill he had loft her clearly. 

Sad Adenelaus, why doft thou lament 

Thy late Mifhap? I prethee be content. 

Thou know’ft the amorons Helen fair and {weet ; 
And yet without her didft thou fail to Creet ; ‘i 
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And thou waft blithe, and merry all the VVay; 
But when thou faw’ft fhe was the Trojans Prey ; 
Then waft thou mad for her, and for thy Life, 
Thou canft not now one Minute want thy Wife. 
So ftout Achilles, when his lovely Bride, 

Brifew, was difpos’d to great Atrede. 

Nor was he vainly mov’d, -Artrides too, 

Offer’d no more, than he of Force muft do. 

I fhould have done as much, to fet her free ; 
Yet I (Heaven knows) am not fo wife as he. 








Vutrcan ws Jupiter’s Smith, an excel- 
lent Workman, on whom the Poets father many 
rare Works, among which I find this one. 


Mars avd VENUS. 


His Tale is blaz’d thro’Heav’n,how once unware, 
Venus and Mars were took in Vulcan’s Snare. 
The God of War doth in his Brow difcover 
The perfe& and true Pattern of a Lover. 
Nor could the Goddefs Vexus be fo cruel 
To deny Mars (foft Kindnefs is a Jewel 
In any Woman, and becomes her well) 
In this the Queen of Love doth moft excel. 
(Oh Heaven !) how often have they mockt and flouted 
The Smith’s Polt-foot (whilft nothing he mifdoubted) 
Made Jefts of him, and his begrimed Trade ; 
And his fmoog’d Vifage, black with Cole-duft made. 
Mars, tickled with loud Laughter, when he faw 
Venus like Vulcan limp, to halt and draw 
One Foot behind another, with {weet Grace, 
To counterfeit his lame uneven Pace. ‘ech 
er 
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Their Meetiags firft-the Lovers hide with Fear 
From every jealous Eye, and captious Bar. 

The God of VVar, and Love’s lafcivious Dame, 

In publick View were fall of bafhful Shame. 

But the Sun fpies, how this fweet Pair agree, 

(Oh what bright Phebus, can be hid from thee ?) 
The Sua both fees and blabs the Sight forthwith, 

And in all poft he fpeeds to tell the Smith. 

(Oh Sun ') what bad Examples doft thou fhow ? 
VVhat thou in fecret feeft muft all Men know ? 

For Silence, ask a Bribe from her fair Treafure 5 
She'll grant thee that fhall make thee {well with Pleafure. 
The God, whofe Face is {moog’d with Smoke and Fire, 
Placeth about their Bed a Net of Wyar ; 

So quaintly made, that it deceives the Bye- 

Strait (as he feigns) to Lemnos he muft hie ? 

The Lovers meet, where he the Train hath fet, 

And both lie faft catcht in a wiery Net > 

He calls the Gods, the Lovers naked fprall, 

And cannot rife; the Queen of Love fhews all. 

Mars chafes, aad Venus weeps, neither can flinch, 
Grappled they lie, in vain they kick and wince. 

Their Legs are one within another tide ; 
Their Hands fo faft, that they can nothing hide. 
Amongft thefe high Spectators, one by chance, 
That faw them naked in this pitfall Dance : 

Thus to himfelf faid. If it tedious be, 

Good God of War, beftow thy Place on me. 








T he Hiftory bow the Minotaur was begat. 


DA of Cxdars, and tall Trees ftand full, 
fi Where fed the Glory of :the Herd a Ball 


Snow< 


- 








PoEMS on feveral Occafons. 202 


Snow-white fave ’twixt his Horns one Spot there grew 
Save that one Stain ; he was of Milky hew. 

This fair Steer did the Heifers of the Groves 
Defire to bear as Prince of all the Droves. 

But moft Pafiphae with adulterous Breath, 

Envies the wanton Heifers to the Death. 

>Tis faid, that for this Bull the doting Lafs, 

Did ufe to crop young Boughs, and mow frefh Grafs, 
Nor was the Amorous Cretaz Queen afeard, 

To grow a kind Companion to the Herd. 

Thus through the Champian fhe is madly born 
And a wild Bull, to A4inos gives the Horn. 

°Tis not for Bravery He can love or loath thee, 
Then why Pafiphae doft thou richly cloath thee ? 
Why fhould’ft thou thus thy Face and Looks prepare ? 
What makeft thou with thy Glafs ordering thy Hair ? 
Unlefs thy Glafs could make thee feem a Cow ; 
But how can Horns grow on that tender Brow ? 
if Atinos pleafe thee, no Adulterer feek thee ; 

Or if thy Husband Zines do not like thee, 

But thy lafcivious Thoughts are ftill increas’d, 
Deceive him with a Man, not witha Beatt. 

Thus by the Queen the wild Woods are frequented, 
And leaving the King’s Bed, fhe is contented 

To ufe the Groves, born, by the Rage of Mind, 
Even as a Ship with a full Eaftern Wind. 

Some of thefe Strumpet Heifers the Queen flew, 
Her fmoaking Altars their warm Bloods imbrew, 
Whilft by the facrificing Prieft fhe ftands, 

And gripes their trembling Entrails in her Hands: 
At length, the Captain of the Herd beguil’d, 
With a Cows skin, by curious Art compil’d, 

The longing Queen obtains her full Defire, 

Andin her Infant’s Form berays the Sire: 


T his 


; 
' 

: 

‘ t 

‘be 
{ 

/ 

pe 

+} 

{ 

A 

t 

tt ‘ 

oP y 

ee 

ai 
1} 

1 

a 

\ 

We a 
nth 
he 

vif, 

ae 

j fi 
vals 
A 

eat 

ae Vile 

i aie 
HAE 
Die pt 

1 
anit) 

4 

V 

Na a 

A ie 

} all 

; | 

i; ‘ ite 

THY} 

J 
1h 

1 ai : 

j 
him! |)! ; 
in| 

f 

Wie 

De | 

Beery | thy a 

} i) ity} 
1 A Be 
Pe Lith 

i 
it} 

1 

H | ‘ 

et lt 

Oy Ae 

1 a 

; vil 

ny eich 

il a | 

Bt | 

iy 


7 SS SS=s 


a er mn 
— —— 2-2-7352 —- = 
- eee L—- 





ae Sata 

a ee = ies Phas fae - —= a — c = == Ss — 

SS See SS SS a a ee — 
= 3; = Seri ae — = - = ees ee 





ths 
i 


ue 
A 
ua 
{0 
Uk a 
ii 
Ms, )? y 
ee iD 
iF ue - 
Ra his 
Wy 
if 
‘| 
q | 


— 
204 Pox:m's on feveral Octafons. 


This Minotaure, when he same to growth, was 
inclos’d in the Labrinth, which was made by 


the curious Arts-majfter Dedalus, . whofe Tale 
likewife we thus purfue. | 


Hen Dedalus the Labrinth had built, 

In which t’include the Queen Pafiphaes Guilt, 
And that the time was now expir’d full, 
To inclofe the 4sotaure half Man, half Bull : 
Kneeling he fays juft A4snos end my Moans 
And let my Native Soil intomb my Bones : 
Or if, dread Sovereign, t deferve no Grace, 
Look with a pitious Bye on my Son’s Face. i 
And grant me leave from whence we are exil’d, 
Or pity me if you deny my Child. | 
This and much more he fpeaks, but all in. vain, 
The King, both Son and Father. will detain, 
Which he perceiving fays : Now, now, "tis fit, 
To give the World Caufe to admire my Wit, 
Both Land and Sea, are watcht by Day and Night, . 
Nor Land nor Sea lies open to our Flight, 
Only the Air remains ; then let us try, 
To cut a Paflage thro’ the Air and fly- 
ove be aufpicious in my Enterprize, 
I covet not to mount above the Skies: 
But make this Refuge, fince I can prepare 
No Means to fly, my Lord, but thro’ the Air, 
Make me immortal, bring me to the Brim 
Of the black Stigian, Water, Styx Pll fwim. 
Oh! human Wit, thou canft invent much Ill ? 
Thou fearcheft ftrange Arts, who would think by Skill, 
A heavy Man, like a light Bird fhou’d ftray, 


And thro’ the empty Ficavens find a Way? e 
e 





PoermMs om feveral Occafions. 205 


He placeth in juft Order all his Quills, 

Whofe Bottoms with refolved Wax he fills; 

Then binds them with a Line, and being faft tied 
He placeth them like Oars on either Side, ‘ 
The tender Lad the downy Feathers blew, 

And what his Father meant, he nothing knew. 
The Wax he faften’d, with the Strings he play’d 
Not thinking for his Shoulders they were made, : 
To whom his Father fpake (and then Jook’d pale) 
VVith thefe fwift Ships, weto our Land muft fail. 
All Paffages doth cruel Atinos ftop, 

Only the empty Air he ftill leaves ope. 
That VVay muft we; the Land and the rou 
Doth Minos bar, the Air he cannot keep. 
But in thy VVay beware thou fet no Eye 
On the Sign Virgo, nor Boetes high: 
Look not the black Orion in the Face, 
That fhakes his Sword, but juft with me keep Pace. 
Thy VVings are now in faftning, follow me, 

I will before thee fly, as thou fhalt fee 

Thy Father mount, or ftoop, fo I aread thee ; 
Make me thy Guard, and fafely I will lead thee. 
If we fhould foar too near great Phebus Seat, 

The melting VVax will not endure the Heat ; 

Or if we fly too near the humid Seas, 

Our moiften’d Wings we cannot fhake with Rafe. 
Fly between both, and with the Gufts, that rife, 
Let thy light Body fail amidft the Skies. 

And ever as his little Son he Charms, 

He fits the Feathers to his tender Arms : 

And fhews him how to move his Body light, 

As Birds firff teach their little young ones Flight. 
By this he calls to Counfel al] his Wits, 

And his own Wings unto his Shoulders fits, 
Being about to rife, he fearful quakes, 

And in this new way his faint Body fhakes. 
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Firft eer he took his Flight, he kifs’d his Son, 
Whilft by his Cheeks the brinifh Waters run. 
There was a Hillock not fo: towring tall, 

As lofty Mountains be, nor yet fo {mall 

To be with Valleys. even, andjyet a Hill ; 

From this thus both Attempt. their uncouth Skill. 
The Father moves his Wings, and with Refpect 
His Byes. upon his wandering Son. reflect. 

They bear a fpacious Courfe, and the apt Boy 
Fearlefs of Harm,,in his new tract doth joy, 
And flies more boldly. Now upon them looks 
The Fifhermen, that angle in.the Brooks, 

And with their Byes. caft upward, frighted ftand. 
By this is Samos Ifle on their left Hand, 

Upon the right Lebinthos they forfake, 

Ajlipalen and the Fifhy Lake. 

Shady Pachime full of Woods and;Groves. 
When the rafh Youth, too bold in ventring, roves; 
Lofeth his Guide, and takes his Flight fo high, 
That the foft Wax againft the Sun doth fry, 
And the Cords flip that kept the Feathers faff, 
So that his Arms have Power upon no Blatt. 

He fearfully from the high Clouds looks down, 
Upon the lower.Heavens, whofe curl’d Waves frown 
At his ambitious Height, and from the Skies 

He. fee black Night and Death before his Byes. 
Still melts the Wax, his naked Arms he fhakes, 
And thinking to catch hold, no hold he takes. 

But now the naked Lad down headlong, falls, 
And by the Way, he Father, Father calls, 
Help Father, help, I die, and as he {peaks, 
A violent Surge his Courfe of Language breaks. 
Th’ unhappy Father, but no Father now, 

Cries out aloud, Son Jcarus where art thou ? 
Where art thou Icarus, where doft thou fly ? 


Icarus where art ? When lo he may efpy | 
7 The 
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The Feathers fwim, aloud he doth exclaim, 
The Earth.his Bones, the Sea ftil] beans his Name. 





Achilles bas Concealment of his Sex 
in the Court of Lycomedes, 


O W from another World, doth, fail with Joy, 
A welcome Daughter tothe King of Troy. 
The whilft the Gracians are.already come, 
(Mov’d with that general wrong ’gainft Jina.) 
Achilles in a Smock his Sex doth fmother, 
And lays the blame upon his careful Mother. 
What mak’ft thou, great Achilles, teazing’ Wool), 
When Pallas ina Helm fhould.clafp thy Scull? 
What doth thefe Fingers with fine Threds of Gold? 
Which were more fita WarlikeShield to hold, 
Why fhould that right Hand, Rocke or Tow contain, 
By which the Trojan Heétor muft be flain ? 
Caft off thy loofe Veils, and thy Armour take, 
And in thy Hand the Spear of Palas fhake. 
Thus Lady-like he with a Lady lay, 
Till. what he was, her Belly muft bewray, 
Yet was fhe fore’d (fo fhould we all believe) 
Not to be fore’d fo, now, her Heart would grieve. 
When he fhould rifefrom-her, ftill would fhe cry, 
(For he had arm’d him, and his Rock laid by) 
And witha foft Voice fpeak: chiles ftay, 
It is too foon to rife, lie down I pray. 
And then the Man that fore’d her, fhe would Kis, 
What force (Deidemea) call you this ? 
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208 POEMS ow feveral Occafions: 


A Lover's Complaint. 


Rom off a Hill, whofe Concave Womb reworded 
A plaintful Story from a fiftring Vale, 
My Spirits t’ attend this double Voice accorded, 
And down laid to lift the fad tun’d Tale, 
Ber long efpied a fickle Maid full pale, 
Tearing of Papers, breaking Rings a twain, 
Storming her World with Sorrows Wind and Rain, 
Upon her Head a platted Hive of Straw, 
Which fortified her Vifage from the Sun, 
Whereon the thought might think fometime it faw 
The Carkafs of a Beatity {pent and done. 
Time had not fithed all, that Youth begun, 
Nor Youth all quit, but fpight of Heavens fell Rage, 
Some Beauty peept, through Lettice of fear’d Age. 
Oft did fhe heave her Napkin to her Eyne, . 
Which on it had conceited Characters : 
Laundring the filken Figures in the Brine, 
That feafon’d Woe had pelleted in Tears : 
And often reading what Contents it bears : 
As often fhriking undiftinguifh’d Woe, 
In Clamours of all Size both high and low. 
Sometimes her level’d Eyes their Carriage ride, 
As they did batt’ry to thefe Spheres intend : 
Sometimes diverted their poor Balls are ty’d, 
To th’ orbed Earth ; fometimes they do extend, 
Their view right on anon their Gazes lend 
To every Place at once and no where fixt, 
The Mind and Sight diftra&tedly commixt. 
Her Hair nor loofe nor ty’d in formal Plat, 
Proclaim’d in her acarelefs Hand of Pride : 
For fome untuck’d defcended her fhev’d Hat, 
Hanging her pale and pined Cheek befide, 
Some 
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Some in her threaden Fillet ftill did bide, 

And true to Bondage would not break from thence, 
Though flackly braided in lofe Negligence. 

A thoufand Favours froma Maund fhe drew, 

Of Amber, Chriftal, and of beded Jet; 

Which one by one fhe in a River threw, 

Upon whofe weeping Margent fhe was fet ; 

Like Ufury applying wet to wet; 

Or Monarchs Hands, that lets not Bounty fall, 
Where Want crys fome, but where Excefs begs all. 
Of folded Schedules had fhe many a one; 

Which fhe perus’d, figh’d, tore and gave the Flood ; 
Crack’d many a Ring of pofied Gold and Bone, 
Bidding them find their Sepulchers in Mud. 

Found yet moe Letters fadly pen’d in Blood, 
With fleided Silk, feat and affetedly 

Enfwath’d and feal’d to curious Secrecy. 

Thefe often bath’d fhe in her fluxive Eyes, 

And often Kifs'd, and often gave a Tear ; 

Cried, O falfe Blood ! thou Regifter of Lies, 

What unapproved Witnefs do’ft him bear / 

Ink would have feem’d more Black and Damned here ! 
This faid in Top of Rage the Lines fhe rents, 

Big Difcontent fo breaking their Contents. 

A Reverend Man,that Graz’d his Cattle nigh, 
Sometime a Blufterer, that the Ruffle knew 

Of Court of City, and had let go by, 

The {wifteft Hours obferved as they flew, 

Towards this afflifted Fancy faftly drew. 

And priviledg’d by Age, defires to know, 

In brief, the Grounds and Motives of her Woe ? 
So flides he down upon his grained Bat; 
And comely diftant fits he by her Side 
When he again defires her, being fat, 

Her Grievance with his Hearing to divide. 
If that from him there may be ought applied, 

O Which 
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Which may her fuffering Ecftafie affwage,’ 

’Tis promis’d in the Charity of Age. 

Father fhe fays, tho’ in me you behold | 

The Injury of many a blafting Hour, 

Let it not tell your Judgment I am Odds 2.1 

Not Age, but Sorrow, over me hath Power. 

I might as yet have been a fpreading Flower, 

Frefh to my felf, if I had felf applied 

Love to my felf, and to no Love befide. 

But woe is me? too early I attended 

A youthful Suit it was to gain my Grace. 

O/ one by Nature’s Outwards fo commended, 

That Maidens Byes ftuck over all his Face 5 

Love lack’d a Dwelling, and made him her Place, 

And when in his fair Parts fhe did abide, 

She was new lodg’d and newly deified. 

His browny Locks did hang in crooked Curls 5 

And every light Occafion of the Wind 

Upon his Lips their filken Parcels hurls. 

What’s fweet to do, to do will aptly find, 

Each Bye, that faw him did inchant the Mind. 

For on his Vifage was in little drawn, 

What Largenefs thinks in Paradice was fawn. 

Small fhew of Man was yet upon his Chin, 

His Phenix Down began but to appeal, 

Like unfhorn Velvet, on that termlefs Skin, | 

VVhofe bare out-brag’d the VVeb it feem’d to wea 

Yet thewed his Vifage by that Coft moft dear, 

And nice Affettions wavering ftood in doubt 

If beft twere as it was, or beft without. 

His Qualities were Beauteous as his Form, 

For maiden Tongu’d he was and thereof frees 

Vet if Menmovd him, was he fuch a storm, 

As of *twixt May and April is to fee, 

VVhen Winds breath fweet, unruly tho’ they be. = 
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His Rudenefs fo with his duthoris’d Youth, 

Did livery Falfnefs in a pride of Truth. 

Well could he ride, and often Men would fay, 

That Horfe his Mettal from his Rider takes 5 

Proud of Subjeétion, noble by the Sway, 

What Rounds,what Bounds,what Courfe,what Stop he 

And Controverfie hence a Queftion takes, (makes, 

Whether the Horfe by him became his Deed, 

Or he his manag’d, by th’ well-doing Steed ? 

But quickly on this Side the Verdict went, 

His real] habitude gave Life and Grace 

To Appertainings and to Ornament, 

Accomplifh’d in himfelf not in his Cafe. 

All Aids themfelves made fairer by their Place, 

Can for Additions, yet their Purpofe trim 

Piec’d not his Grace, but were all gtac’d by him. 

So on the Tip of his fubduing Tongue 

All kind of Arguments and Queftions deep, 

All Replication prompt, and Reafon ftrong 

For his Advantage ftill did wake and fleep, 

To make the VVeeper laugh, the Laugher weep. 

He had the Dialect and different Skill, 

Catching all Paffions in his Craft of Will, 

That he did in the general Bofom reign 

Of Young, of Old, and Sexes both inchanted, 

To dwell with him in Thoughts; or to remain 

In perfonall Duty, following where he haunted, 

Confent’s bewitcht, e’er he defire have granted, 

And dialogu’d for him what he would fay, 

Ask’d their own Wills and made their Wills obey. 

Many there were that did his Picture get 

To ferve their Eyes and in it put their Mind: 

Like Fools, that in th’ Imagination fet 

The goodly Objects, which abroad they find, 

Of Lands and PASSA Se ® in Thought affign’d, 
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And labouring in Moe Pleafures, to beftow them, 

Then the true gouty Land-lord, who doth owethem. 

So many have, that never touch’d his Hand, 

Sweetly fuppos'd them Miftrefs of his Heart : 

My Woful felf, that did in Freedom {tand, 

And was my own fee fimple, not in Part, 

What with his Artin Youth and Youth in Art, 

Threw my Affections in his charmed Power, 

Referv’d the Stalk and gave him all my Flower. 

Yet did I not as fome my Equals did 

Demand of him, nor being defired yielded : 

Finding my felf in Honour fo forbid, 

With fafeft Diftance I my Honour fhielded, 

Experience for me many Bulwarks builded 

Of Proofs new bleeding, which remain’d the Foil 

Of this falfe Jewel, and his amorous Spoil. 

But ah! whover fhunn’d by Precedent, 

The deftin’d Jl] fhe muft her felf aflay ? 

Or fore’d Examples ’gainft her own Content, 

To put the by-paft Perils in her Way ? 

Counfel may ftop a while what will not ftay - 

For when we rage, Advice is often feen 

By blunting usto make our Wits more keen. 

Nor gives it Satisfaction to our Blood, 

That we muft curb it upon others Proof, 

To be forbid the Sweets, that feem fo good, 

For Fear of Harms, that preach in our Behoof. 

O Appetite ! from Judgment ftand aloof ! 

The one a Pallat hath, that needs will tafte, 

Though Reafon weep and cry it is thy laft. 

For further I could fay this Man’s untrue, 

And knew the Patterns of his foul beguiling, 

Heard where his Plants in others Orchards grew, 

Saw how Deceits were gilded in his fmiling, 

Knew Vows, were ever Brokers to defiling, 
Thought 
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Thought Characters and VVords meerly but Art, 
And Baftards of his foul adult’rate Heart. 

And long upon thefe Terms I held my City, 

Till thus he ’gan befiege me. Gentle Maid, 

Have of my fuffering Youth fome feeling Pity, 
And be not of my holy Vows afraid, 

What’s to you fworn to none was ever faid. 

For Feafts of Love Ihave been call’d unto 

Till now did ne’er invite nor never vow, 

All my Offences, that abroad you fee 

Are Errors of the Blood none of the Mind. 

Love made them not, with AGure they may be, 
Where neither Party is nor true nor kind: 

They fought their Shame that fo their Shame did find. 
And fo much lefs of Shame in me remains, 

By how muchof metheir Reproach contains. 
Among the many, that mine Eyes have feen, 
Not one whofe Flame my Heart fo much as warmed, 
Or my Affection put to th’ fmalleft Teen, 

Or any of my Leifures ever charmed : 

Harm have I done to them but: ne’er was harmed. 
Kept Hearts in Liveries, but mine own was free, 
And reign’d commanding in his Monarchy. 

Look here what Tributes wounded Fancy fent me, 
Of palid Pearls, and Rubies red as Blood. 
Figuring, that they their Paflions likewife lent me 
Of Grief and Blufhes aptly underftood ; 

In bloodlefs white, and the encrimfon’d Mood, 
Effects of Terror and dear Modefty, 

Encamp’d in Hearts but fighting outwardly. 

And lo / behold thefe Talents of their Hair, 
With twifted Mettle amoroufly empleach’d, 

i have receiv’d from many a feveral Fair ; 

Their kind Acceptance, weepingly befeech’d, 


With th’ Annexions of fair Gems inrich’d, 
O 3 And 











= 


214 Porems on feveral Occafions, 


And deep brain’d Sonnets, that did amplifie, 

Bach Stone’s dear Nature, Worth and Quality, 

The Diamond ! why, ’twas beautiful and hard, 

VVhereto his invis'd Properties did tend. 

The deep, green Emrald, in whofe frefh Regard, 

VVeak Sights their fickly Radience do amend. 

The Heav’n-hew’d Saphyr and the Ophal blend, 

VVith Objects manifold ; each feveral Stone, 

With Wit well blazon’d, {mil’d, or made fome Moan. 

Lo! all thefe Trophies of Affections hot, 

Of penfiv’d and fubdu’d Defires the Tender, 

Nature hath charg’d me, that I hoor’d them not, 

But yield themup where I my felf muft render : 

That isto you my Origin and Ender. 

For thefe of Force muft your Oblations be, 

Since I their Altar, you enpatron me. 

Oh ! then advance (of yours) that phrafelefs Hand, 

Whofe white weighs down the airy Scale of Praife; 

Take all thefe Similes unto your own command, 

Hollow’d with Sighs, that burning Lungs did raife ; 

What me your Minifter for you obeys, 

Works under you, and to your Audit comes, 

Their diftraét Parcels, incombined Sums. 

Lo! this Device was fentme from a Nun, 

Or Sifter fan@ified of holieft Note, 

Which late her noble Suit in Court did fhun, 

Whofe rareft Havings made the Bloffoms dote ; 

For fhe was fought by Spirits of richeft Coat, 

But kept cold Diftance, and did thence remove, 

To fpend her Living in eternal Love. 

But oh! my Sweet, what Labour is’t to leave © 

The thing we have not, maftring what not. ftrives ? 

Playing the Place which did no Form receive ; 

Playing patient Sports in unconftrain’d gives? 

she that her Fame fo to her felf contrives, me 
AO 69 NEE 2Eit CORLEY ES, = 
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The Scars of Battel fcapeth by the Flight, 

And makes her Abfence valiant, not her Might. 
Oh! pardon me in that my Boaft is true, 

The Accident which brought me to her Hye, 
Upon the Moment did her Force fubdue, 

And now fhe would the caged Cloifter fiie. 
Religious Love put out Religious Eye: 

Not to be tempted would fhe be immured, 

And now, to tempt, all Liberty procured. 

How mighty then you are, Ohhear me tell - 

The broken Bofoms, that to me belong, 

Have emptied all their Fountains in my Well ; 
And mine I pour your Ocean all among. 

I ftrong o’er them, and youo’er.me being ftrong, 
Muft for your Victory us all congeft, 
Ascompound Love to phyfick your cold Breaft. 
My Parts had Power to charm a facred Sun, 
Tho’ difciplin’d I dieted in Grace, 

Believ’d her Eyes, when they t’aflail begun, 

All Vows and Confecrations giving Place. 

O ! moft potential Love, Vow, Bond, nor space, 
In thee hath neither Sting, Knot, nor Confine 
For thou art all, and all things elfe are thine. 
When thou impreffeft, what are Precepts worth, 
Of ftale Example? when thou wilt enflame, 
How coldly thofe Impediments ftand forth 

Of Wealth, of filial Fear, Law, Kindred, Fame? _ 
Loves Arms are Peace, gainft Rule, ’gainft Senfe, ’gainft 
And Sweetnefs in the fuffering Pang it bears, (Shame, 
The. Aloes of all Forces, Shocks and Fears. 

Now all thefe Hearts, that do on mine depend, 
Feeling. it break, with bleeding Groans they pine, 
And fapplicant their Sighs to you extend, 

To leave the Battery, that you make ’gainft mine, 
Lending foft Audience, . my {weet Defign: 


4. And 
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And credent Soul, to that ftrong bonded Oath, 

That fhall prefer and undertake my Troth. 

This faid, his watry Eyes he did difmount, 

Whofe Sights till then were leavel’d on my Face. 

Each Cheek a River running froma Fount, 

With brinifh Currant down-ward flow’d apace. 

Oh / how the Channel to the Stream gave Grace! 

Who glaz’d with Chriftal Gate the glowing Rofes, 

That Flame through Water which their Hew inclofes. 

Oh! Father, what a Hellof Witch-craft lies, 

In the fmall Orb of one particular Tear ? 

But with the Inundation of the Eyes 

What rocky Heart to Water will not wear ? 

What Breaft fo cold, that is not warmed here ? 

Oh! cleft Effeét! cold Modefty, hot Wrath, 

Both Fire from hence, and Chill extinGure hath. 

For loe his Paffion but an Art of Craft, 

Even there refolv’d my Reafon into Tears ; 

There my white Stole of Chaftity 1 daft, 

Shook off my fober Guards, and civil Fears, 

Appear to him, as he to me appears: 

All melting, tho’ our Drops this difference bore, 

His poifon’d me, and mine did him reftore. 

In him a plenitude of fubtil Matter, 

Applied to Cautles, all ftrange Forms receives 

Of burning Blufhes, or of weeping Water, 

Or fwouning Palenefs, and he takes and leaves, 

In eithers Aptnefs as it beft deceives. 

To Blufh at Speeches rank, to Weep at Woes, 

Or to turn white and fwoon at Tragic Shows. 

That not a Heart,which in his level came, 

Could *{cape the Hail of his all hurting Aim, 

Shewing fair Nature is both kind and tame ; 

And vail’d in them did win whom he would maim, 

Againft the thing, he fought, he wou’d exclaim, 
When 
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When he moft burnt in Heart-wifh’'d Loxury, 
He preach’d pure Maid, and prais’d cold Chattity, 
Thus meerly with the Garmentof a Grace, 

The naked and concealed Fiend he cover’d, 

That th’ anexperienc’d gave the Tempter place, 
Which like a Cherubin above them hover’d : 

Who Young and Simple wou’d not be fo lover’d ? 
Ah! mel fell, and yer do queftion make, 
What I fhould do again for fuch a fake. 

Oh! that infeed Moifture of his Eye ! 

Oh! that falfe Fire, which in his Cheek fo glow’d ! 
Oh! that fore’d Thunder from his Heart did flie! 
Oh! that fad Breath his fpungy Lungs beftow’d ! 
Oh ! all.-that borrowed Motion feeming owed ! 
‘Would yet again betray the fore-betray’d, 

And new pervert a reconciled Maid. 





The Amorous Epifile of Paris 
to Hellen. 


He unto Ledaes Daughter Priam’s Son 

Sendsinthefe Lines,whofe Health cannot be won, 

But by your Gift, in whofe Power it may lie 

To make me whole or fick ; to live or die. 

Shall I then fpeak? or doth my Flame appear 

Plain without Index? Oh! ’tis that I fear / 

My Love without difcovering Smile takes place, 

And more, than I could wifh fhines in my Face. 

When I could rather inmy Thoughts defire, 

To hide the Smoak, till Time difplay the Fire. 

Time, that can make the Fire of Love fhine clear, 

Untroubfed withthe mifty Smoak of Fear. | 
But 
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Difemble it, for who I Pray, 
ime conceal? that will it felf betray- 
Yet if you look, I fhould affirm that plain _ 
In Words, whichin my Countenance I matntain. 
{ born, I burn, my Faults I have confefs’d, Ps 
My Words bear witnefs how my Looks tranfgrefs’d. 
Oh! Pardon me, that have confefs’d my Error, 
Caft not upon my Lines a Look of Terror, 
But as your Beauty is beyond compare, — 
Suit unto that your Looks, (Oh! you moft Fair < ) 
That you my Letter have receiv’d by this 
The Suppofition glads me and I with, 
By Hope incourag’d, Hope that makes me ftrong, 
You will receive me in fome fort e’er long. 
I ask no more, than what the Queen of Beauty 
Hath promis’d me, for you are mine by Duty. 
By her 1 Claim you, you for me were made, 
And fhe it was my Journey did perfwade: 
Nor Lady think your Beauty vainly fought ; 
1 by divine Inftin& was hither brought ; 
And to this Eaterprize the heavenly Powers . 
Have given Confent, the Gods Proclaim me yours. 
I aim at Wonders, for I covet you, 
Vet pardon me, I ask but what’s my Due. 
Venus her felf my Journey hither led, 
And gives you freely tomy promis’d Bed. 
Under her fafe Condué the Seas I patft, 
Till I arriv’d upon thefe Coafts at laft. 
Shiping my felf from the Sygean Shore, 
Whence unto thefe Confines my Courfe I bore. 
She made the Surges gentle, the Winds fair, _ 
Nor marvel whence thefe Calms proceeded are. 
Needs mutt fhe Power upon the falt-Seals have, 
That was Sea-born, Created from a Wave. 
Still may fhe ftand in her Ability, 


i 


And as fhe made the Seas with much Facility, 


To. 
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To be through-fail’d, fo may fhe calm my Heat, 
And bear my Thoughts to their defired Seat. 

My Flames I found not here, no I proteft, 

I brought them with me clofed in my Breaft ; 
My felf tranfported them without Attorney, 
Love was the Motive to my tedious Journey. 

Not bluftring Winter, when he triumph’d moft, 
Nor any Error drove me to this Coaft. 

Not led by Fortune where the rough Winds pleafe, 
Nor Merchant like for Gain croft I the Seas. 
Fulnefs of Wealth in all my Fleet I fee, 

{am Rich in all-things, fave in wanting thee. 

No Spoil of petty Nations my Ship feeks ; 

Nor Land I asa Spie among the Greeks. 

VVhat need we? See of all things we have Store. 
Compar'd with Troy, alas! your Greece is poor. 
For thee I come, thy:Fame hath thus far driven me, 
VVhom golden Venus hath by promife given me. 
I wifh'd thee e’er I knew thee, long ago, 

Before thefe Eyes dwelt on this glorious Show. 

I faw thee in my Thoughts, know beauteous Dame, 
I firft beheld you with the Eyes of Fame. | 
Nor marvel Lady I was ftroke fo far, 

Thus Darts, or Arrows fent from Bows of War 
Wound a great Diftance off; fo was [hit 

With a deep fimarting Wound that ranckles yet. 
For fo it pleas’d the Fates, whom leaft you blame, 
(ll tella true Tale to confirm the fame. 


When in my Mother’s Womb full ripe I lay, 
Ready the firft Hour to behold the Day, 
And fhe at Point to be deliver’d ftrait, 
And to unlade her of her Royal Freight, 
My Birth-hour was delay’d, and that fad Night 
A fearful Vifion did the Queen affright. 
a n 
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In aSon’s Stead, to pleafe the aged Sire, 

She dreamt fhe had brought forth a Brand of Fire. 
Frighted fhe rifes, and to Priam goes 5 

To the old King this ominous Dream fhe fhows. 
He to the Prieft, the Prieft doth this return, 
That the Child born hhall ftately lium barn. 
Better, than he was ware, the Prophet gheft, 

For lo! a kindled Brand flames in thee my Breaft. 
To prevent Fate a Peafant, I was held, | 
Till my fair Shape all other Swains excell’d 5 

And gave the doubtful World Affurance good, 
Your Paris was deriv’d from Royal Blood. 


Amid the Jdean Fields, there is a Place 
Remote, full of high Trees, which hide the Face 
Of the green mantled Earth, where in thick Rows, 
The Oak, the Elm, the Pine, the Pitch-Tree grows. 
Here never yet did browze the wanton Ewe, 
Nor from his Plot the flow Ox lick the Dew. 

The favage Goat, that feeds among the Rocks, 
Hath not graz’d here, nor any of their Flocks. 
Hence the Dardanian Walls I might efpy, 

The lofty Towers of ium reared high. 

Hence I the Seas might from the firm Land fee, 
Which to behold, I leant me on a Tree. 

Believe me, for I fpeak but what is true , 

Down from the Skirt with feather’d Pinions flew, 
The Nephew to great Atlas, and doth ftand, 
With golden Caduceus in his Hand. 

This, as the Gods to me thought good to fhow, 
{ hold it good, that you the fame fhould know. 
Three Goddefles behind young Hermes move; 
Great Juno, Pallas, and the Queen of Love. 

Who as in Pomp, and Pride of Gate they pafs, 


Scarce with their Weight they bend the Tops of Grafs. 
Amaz’d 
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Amaz’d I ftart, and endlong ftands my Hair, 
When MMaia’s Son thus fays, abandon Fear, 
Thou courteous Swain, that to thefe Groves repaireft; 
And freely judge, which of thefe three is faireft, 
And leaft I fhould thefe curious Sentence fhun, 
He tells me by Fove’s Sentence all is done. 
And to be Judge I no way can efchew. 
This having faid, up through the Air he flew. 
I ftraight took Heart-a-grace, and grew more bold ; 
And there their Beauties one by one behold. 
Why am I made the Judge to give this Doom ? 
Methinks all three are worthy to o’er-come. 
To injure two fuch Beauties, what Tongue dare ? 
Or prefer one where they be all fo fair ? 
Now this feems faireft, now again that other ; 
Wow would I fpeak, and now my Thoughts I fmother. 
And yet at length the Praife of one moft founded, 
And from that one my prefent Love is grounded. 
The Goddeffefs out of their earneft Care, 
‘And Pride of Beauty to be held moft Fair, 
Seek, with large Arms, and Gifts of wondrous Price, 
To their own Thoughts my Cenfure to entice. 
Funo the Wife of Fove doth firft inchant me, 
To judge her Faireft, fhe a Crown will grant me. 
Pallas her Daughter, next doth undertake me, 
Give her the Prize, and valiant fhe will make me. 
I ftraight devife which can moft Pleafure bring, 
To be a valiant Soldier, or a King. 
Laft Venus {miling, came with fuch a Grace, 
As if fhe fway’d an Empire in her Face. 
Let not (faid fhe) thefe Gifts the Conqueft bear, 
Combats and Kingdoms are both fraught with Fear. 
Pll give thee what thou loveft beft, Govely Swain) 
The faireft Saint, that doth on Earth remain, 
Shall be thine own ; make thou the Conqueft mine ; 
Fair Ledew faireft Daughter fhall be thine. 

This 
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This faid, when with my felf I had devifed, 

And her rich Gift and Beauty jointly prifed. 

Venus the Vicor, o’er the reft is plac’d 5 

*funo and Pallas leave the Mount difgrac’d. 

Mean time my Fate a profperous Courfe had ran; 
And by known Signs King Priam call’d me Son. 
The Day of my reftoring is kept Holy 

Among the Saints-Days, confecrated folely 

To my Remembrance, being a Day of Joy, 

For ever in the Calenders of Troy. 


AsI with you, I have been wifh’d by others, 
The faireft Maids by me would have been Mothers. 
Of all my Favours, I beftow’d not any, 
You only may enjoy the Loves of many. 
Nor by the Danghters of great Dukes and Kings, 
Have I alone been fought, whofe Marriage Rings 
i have turn’d back; but by a Strain more high, 
By Nymphs and Faries, fuch as never die. 
No fooner were you promis’d as my Due, 
But I (all hated) to remember you. 
Waking, I faw your Image, if | dreamt, 
Your beauteous Figure ftil] appear’d to tempt, 
And urge this Voyage; till your Face excelling, 
Thefe Eyes beheld, my Dreams were all of Hellew. 
Imagine how your Face fhould now incite me, 
Being feen, that unfeen did fo much delight me. 
If 1 was fcorch’d fo far off from the Fire, 
How am I burnt to Cinders thus much nigher; 
Nor could I longer owe my felf this Treafure, 
But thro’ the Ocean I muft fearch my Pleafure. 
The Phrygyan Hatches to the Rootsare put 
Of the Jdean Pines, afunder cut 
The Wood-land Mountain yielded me large Fees, 
Being defpoil’d of all her taleft Trees. 
From 
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From whence we have fquar’d out unnumbred Beams 
That muft be wafh’d withinthe Marine Streams. ‘ 
The grounded Oaks are bowed, tho’ ftiffas Stee] 
‘And to the tough Ribs is the bending Keel ; 
Woven by Ship-wrights Craft, then the Main-Maft 
'A crofs whofe Middle is the Sale-Yard plac’d. : 
Tackles and Sails, and next you may difcern, 

Our painted Gods upon the hooked Stern. 

The God,.that bearsmeonmy happy Way, 

And is my Guide, is Cupid. Now theDay 

In which the laft Stroke of the Hammer’s heard 
Within our Navy, in the aft appear’d: 

‘And I muft now lanch forth ; (fo the Fates pleafe) 
To feek Adventures in the Eagean Seas. 

My Father and my Mother move Delay, 

And by Intreaties would inforce my Stay. 

They hang about my Neck, and with their Tears, 
Wome, deferr my Journey; but their Fears 

Can have no Power to keep me from thy Sight. 

And now Caffandra, full of fad Affright, 

With lofe difhevel’d Tramels, madly skips, 

Juft in the Way betwixt me and my Ships. 

Oh ! whether wilt thou Head-long run, fhe cries ? 
Thou beareft Fire with thee, whofe Smoak up-flies 
Unto the Heavens (Oh Jove !) thou little feareft 
What quenchlefs Flames thouthro the Water beareff. 
Caffandra was to true.a Propheteis, 

Her quenchlefs Flames fhe fpake of (1 confefs, ) 

My hot Defires burn in my Breaft fo faft, 

That no red Furnace hotter Flames can caift. 


I pafs the City Gates, my Bark I boar’d, 
The favourable Winds.calm Gales afford, 
And fill my Sails; unto your Land I Steer, 
For whether elfe (his Courfe) fhould Parw bear ? 
Your 
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Your Husband entertains me as his Gueft, 

And all this hapneth by the God’s beheft: 

He fhews me all his Paftures, Parks, and Fields, 
And every rare thing Lacedemon yeilds. 

He holds himfelf much pleafed with my Being, 
And nothing hides, that he efteems worth {eeing: 


. J am on Fire, till I behold your Face, 


Of all Achaias Kingdom the fole-Grace. 

All other curious Objects I defie, 

Nothing but Helen can content mine Eye: 

Whom when I faw, I ftood transform’d with Wonder, 
SenfelefS, as one {truck dead by Fove’s fharp Thunder. 
As I revive, my Eyes I row] and turn, 

Whilft my flam’d Thoughts with hotter Fancies burn? 
Even fo as [remember looks Love’s Queen, i 
When fhe was laft in Phrygian Ida feen, 

Unto which Place by Fortune I was train’d, 
Where, by my Cenfure, fhe the Conqueft gain’d. 
But had you made a fourth in that Contention, 

Of Venus Beauty, there had been no mention. 

Hellen afluredly had born from all 

The Prize of Beauty, the bright golden Ball. 


Only of you may this your Kingdom boaft, 
By you it is renown’d in every Coaft. 
Rumor hath every where your Beauty blaz’d; 
In what remote Clime is not Heden prais’d ? 
From the bright Eaftern Sun’s up-rife, inquire, 
Even to his down-fall where he flacks his Fire 5 
There lives not any of your Sex that dare, 
Contend with you that are proclaim’d fo fair. 
Truft me, for Truth I fpeak : Nay what’s moft true, 
Too fparingly the World hath fpoke of you. 
Fame that hath undertook your Name to blaze, 
Play’d but the envious Honfewife in your Praife. 


More 
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More, than Report could Promife, or Fame blazon, 
Are thefe Divine Perfe@tions, that I gaze on. 

Thefe were the fame that made Duke Thefeus lavifh, 
Who in thy Prime and Nonage did thee ravihh. 

A worthy Rape for fuch a worthy Man ; 

Thrice happy Ravifher, to feize thee then, 

When thon wert ftript ftark naked to the Skin, 

A Sight of Force to make the Gods to Sin. 

Such is your Country’s Guife at Scafons when, 
With naked Ladies they mixt naked Men. 

That he did fteal thee from thy Friends,I praife him, 
And for that Deed, I to the Heavens will raife him. 
That he return’d thee back, by ove I wonder, 
Had I been Thefeus, he that fhould affunder, 

\Have parted us, or fnatch’d thee from my Bed, 
Firft from my Shoulders fhould have par’d my Head. 
So rich a Purchafe, fucha glorious Prey, 

Should conftantly have been detain’d for aye. 
Could thefe my ftrong Arms poflibly unclafp, 
Whilft in their amorous Folds they Hellex grafp ? 
Neither by free Conftraint, nor by free Giving, 
Could you depart that Compafs, and I living. 

But if by rough Inforce I muft reftore you, 

Some Fruits of Love, (which I fo long have bore yon) 
I firft would reap, and fome fweet Favour gain, 
That all my Suit were not beftow’d in vain. 

Rither with me you fhall abide and ftay, - 

Or for your Pafs your Maiden-Héad fhould pay. 

Or fay, I fpar’d you that, yet would I try, 

What other Favour, I could elfe come by. 

All that belongs to love, 1 would not mifs, 

You fhould not let me both to clip and kifs. 


Give me your Heart, fair Queen, my Heart you owe, 
And what my Refolution is you know. | 
P Till 
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Till the laft Fire my breathlefs Body take, 


The Fire within my Breaft can never flake. 
Before large Kingdoms I preferr’d your Face, 
And Funo’s Love, and potent Gifts difgrace, 
To fold you inmy amorous Arms J chus’d, 

And Pallas Vertues fcornfully refus’d. 

When they with Venus on the Hill of Jde, 
Made me the Judge their Beauties to decide ; 
Nor dofyet repent me, having took, 

Beauty, and Strength, and Scepter’d Rule forfook. 
Methinks I chus’d the beft, (nor think it ftrange) 
I ftill perfift, and never mean to change - 

Only that my Imployment be not vain, 


Oh! you more Worth than any Empires gain! 


Let me intreat, leaft you my Birth fhould fcorn, 

Or Parentage, Know I am Royal born. 

By marrying me, you fhall not wrong your State, 

Nor be a Wife to one degenerate. 

Search. the Records where we did firft begin, 

And you fhall find the Pleiads of our Kin ; 

Nay Fove himfelf, all others to forbear, 

That in our Stock renowned Princes were. 

My Father of all Afa reigns fole King, 

Whofe boundlefs Coaft fcarce any feather’d Wing 

Can givea Girdle to, a happier Land, 

A Neighbour to che Ocean cannot ftand. 

There in a narrow Compafs you may fee, 

Cities and Towers more, than may numbred be. 

The Houfes gilt, rich Temples that excel, 

And you will fay, I near the great Gods dwell. 

You fhall behold high Jisums lofty Towers, 

And Troy’s brave Walls built by no mortal Powers 5 

But made by Phebus the great God of Fire, 

And by the Touch of his melodious Lyre. 

If we have People to inhabite, when 

The fad Earth groans to bear fuch Troops of ei 
| Judge 
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Judge Hellen, likewife when you. come to Land, 
The Afian Women fhall admiring ftand, 

Saluting thee with Welcome, more and lefs, 

In prefling Throngs and Numbers, numberlefs. 
More, than our Courts can hold of you (moft fair) 
You to your felf wil] fay, alas! how bare, 

And poor Achaia is, when, with great Pleafure, 
You fee each Houfe contain a City’s Treafure. 


Miftake me not, I Sparta do not {corn, 
I hold the Land bleft where my Love was born ; 
Tho’ barren elfe, rich Sparta Hellen bore, 
And therefore 1 that Province muft adore. 
Yet is your Land, methinks, but lean and empty, 
You worthy of a Clime, that flows with Plenty ; 
Full Troy I proftrate, itis yours by Duty, 
This petty Seat becomes not your rich Beauty. 
Attendance, Preparation, Curt’fie, State, 
Fit fuch a Heavenly Form, on which fhould wait, 
Coft, frefh Variety, delicious Diet, 
Pleafure, Contentment, and luxurious Riot. 
What Ornaments we ufe, what Fafhions feign, 
You may perceive by me and my proud Train: 
Thus weattire our Men, but with more Coft 
Of Gold and Pearl, the rich Gowns are imboft, 
Of our chief Ladies, ghefs by what you fee, 
You may be foon induc’d to credit me. ° 


Be tractable, fair Spartax, nor contemn 
A Trojan born, deriv’d from Royal Stem. 
He was a Trojan, and allied to Heétor, 
That waits upon Fove’s Cup, and fills him WeéZor. 
A Trojan did the fair Aurora wed, 
And nightly flept within her Rofeat Bed. 
The Goddeffefs, that ends Night, and enters Day, 
From our tair Trojan Coalt ftole him away. 

r 3 Anchifes 
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Anchifes was a Trojan, whom Love’s Queen, 
(Making the Trees of Ida a thick Screen 
>Twixt Heaven and her) oft lay with. View me well, 
I am a Trojan too, in Troy I dwell. 

Thy Husband Aéenelaus hither bring, 

Compare our Shapes, our Years, and every thing. 
1 make you Judgefs, wrong me if you can, 

You needs muft fay, ] am the properer Man. 
None of my Line hath turn’d the Sun to Blood, 
And robb’d his Steeds of th:ir Ambrofial Food. 
My Father grew not from the Cawca/s Rock, 

Nor fhall I graft you in a bloody Stock. 

Priam ne’er wrong’d the guiltlefs Soul, or further, 
Made the Afyrtcan Sea look red with Maurther ; 
Nor thirfteth my great Grand-Sire in the Lake, 
Of Lethe, Chin deep, yet no Thirft can flake 5 
Nor after ripen’d Apples vainly skips, 

Who flic him ftill, and yet ftill touch his Lips. 
But what of this? If you be fo deriv’d, 

You notwithftanding are no Right depriv’d. 

You grace your Stock, and being fo Divine, 

Fove isof force compell’d into your Line. 


Oh Mifchief / whilft I vainly fpeak of this, 
Your Husband all-unworthy of fuch Blifs, 
Jnjoys you this long Night, enfolds your VVafte, 
And where he lifts, may boldly touch and tafte. 
So when you fat at Table, many a Toy, 
Pafleth between you my vext Soul tannoy. 
At fuch high Feafts I wifh my Enemy fit, 
VVhere Difcontent attends on every Bit. 
I never yet was plac’d at any Feaft, 
Bot oft itirkt me, that | was your Gueft. 
That which offends me moft, thy rude Lord knows, 
For {till his Arms about thy Neck he throws 3 


VVhick 
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Which I no fooner fpy but I grow mad, 

And hate the Man whofe courting makes me fad. 
Shall I be plain ? I am ready to fink down, 
WhenI behold him wrap you in his Gown ; 
When you fit fmiling on his amorous Knee, 

His Fingers prefs, where my Hands itch to be. 

But when he hugs youl am forc’d to frown, 

The Meat /’m eating will by no means down, 

But fticks half way ; amidft thefe Difcontents, 

1 have obferv’d you langh at my Laments, 

And with a fcornful, yet a wanton Smile, 

Deride my Sighs and Groans. Oft to beguile 

My Paffions, and to quench my fiery Rage, ({wage ; 
By quaffing Healths I’ve thought my Flame t” al- 
But Bacchus full Cups make my Flames burn higher, 
Add Wine to Love, and you add Fire to Fire. 

To fhun the Sight of many a wanton Feat, 

Betwixt your Lord and yon, I fhift my Seat, 

And turn my Head, but thinking of your Grace, 
Love fcrews my Head to gaze back on your Face. 
What were I beft to do? To fee you play 

Mads me, and I perforce muft turn away, 

And to forbare the Place where you abide, 

Would kill me dead, fhould I but ftart afide. 

As much as lies in me I ftrive to bury, 

The Shape of Love, and inMirths fpight I feem merry. 
Butoh! the more I feek it to fupprefs, 

The more my blabbing Looks my Love profefs. 


You know my Love which I in vain fhould hide, 
Would God it did appear to none befide. 
Oh! Sove how often have I turn’d my Cheek, 
To hide th’ apparant Tears, that Paflage feck 
From forth my Eyes, and to a Corner ftept, 
Left any Man fhould ask wherefore I wept. 
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How often have I told you piteous Tales, 

Of conftant Lovers, and how Love prevails. 
When fuch great Heed to my: Difcourfe I took, 
That every Accent fuited to your Look. 

In forged Names my felf I reprefented, 

The Lover fo perplex’d, and fo tormented, 

If you will know ? Behold I am the fame, 

Paris waS meant in that true Lover’s Name- 

As often, that I might the more fecurely, | 
Speak loofe immodeft Words, that found impurely, 
That they offencelefs might your fweet Bars touch, 
I have lifpt them up, like one had drunk too much. 
Once I remember, your loofe Vail betray’d, 

Your naked Skin, anda fair Paflage made, 

To my enamour’d Eye. Oh! Skin much brighter, 
Than Snow, or pureft Milk, in Colour whiter 3 
Than your fair Mother Leda, when ove grac’d her, 
And in the Shape of feathered Swan embrac’d her. 
Whilft at this ravifhing Sight I ftood amaz’d, 

And without Interruption freely gaz’d, 

The wreathed Handle of the Bowl I grafp’d, 

Fell from my hold, my ftrengthlefs Hand unclafp’d. 
A Goblet at that time I held by Chance, 

And down it fell, for I was in a Trance. 

Kifs your fair Daughter, and toher I skip, __ 
And fnatch your Kiffes from your fweet Child’s Lip. 
Sometimes I throw my felf along, and lie, 
Singing Love-Songs, and if you caft your Eye, 
On my effeminate Gefture, I ftill find, 

Some pretty cover’d Signs to fpeak my Mind; 
And then my earneft Suit bluntly invades, 

Aethra and Climene your two cheif Maids. 

But they return me Anfwers full of Fear, 

And to my Motions lend no further Ear. 
Oh! that you were the Prize of fome great Strife, 
And he that wins, might claim you for his Wife. 


Fyp- 
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Hyppomenes with fwift Atlanta ran 
And at one. Courfe the Goal. and Lady wan. 
Even fhe, by whom fo many. Suiters perifh’d 
Was in. the Bofom of her new Love cherifh’d. 
So Hercules for Dejaneira {trove, 
Brake Achelous Horn, and gain’d his Love. 
Had I fuch Liberty, fuch Freedom granted, 
My Refolution never could be. daunted. 
Your felf fhould find, and all the World fhou’d fee, 
Hellen a Prize alone referv’'d for me. 
There is not left me any Means (moft fair) 
To court you now, but by entreats and Prayer ; 
Unlefs (as it becomes me) you think meet, 
That I fhould proftrate fall, and kifs your Feet, 
Oh ! all the Honour, that our laft Age wins, 
Thou Glory of the two Tindarian Twins! 
Worthy to be Yove’s Wife, in Heaven to reign, 
Were you not Fove’s own Daughter, of his Strain. 
To the Sygean confines I will carry thee, 
And in the Temple of great Palas marry thee. 
Or in this Jfland where I vent my Moans, 
ll beg a Tomb for my exil’d Bones. 
My Wound is nota flight Raze with an Arrow, 
But it hath pierc’d my Heart, and burnt my Marrow. 
This Prophefie my Sifter oft hath founded, 
That by an heavenly Dart I fhould be wounded. 
Oh! then forbear (fair Hellez) to oppofe you 
Againft the Gods, they fay I fhall not lofe you. 
Yeild you to their heheft, and you fhall fnd, 
TAe Gods to your Petitions likewife kind. 
A thoufand things at once are in my Brain, 
Which that I may eflentially complain, 
And not in Papers empty all my Head, 
Anon at Night receive me to your Bed. 
Blufh you at this! or Lady do you fear, 
To violate the Nuptial Laws auftere? 

P 4. Oh ! 
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Oh! fimple Heten! Foolith I might fay, 

What Profit reap you to bechaft I pray ? 

Is’t poffible, that you a World to win, | 
Should keep that Face, that Beauty without Sin ? 
Rather you muft your glorious Face exchange, 
For one (lefs fair) or elfe not feem fo ftrange. 
Beauty and Chaftity at variance are, 

’Tis hard to find one Woman chafte and fair. 
Venus will not have Beauty over awd, 

High Jove himfelf ftolen Pleafures will applaud, 
And by fuch theevifh Paftimes we may gather, 
How fove ’gainft wedlocks Laws, became your Father. 
He and your Mother Leda both tranfgrefs’d, 
When you were got fhe bare a tender Breaft. 
What Glory can you gain Love Sweets to {mother ? 
Or to be counted chafter, than your Mother ? 
Profefs ftrict Chaftity, when with great Joy, 

[lead you as my Bride-efpous’d through Troy. 
Then lintreat you rein your Pleafures in, 

I wifh thy Paris may be allthy Sin. 

If Cithereaher firm Covenant keep, 

Tho’ I within your Bofom nightly Sleep, 

We fhall not much mifdo, but fo offend, 

That we by Marriage may our Guilt amend. 


Your Husband hath himfelf this bufinefS aided, 
And tho’ (not with his Tongue) he hath perfwaded, 
By all his Deeds (as much) leaft he fhould ftay, 

Our private Meetings, he is far away, 

Of Purpofe rid unto the fartheft We/t, 

That he might leave his Wife unto his Gueft. 

No fitter time he could have found to vifit, 

The Chrifean royal Scepter, and to fieze it. 

O! fimple, fimple Husband ! but he’s gone, 

And going, left you this to think upon. Pai 
air 
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Fair Wife (quoth he) I pretheein my Place, 
Regard the Trojan Prince, and do him Grace. 
Behold, a Witnefs I againft you ftand, 

You have been carelefs of this kind Command. 
Count from his firft Days Journey, never fince, 
Did you Regard or Grace the Trojan Prince. 
What think you of your Husband? that he knows 
The worth and value of the Face he owes ? 
Who (but a Fool) fuch Beauty wou’d endanger, 
Or truft it to the mercy of a Stranger. 

Then (royal Queen) if neither may intreat, 
My quenchlefs Paflion, nor Loves raging heat, 
Can win you; we are woo’d both to this Crime, 
Even by the fit Advantage of the time, 

Rither to love fweet Sport we muft agree ; 

Or fhew our felves to be worfe Fools than he. 
He took you by the Hand the Hour he rode, 
And knowing, I with you muft make abode, 
Brings you to me what fhou’d I further fay, 

It was his Mind to give you quite away. 


What meant he elie? Then let’s be blith and jolly, 
And make the beft ufe of your Husband’s Folly. | 
What fhould we do? Your Husband is far gone, 
And this cold Night (poor Soul) you lie alone. 

I want a Bedfellow, fo do we either, 

What lets us then, but that we lie together ? 

You flumbring think on me, on you! dream, 

Both our Defires are fervent and extream. 

Sweet, then appoint the Night, why do you ftay ? 

O Night, more clearer, than the brighteft Day. 

Then I dare freely fpeak, proteft, and fwear, 

And of my Vows the Gods fhall Record bear. 

Then will I feal the Contract and the Strife, 

From thatDay forward, we are Man and Wife. ‘ 
| Then 
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Then queltionlefs I thall fo far perfwade, 

That you with me fhall Troys rich Coaft invade, 
And with your Phrygian Gueft at laft agree, 

Our potent Kingdom and rich Crown to fee. 

Bat if you (blufhing) fear the valgar Bruit, 
That fays, you follow me, to me make Suit, 
Fear it not Hellen, Vil fo work with Fame, 

1 will (alone) be guilty of all blame. 


Duke Thefeus was my Inftance and fo were 
Your Brother’s Lady, can I come more near 
To enfample my Attempts by ? The/eus haled 
Hellen perforce: your Brothers they prevailed 
With the Leucippian Sifters, now from thefe, 
Vil count my felf the fourth (if Helen pleafe.) 
Oar Trojan Navy rides upon the Coaft, 
Rig’d, Arm’d, and Man’d, andI can proudly boaft, 
The Banks are high, why do you longer ftay ? 
The Winds and Ours are ready to make way. 
You fhall be like a high Majeftick Queen, 
Led through the Dardaz City, and be feen, 
By Millions, who your State having commended, 
Will (wondring) fwear, fome Goddefs is defcended. 
Where e’er you walk the Priefts thall Incenfe burn, 
No way you fhall your Eye or Body turn 
But facrificed Beaftsthe ground fhall beat, 
And bright religious fires the Welkin heat. 
My Father, Mother, Brother, Sifters, all 
Hium and Troy in pomp Majettical, 
Shall with rich Gifts prefent you (but alas) 
Not the leaft part (fo far they do furpafs) 
Can my Eniftle peak, you may behold 
More, than my Words or Writings can unfold. 


Nor fear the Bruit of War, or threatning Steel, 
When we are fled, to dog usatthe Heel. 4 
. 
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Or that all Grecia will their Powers unite, 

Of many ravifh’d, can you one recite, 

Whom War repurchas’d ? thefe be idle Fears, 

Rough bluftering, Boreas fair Orithea bears, 

Unto the Land of Thrace, yet Thrace {till free, 

And Athens rais’d no rude Hoftility. 

In winged Pegafus did Fafon {ail ; 

And from great Colchos.he Medea ftale ; 

Vet: Theffaly you fee can fhew no Scar, 

Of former Wounds in the Theffalian War ? 

He that firft ravifh’d you, in fuch.a Fleet, 

As ours is, Ariadne brought from .Creete. 

Yet Minos, and Duke Thefeus were agreed, 

About that Quarrel, not a Breaft did bleed. 

Lefs is the Danger (truft me) then the Fear, 

That in thefe vain and idle Doubts appear. 

But fay, rude VVar fhould be proclaim’d at length, 

Know, I.am valiant, and have finowy. Strength. 

The VVeapons, that I ufe are apt to kill. 

Afia befides, more fpacious Fields can fill, 

VVith armed Men than Greece. Amongi{t us are 

More perfect Soldiers, more Beafts apt for V Var. 

Nor can thy Husband Adenelaus be 

Of any high Spirit and Magnanimity ; 

Or fo well prov'din Arms. For Hellen I, 

Being but a Lad, have made my Enemies fly. 

Regain’d the Prey from out the Hands of Thieves, 

VVho had defpoild our Herds, and ftol’n our Beeves. 

By fuch Adventures I my Name obtain’d, 

(Being but a Lad) the Conqueft I have gain’d, 

Of youg Men intheir Prime, who much could do, 

Deiphebus, Ilioneas too 

J have o’ercome in many fharp Contentions ; 

Nor think thefe are my vain and forg’d Inventions ; 

Or that lonly Hand to Hand can fight, 

My Arrows when I pleafe fhall touch the NV Aes 
am. 
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Iam expertin the Quarry and the Bow, 

You cannot boaft your heartlefs Husband fo. 

Had you the Power in all things to fupply me, 
And fhould you nothiag in the World deny me ; 
To give me fuch a Hector to my Brother, 

You could not, the Earth bears not fuch another. 
By him alone all Afizis well mann’d ; 

He like an Enemy againft Greece fhall ftand 
Oppos’d to your beft Fortunes, wherefore {trive you, 
You do not know his Valour that muft wive you? 
Or what hid Worth is in me but ar length, 

You will confefs when you have prov’d my Strength. 
Thus either War fhall ftill our Steps purfue, 

Or Greece fhall fall in Troy’s all-conquering View. 
Nor would I fear for fuch a Royal Wife, 

To fet the univerfal World at Strife. 

To gain rich Prizes, Men will venture far, 

The Hope of Purchafe makes us bold in War. 

If all the World about you fhould contend, 

Your Name would be eterniz’d without End, 
Onely be bold, and fearlefs may we fail 

Into my Country, with a profperous Gale ! 

If the Gods grant me my expected Day, 

Ito the full fhall all thefe Covenants pay- 








Hellen to Paris. 


O fooner came mine Eye unto the Sight, 

Of thy rude Lines, but I muft needs re-write. 
Dart thou (Oh fhamelefs) in fach heinous wife, 
The Laws of Hofpitality defpife ? 

And being a Stranger, from thy Countries Reach, 
Solicite a chaft Wife to Wedlock’s Breach ? wy 
as 
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Was it for this our free Texarian Port, 

Receiv’d thee and thy Train, in friendly fort ? 
And when great Neptune nothing coutd appeafe, 
Gave thee fafe Harbour from the ftormy Seas ? 
Was it for this, our Kufgdoms Arms fpread wide, 
To entertain thee from the Water-fide ? 

Yet thou of foreign Soil remote from hence, 

A Stranger, coming we fcarce knew from whence. 
Is perjurd Wrong the Recompence of Right ? 

Is all our Friendfhip guerdond with Defpight ? 

I doubt me then, whether in our Court doth tarry 
A friendly Gueft, or a fierce Adverfary. 

Nor blame me, for if juftly you confider, 

And thefe Prefumptions well compare together, 

So fimple my Complaint will not appear, 

But you your felf muft needs excuse my Fear. 
Well, held me fimple, much it matters nor, 
Whilft I preferve my chafte Name far from Spot ; 
For when I feem touch’d witha bafhful Shame, 
It fhews how highly I regard my Fame. 

For when I feem fad, my Countenance is not fained, 
And when i lower, my Look is unconftrained. 
Bat fay my Brow be cloudy, my Name’s clear, 
And reverently you fhall of HeHen hear. 

No Man from me adulterate Spoils can win, 

For to this Hour I have {ported without Sin ; 
Which makes mein my Heart the more to wonder, 
What Hope yoa have in time to bring me under. 
Or from mine Eye what Comfort thou canft gather, 
To pity thee, and not defpife thee rather. 
Becaufe once Thefeus hurried me from hence, 

And did to mea kind of Violence, 

Follows it therefore, | am of fuch Price, 

That ravifh’d once, I fhould be ravifh’d twice? 
Was it my Fault, becanfe | ftriv’d in vain, 

And wanted Strength his Fury to reftrain ? 
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He flattered, and fpake fair, I ftrugled ftill, 
And what he got was much againft my Will. 

Of all his Toil, he'reap’d no wifhed Fruit, 

For with: my wrangling, I withftood his Suit. 
Atlength, I was reftor’d, untoucht, and elear, 
In all my Rape, I faffer’d naught (fave Fear) 

A few untoward Kifles, he (God wot) 

Of further Favours, he could never boaft. 

Dry, without Relifh, by‘much Striving got, 
And them with’ much ado, and to his Coft. 

I doubt your Purpofe aims at greater Bliffes, 
And hardly would alone be pleas’d with Kifles. 
Thou haft fome further Aim, and feek’ft to do, 
What (Youve defend) I fhould confent unto. 

He bore not thy bad Mind, but did reftore me, 
Unblemifh’d, to the Place from whence he bore me. 
The Youth was bafhful, and thy Boldnefs lackt, 
And ’tis well known, repented his bold Fad. 
Thefeus repented, fo fhould Pars do, 

Succeed in Love, and in Repentance too. 

Nor am Iangry; whocan angry be 

With him that loves her? If your Heart agree, 
With your kind Words, your Suit I could applaud. 
So I were fure your Lines were void of Fraud. 

I caft not thefe ftrange Doubts, or this Difpenfe, 
Like one, that were bereft all Confidence. 

Nor that I with my felf amin Difgrace, 

Or do not know the Beauty of my Face. 

But becaufe too much Truft hath damag’d fuch, 
As have believ’d Men in their Loves too much. 
And now the general Tongue of Women faith, 
Mens Words are full of Treafon, void of Faith. 


Let others fin, and Hours in Pleafures wafte, 
Tis rare to find the fober Matron chafk, vk 
Wy 
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2 
Why, fay it be that Sin prevails with fair ones, A 
May not my Name be rank’d among ‘the rare ones? 
Becaufe my Mother Leda was beguil’d, ' ar: 
Mutt I {tray too, that am her eldeft Child ? 
I muft confefs my Mother madea Rape, 
But Jove beguil’d her in a borrow'd.Shape. 
When fhe(poor Soul) not dreamt of God nor Map 
He trod her like a milk-white feather’d Swap. 
She was deceiv’d by Error, if I yield 
To your unjuft Requeft, nothing can fhield 
Me from Reproach ; I cannot plead concealing. 
"Twas in her Error = ’Tisin me Plain-dealing. 
She happily err’d ; he that her Honour fpilt, 
Had in himfelf full Power to falve the Guilt. 
Her Error happy’d me too (I confefs) 
If to be Fove’s Child, be a Happinefs. 


To omit high Jove, of whom I ftand.in awe, 
As the great Grandfire to our Father-in-Law. 
To pafs the Kin Iclaim from Tantalus, 
From Peleps, and from noble Tys#darus. 
Leda by Fove,in Shape of Swan, beguil’d, 
Her felf fo chang’d, and by him made with Child, 
Proves Fove my Father. Then you idely ftrive, 
Your Name from Gods and Princes to derive. 
What need you of old Priam make Relation ? 
Laomedon, or your great Phrygian Nation ? 
Say, all be true; what then ? He of whom moft, 
To be of ‘your Alliance: you fo boatft. 
Jove (five Degrees at leaft) from you removed, 
To be the firft from me, is plainly proved. 
And tho’ (as [believed well) Troy may: ftand, 
Powerful by Sea, and full of Stregth by Land ; 
And no Dominion to your State fuperior, 
I hold our Clime nothing to Troy inferior. 

oay 
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Say, you in Riches pafs us, or in Number 

Of People, whom you boaft your Streets to comber ; 
Yet yours a barbarous Nation is, I tell you, 

And in that Kind, do we of Greece excel you. 

Your rich Epiftle doth fuch Gifts prefent, 

As might the Goddeffes themfelves content 5 

And wooe them to your Pleafure, but if I 

Should pafs the Bounds of Shame, and tread awry: 
if ever you fhould put me to my Shifts, 

Your felf fhould move me more, than all your Gifts. 
Or if Lever hhall tranfgrefs by ftealth, 

It hall be for your Sake, not for your VVealth. 

But as your Gifts I {corn not, fo fach feem 

Moft precious, where the Giver we elteem. 

More then your Prefence, it fhall Hellez pleafe, 

That you for her have paft the ftormy Seas ; 

That fhe hath caus’d your Toil, that you re{pect her, 
And more, than all your Trojan Dames affect her. 


But ye’re a VVag in Troth, the Notes and Signs, 
You make at Table, in the Meats and VVines, 
{ have obferv’d, when I leaft feem’d to mind them, 
For at the firft my curious Eye did find them. 
Sometimes (you VVanton) your fixt Bye advances, 
His Brightnefs againft mine, darting fweet Glances, 
Out-gazing me with fuch a ftedtaft Look, 
- That my daz’d Byes their Splendor have forfook 5 
And then you figh, and by and by you ftretch 
Your amorous Arm outright, the Bow! to reach, 
That next me ftands, making Excufe to fip, 
Juft in the felf-fame Place, that kifs’d my Lip. 
How oft have I obferv’d your Finger make, 
Tricks and conceited Signs, which ftraight I take? _ 
How often doth youBrow your fmoothThoughts cloke, 


VVhen to (my feeming) it hath almoft {poke ? ree 
n 
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And ftill I fear’d my Husband would have fpy’d you, 
In troth you are to blame, and I muft chide you. 
You are too maniieft a Lover, (tufh) 
At fuch known Signs I could not chufe but bluhh. 
And to my felf I oft was fore’d to fay, 
This Man at nothing fhames. Is this (I pray) 
Ought fave the Truth ? oft t'mes upon the Board, 
Where Hellen was ingraven, you the Word 
Amo have under-writ, in new fpilt Wine. 
(Good footh) at firft I could not skan the Line, 
Nor underftand your Meaning. Now (Oh fpight) 
My felf am now taught, fotoread and write. 
Should I offend as Sin to me is ftrange, 
Thefe Blandifhments have Power chafte Thoughts to 
Or if I could be moved to ftep aftray (change. 
Thefe would provoke me to lafcivious Play, 
Befides, I muft confefs, you have a Face, 
So admirable rare, fo full of Grace, 
That it hath Power to woo, and to make Seifure, 
Of the moft bright chafte Beauties to your Pleafure. 
Yet had I rather ftainlefs keep my Fame, 
Than to a Stranger hazard my good Name. 
Make me your Inftance, and forbear the Fair, 
Of that which moft doth pleafe you, make moft {pare. 
The greateft Vertues of which wife Men boaft, 
Is to abftain from that, which pleafeth motft. 
How many gallant Youths (think you) defire, 
That which you covet, fcorch’d with the felf-fame Fire? 
Are all the World Fools? Only Paris wife ¢ 
Or is there none fave you have judging Eyes? 
No, no, you view no more, than others fee, 
But you are plainer and more bold with me. 
You are more earneft to purfue your Game} 
I yield you not more Knowledge, but lefs Shame. 
J would to God, that you had fail’d from Troy, 
When my Virginity and Bed to enjoy, 

Q 
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A thoufand gallant Princely Suiters came. 

Had I behdd young Paris, 1 proclaim, 

Of all thofethoufand I had made you chief, 

And Spartan Menelaus to his Grief, 

Should to my Cenfure have fubfcrib’d and yielded. 
But now (alts!) your Hopes are weakly builded, 
You covet Goods pofleft, Pleafures fore-tafted, 
Tardy you come, that fhould before have hafted. 
What you defire, another claims as due, 
AsIcould wifh thave been efpous’d to you; 
Solet me tell you, fince it, is my Fate, 

Ihold me lappy in my prefent State. 

Then ceafe, fair Prince, an idle Suit to move, 
Seek not tc harm her, whom you feem to love. 

In my contented State let me be guided, 

As both my States and Fortunes have provided, 
Nor in fo viin a Queft your Spirits toil, 

To feck atmy Hands an unworthy Spoil. 


But. fee tow foon poor Women are deluded, 

Venus her felf this Covenant hath concluded. 

For in the Jdeaz Vallies you efpy, 

Three Goddefles ftripp’d naked to your Bye ; 

And when the firft had promis’d you a Crown, 

The feconc, Fortitude and Wars Renown ; 

The third, befpake you thus : Crown, nor War’s Pride 

Will I bequeath, but Hellen to thy Bride. 

I fcarce believe thofe high immortal Creatures, 

VVould toyour Eye expofe their naked Features. 

Or fay thefirft Part of your Tale be pure, 

And meet with Truth, the fecond’s falfe I’m fure, 

In which poor I was thought the greateft Meed, 

In fuch a hizh Caufe by the Gods decreed. 

J have not cf my Beauty fach Opinion, 

J’ imagineit to be preferr’d before Dominion, ‘5 
r 
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Or Fortitude ; nor can your Words perfwade me, 
The greateft Gift of all, the Goddefs mace me. 

It is enough to me, Men praife my Face, 

But from the Gods, I merit no fuch Grace. 3 
Nor doth the Praife, you charge me with, offend me, 
If Veuusdo not envioufly commend me. 

But lo!I grant you, and imagine true, 

Your free Report, claiming your Praife as due. 

Who would in pleafing Things call Fane a Lyar, 
But give that Credit, which we moft ddire. 


That we have mov’d thefeDoubts be notyou griev’d, 
The greateft Wonders are the leaft believed, 
Know then I firft am pleas’d that Vexus ought me 
Such undeferved Grace. Next, that you tiought me 
The greateft Meed. Nor Scepter, nor Wir’s Fame, 
Did you preferr before poor HeHen’s Nane. 

(Hard Heart,’tis time thou fhouldft at laftcome down, 
Therefore I am your Valour, I your Crown. 
Your Kindnefs conquers me do what I can 5 

I were hard-hearted, not to love this Man. 
Obdurate 1 was never, and yet coy, 

To favour him whom | can ne’er enjoy. 

What Profits it the barren Sands to plow, 

And in the Furrows our Affections fow. 

In the fweet Theft of, Venus I am rude, 

And know not how my Husband to delud?. 

Now I thefe Love-lines write, my Pen I ww, 

Isa new Office taught, not known till now: 
Happy are they, that in this Trade have skill, 
(Alas ? lama Fool) and fhall be ftill ; 

And having till this Hour not ftept aftray, 

Fear in thefe Sports, leaft I fhould mifs my Way. 
The Fear (no doubt) is greater, than the Blame, 

I ftand confounded and amaz’d with Shane ; 
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And with the very Thought of what you feek, 

Think every Eye fixt on my guilty Cheek. 

Nor are thefe Suppofitions meerly vain, 

The murmuring People whifperingly complain, 

And my Maid Aethra hath by liftning flily 

Brought me fuch News, as touch’d mine Honour highly. 

Wherefore (dear Lord) diflemble or defift, 

Being over-Eyed, we cannot as we lift 

Fafhion ovr Sports, our Loves pure Harveft gather, 

But why fhould you defift ? Diffemble rather. 

Sport (but in fecret) fport where none may fee, 

The greater, but not greateft Liberty 

Is limitted to our lacivious Play, 

That AZenalaus is far hence away. 

My Husband about great Affairs is pofted, 

Leaving his Royal Gueft fecurely hofted, 

His BufinefS was important and material, 

Being employed about a Crown imperial. 

And as he now is mounted on his Steed, 

Ready on his long Journey to proceed: 

Even\as he queftions to depart or ftay, 

Sweet Heart (quothI) Oh! be not long away. 

With that he reach’d me a fweet parting Kifs, 

(How loath he was to leave me, ghefs by this) 

Farewel fair Wife (faith he) bend all thy Cares 

To my domeftick Bufinefs, home Affairs. | 

But as the thing that I affection beft, 

Sweet Wife, look well unto my Trojaz Gueft. 

Ic was no fooner out, but with much Pain 

My itching Spleen from Laughter I reftrain, 

Which ftriving to keep in and bridle ftill, 

At length 1] wrung forth thefe few Words (J mi.) 

He’s on his Journey to the Ifle of Crete, 

But think not we may therefore fafely meet, 

Heis foabfent, that as prefent I 

Am ftill withia his Reach, his Ear, his Eye; ; 
An 
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And tho’ abroad, his Power at home commands 3 
For know you not Kings have long reaching Hands. 
The Bame for Beauty you befides have given me, 
Into a great Exigent hath driven me. 

The more your Commendation fill’d his Ear, 
The more juft Caufe my Husband hath to fear. 
Nor marvel you the King hath left me fo, 

Into remote and foreign Climes to go ; 

Much Confidence he dares repofe in me, 

My Carriage, Haviour and my Modetty, 

My Beauty he miftrufts, my Heart relies in, 

My Face he Fears, my chaft Life he affies in. 


To takeTime now when Time is, you perfwade me, 
And with his apt fit Abfence you invade me: 
1 would, but fear, nor is my Mind well fet, 
My Will wou’d further, what my Fear doth let. 
I have no Husband here, and you no Wife, 
I love your Shape, you mine, dear as your Life. 
The Nights feem long, to fuchas fleep alone, 
Our Letters meet to enterchange our Moan. 
You judge me beauteous, I efteem you fair, 
Under one Roof we Lovers lodged are. 
And (let me die) but every thing confider, 
Bach thing perfwades us we fhall lie together. 
Nothing we fee molefts us, nought we hear, 
And yet my forward Willis flack through Fear. 
I would to God, that what you ill perfwade, 
You could as well compel, fo I were made, 
Un-willing willing, pleafingly abus’d, 
So my Simplicity might be excus’d. 
Injuries Force is oft-times wondrous pleafing, 
To fuch as fufter Eafe in their difeafing, 
If what I will, you ’gainft my Will fhould do, 
i with fuch Force could be well pleafed too. 


Q 3 But 
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But whilft our Love is young andin the Bud, 

Suffer his infant Vigor be with{tood. 

A Flame new kindled is as eafily quench’d, | 

And fudden Sparkles in little Crops are drench’d. 

A Travellers Love is like himfelf, unftay’d, 

And wanders where he walks, it is not laid 

On any firmer Ground, for when we alone 

Think him tous, the Wind blows fair, he’s gone. 

Witnels Aypfiphile, alike betray’d, | 

Witnefs with her the bright Afynoyan Maid. 

Nay then your felf, as you your felf have fpoken, 

To fair Oexone have your Promife broken. 

Since I beheld your Face firft, my Defire 

Fath been, of Trojan Paris to inquire. 

I know you now in every true Refpea, 

I'l] grant you thus much then, fay you affect 

Me (whom you term your own.) I'll go thus far 

Do not the Phryg:ax Marriners prepare, 

Their Sails and Oars, and now whilft we recite, 

Exchange of Words about the wifhed Night ? 

Say that even now you were prepar’d to clime 

My long wifh’d Bed, juft at th’ appointed time, 

The Wind fhould alter and blow fair for Troy, 

You muft break off, in midft of all your Joy, 

And leave me in the Infancy of Pleafure : 

Amid my Riches, I fhall lofe my Treafure. 

You will forfake the Sweets my Bed affords, 

"T’ exchange for Cabins, Hatches and pitch’d Boards. 

Then what.a fickle Courtfhip you commence, 

When, with the firft Wind, all your Love blows hence? 

- But fhall I follow you when you are gone, 

And be the Grand-child to Laomedon ? 

And Ilium fee whofe Beauty you proclaim ? 

Ido not fo defpife the Bruit of Fame. 

That fhe to whom I am indebt fuch Thanks, 

Should fill the Earth with fuch adulterate — 
Q 
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VVhat will Achaia? what will Sparta fay? 
VVhat will your Troy report, and Afia? 
VVhat may old Priam, or his reverent Queen ? 
VVhat may your Sifters, having Hellen feen ? 
Or your Dardanian Brothers deem of me ? 
VVill they not blame my loofe Inchaftity. 
Nay, how can you your felf faithful deem me, 
And not amongft the lofeft Dames efteem me ? 
No Stranger fhall your Afian Ports come near, 
But he fhall fill your guilty Soul with Fear. 
How often (angry at fome fmall Offence) 
VVill you thus fay ; Adultrefs, get thee hence ? 
Forgetting you your felf have been the Chief 
In my Tranfgreflion, tho notin my Grief. 
Confider what it is, forgetful Lover, 

To be Sin’s Author, and Sin’s fharp Reprover. 
But e’er the leaft of all thefe Ills betide me, 

I wifh the Earth may in her Bofom hide me. 


But I fhall all your Phrygian Wealth poffefs, 
And more, than your Epiftle can exprefs. 
Gifts, woven Gold, Imbroidery, rich Attire, 
Purple and Plate, or what I can defire. 
Yet give me Leave, think you all this extends, 
To countervail the Lofs of my chief Friends ? 
VVhofe Friendfhip, or whofe Aid fhall Timp]oy, 
To fuccour me when I am wrong’d in Troy. 
Or whether can J, having thus mid-done, 
Unto my Father, or my Brothers run. 
As much as you to me, falfe Fa/on {wore, 
Unto Medea, yet from Aefon’s Door, 
He after did exile her. Now poor Heart, 
Where is thy Father that fhould take thy Part ? 
Old Aetes or Calciope * thou tookelt 
No Aid from them, who thou before forfookeft. 

Q. A Or 
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Or fay thou didft (alas! they cannot hear, 

Thy fad Complaints) yet I no fuch thing fear. 

No more Agedea did, good Hopes ingage 
Themfelves fo far, they fail in their Prefage. 
You fee the Ships, that in the Main are toft, 
And many times by Tempefts wrackt and loft, 
Had at their lanching from the Haven’s Mouth, 
A {mooth Sea, anda calm Gale from the South. 
Befides, the Brand your Mother dreamt fhe bare, 
The Night before your Birth, breeds me frefh Care. 
It prophecy’d, e’er many Years expire; 

Inflamed Troy muft burn with Greekifh Fire. 

As Venus favours you, becaufe fhe gain’d, 

A doubtful Prize by you; yet the difdain’d 

And vanguifh’d Goddefs, difgrac’d fo late, 
May bear you hard 5 | therefore fear their Hate. 
Nor make no Queftion, but if I confort you, 
And for a Ravifher, our Greece report you ; 

War will be wag’d with Troy, and you fhall rue, 
The Sword (alas) your Conqueft fhall parfue. 
When FHypedamia at her bridal Feaft, 

Was rudely ravifhed by her Centaur Gueft ; 
Becaufe the Salvages the Bride durft feize, 

War grew betwixt them and the Lapythes. 

Or think you Adenelaus hath no Spleen ? 

Or that he hath not Power to avenge his Teen? 
Or that old Tyzdarus this Wrong can {mother ? 
Or the two famous Twins, each lov'd of other. 


So where your Valour and rare Deeds you boaft, 
And warlike Spirits in which you triumph mof ; 
By which you have attain’d ’mong ft Souldiers Grace, 
None will believe you, that but fees your Face. 
Your Feature, and fair Shape, is fitter far ~ 
For amorous Courtfhips, than remorflefs War. | 
Let 
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Let rough hew’d Soldiers warlike Dangers prove, 
>Tis pity Paris fhould do ought fave Love. 

Heftor (whom you fo praife) for you may fight, 
Pll find you War to skirmifh every Night, 

Which fhall become you better. Were I wife, 
And bold witha], I might obtain the Prize ; 

In fuch {weet fingle Combats, Hand to Hand, 
’*Gainft which no Woman that is wife will ftand. 
My Champion I'll encounter Breaft to Breaft, 
Though I were fure to fall, and be o’erpreft. 


If that you private Conference intreat me, 
I apprehend you, and you cannot cheat me; 
I know the Meaning, durft I yield thereto, 
Of what you would conferr ; what you would do, 
You are too forward, you too far would wade; 
But yet (God knows) your Harveft’s in the Blade. 
My tired Pen fhall here in Labour end, 
A guilty Senfe in thievifh Lines I fend. 
Speak next when your Occafion beft perfwades, 
By Clymenea and Aethra my two Maids. 





oat ere 


The paffionate Shepherd to his 
Love. 


Ive with me, and be my Love, 

_4 And we willall the Pleafure prove, 
That Hills and Vallies, Dale and Field, 
And all the craggy Mountains yield. 
There will we fit upon the Rocks, 
And fee the Shepherds feed their Flocks. 
By fhallow Rivers, by whofe Falls 
Melodious Birds fing Madrigales, 

There 
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There will I make thee Beds of Rofes, 
With a thoufand fragrant Pofes ; 

A Cap of Flowers, and a Girdle 
Imbroidered all with leaves of Mirtle. 
A Gown made of the finef€ Wooll, 
Which from oar pretty Lambs we pull, 
Fair lined Slippers for the cold, 

With Buckles of the pureft Gold. 

A Belt of ftraw and Ivie Buds, 

With coral Clafpes and amber Studs, 
And if thefe Pleafures may thee move, 
Then live with me and be my Love. 
The Shepherds Swains fhall Dance and Sing, 
For thy Delight each A4Zzy Morning ; 
If thefe Delights thy Mind may move, 
Then live with me and be my Love. 





The Nymphs Reply to the Shepherd. 


F that the World and Love were young, 
I And Truth in every Shepherds Tongue, 
Thefe pretty Pleafures might me move, 
To live with thee and be thy Love. 

Time drives the Flocks from Field to Fold, 
When Rivers rage and Rocks grow cold, 
And Philomel becometh Dumb, 

The reft complains of Caresto come. 

The Flowers do fade, and wanton Fields, 
To wayward Winter reckoning yields, 

A honey Tongue, a Heart of Gall, 

Is Fancies {pring but Sorrows fall. 

Thy Gowns, thy Shoes, thy Bed of Rofes, 
Thy Cap, thy Girdle and thy Pofies. 





Some 
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Some break, fome wither, fome forgotten, 
In Folly ripe, in Reafon rotten. 

Thy Belt of Straw and Ivie Buds, 

Thy Coral Clafpes and Amber Studs, 

All thefe in me no means can move, 

To come to thee and be thy Love. 

But could Youth laft, and Love ftill breed, 
Had Joys no date, and Age no need, 
Then thefe Delights my Mind might move, 
To live with thee and be thy Love. 





Another of the fame Nature. 


Ome live with me and be my Dear, 

4 And we will revil all the Year, 
In Plains and Groves, on Hills and Dales, 
Where fragrant Air breeds fweeteft Gales. 
There fhall you have the beauteous Pine, 
The Ceder and the fpreading Vine, 
And all the Woods to be a Skreen, 
Leaft Phebus kifs my Summers Queen. 
The Seat of your Difport fhall be, 
Over fome River in a Tree. 
Where filver Sands and Pebbles fing, 
Eternal Ditties with the Spring. 
There fhall you fee the Nymphs at play, 
And how the Satyrs fpend the Day. 
The Fifhes gliding on the Sands 
Offering their Bellies to your Hands. 
The Birds with heavenly tuned Throats, 
Poflefs Woods Ecchoes with fweet Notes, 
Which to your Senfes will impart, 
A Mufick to inflame the Heart. 

Upa 
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Upon the bare and leafelefs Oak, 
The Ring-Doves Wooings will provoke 
A colder Blood, than you poflefs, 

To play with me and do no lefs. 

In Bowers of Lawrel trimly dight, 
We will outwear the filent Night, 
While Flora bufie is to fpread 

Her richeft Treafure on our Bed. 

The Glow-worms fhall attend, 

And all their fparkling Lights fhall f{pend, 
All to adorn aud _ beautifie 

Your Lodging with moft Majefty. 
Then in my Arms will I inclofe, 

Lillies fair Mixture with the Rofe ; 
Whofe nice Perfections in Love’s Play, 
Shall tune me to the higheft Key. 

Thus as we pafs the welcome Night 
In fportful Pleafures and Delight, 
The nimble Fairies on the Grounds, 
Shall dance and fing melodious Sounds. 
If thefe may ferve for to intice, 

Your Prefence to Love’s 'Paradife, 

Then come with me and be my Dear, 
And we will ftrait begin the Year. 








Ake, O! take thofe Lips away, 
That fo fweetly were forfworn, 
And thofe Eyes the break of Day 
Lights which do miflead the Mora. 
But my Kifles bring again, 
Seals of Love, tho’ feal’d in vain. 


Hide, O/ hide thofe Hills of Snow, 


Which thy frozen Bofome bears, 
Or 
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3 
On whofe Tops the Pinks, that grow 
Are of thofe, that Aprils wears. 
Butmy poor Heart firft fet free, 
Bound in thofe Icy Chains by thee. 








E T the Bird of loweft lay 
: On the fole Arabian Tree, 
Herald fad, and Trumpet be, 
To whofe Sound, chaft Wings obey. 
But tiou fhrieking Harbinger, 
Foul ?rocuror of the Fiend, 
Augur of the Feavers End, 
To this Troop come thou not near. 
From this Seffion interdi& 
Every foul of Tyrant Wing, 
Save she Eagle feather’d King, 
Keep the obfequy fo ftrid. 
Let tie Prieft in Surplice white, 
That defunctive Mufick can, 
Be tke Death-divining Swan, 
Leaft the Reauiem lack his Right. 
And thou treble dated Crow, 
That thy fable Gender mak’ft, 
Withthe breath thou giv’ft and tak’ft, 
’"Monzft our Mourners fhalt thou go. 
Here the Anthem doth commence, 
Love and Conftancy is dead, 
Pheenix and the Turtle fled, 
In a nutual Flame from hence. 
So thzy loved as Love in twain, 
Had the Effence but in one, 
Two Diftinéts but in none, 
Wumber there in Love was flain, 
Hearts remote, yet not afunder, 

Diftance 
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Diftance and no Space was feen, 
Twixt thy Turtle and his Queen, 
*But in them it were a Wonder. 
So between them Love did fhine, 
That the Turtle faw his Right, 
Flaming in the Phenix Sight, 
Hither was the others mine. 
Property was thus apalled, 

That the felf was not the fame, 
Single Natures double Name, 
Neither two nor one was called. 
Reafon in itfelf confounded, 

Saw Divifion grow together, 

To themfelves yet either neither 
Simple were fo well compounded. 
That it cried how true a twain 
Seemeth this concordant one, 
Love hath Reafon, Reafon none, 
if what Parts can fo remain. 
Whereupon it made this Threne, 
To the Phoenix and the Dove, 
Co- fupreams and Stars of Love, 
As Chorus to their tragick Scene. 





_Threnes. 


Eauty, Truth and Raritie. 
Grace in all Simplicity, 
Hence inclofed, in Cinders lie. 
Death is now the Phanix Neft, 
And the Turtles loyal Breaft, 
To Eternity doth reft. 


Leaving 
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Leaving no Pofterity 
’Twas not their Infirmity, 
It was married Chaftity. 
Truth may feem but cannot be, 
Beauty brag, but “tis not fhe, 
Truth and Beauty buried be. 
Tothis Urn let thofe repair, 
That are either true or fair, 
For thefe dead Birds figh a Prayer. 





H Y fhould this Defart he, 
For it is unpeopled ? No, 
Tongue I'l] hang on every Tree, 
That fhall civil Sayings fhow. 
Some how brief the Life of Man 
Runs his erring Pilgrimage, 
That the ftretching ofa Span 
Buckles in his Sum: of Age. 
Some of violated Vows, 
*Twixt the Souls of Friend and Friend, 
But upon the faireft Boughs, 
Or at every Sentence end; 
Will I Rofalinda write, 
Teaching all that read to know, 
The Quintiffence of every Sprite, 
Heaven would in little fhow. 
Therefore Heaven Nature chang’d, 
That one Body fhould be fill’d 
With all Graces wide enlarg’d, 
Nature prefently diftill’d. 
Fellen’s Cheek, but not her Heart, 
Cleopatra’s Majelty : 
Atlanta’s 
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Have in my Effay prefixt to this 
Volume, laid down Rules, by 
which the Reader may judge of 
the Miftakes of our Poet fo far, 
as by his Authority not to be 
drawn into an [Imitation of his 
Errors, by miftaking them for 
Beauties. I fhall now in thefe 
Remarks point out the Beauties of this Author, 
which are worthy the Obfervacion of all the In- 
genious Lovers of this Art, and thofe who de- 
fire to arrive at any PerfeCtion in it. 


R Mr. Rowe 
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258 REMARKS 0” the Plays of Shakefpear.. 


Mr. Rowe has very well obferv’d, that the Fable 
‘s not the Province of the Dramma, in which the 
Strength and Maftery of Shakefpear lies 5 yet I 
fhall give a Scheme of all his Plots, that fo we 
may the more eafily fee how far he has fucceeded 
by the Force of ‘Nature, and where he has fail’d. 
1 begin in the Order in which they are printed in 
this new Edition. And in the Firft we find his 
Tempeft. 


The Argument or Fable of the TE MPEST. 


‘ Profpero Duke of Millan being entirely given 

‘ upto his Study, repofes the Truft of the Govern- 
‘ment in his Brother -Avtonio, who having all 
the Soveraignty but the Name is unfatisfy’d till 
he obtain that by Treafon. Wherefore having 
made a fecret Compact with the King of Naples, 
he lets him into A//an in the Night ; and fiezing 
his Brother and his Infant Daughter, fends them 
them out to Sea in a tatter’d, unrigg’d Boat, 
Gonzalo, who by the Tyrant was commanded to 
put this in Execution, out of his own Com- 
paflion farnifhes him with fome Provifion, and 
fome of his own Books. Being thus defence- 
lefs left to the Mercy of the Ocean, Provi- 
dence drove him a on barren Jfland, where he 
found no Body bet a fort of Incubus, Son to a 
notorious .Witch of Algiers. And here he livd 
twelve Years in Solitude, and in the Study and 
Exercife of the Art of Natural Magic. ’Till 
now the fame King of Naples, his only Son, and 
Antonio Profpero’s treacherous Brother and others, 
returning from marrying the Daughter of Maples 
to the King of Tumis, fall into his Spells, for 
Profpero raifing a Storm, has them all caft away 
02 


Pee eee a a ok Se ee eS ae 


oe 


Te ww 


RemARKS o“the Plays of Shakefpear. 259 


on this barrén enchanted Ifland, tho’ none of 
them perifh in the Wreck———Here the Play 
begins Thefe Princes being all caft afhoar 
and difpers’d in the Ifland, the Pangs of their 
Evil Deeds and the fuppos’d Lofs of the King’s 
Son torment the guilty King and fome of his 
Train; while his Son indeed is by Pro/pero’s 
Spirits brought to the Sight of Atiranda Pro- 
fpero’s Daughter, who before had feen none of 
Mankind but her Father. The young Pair fall 
mutually in Love with each other. The King 
likewife and his Train having undergone great 
Pains, Agonies, and Terrors, are brought to 
Profpero’s Cave by his Spirit Ariel; where ha- 
ving been upbraided by Pro/pero, who owns 
himfelf to them, they all are reconcil’d, Pro- 
fpero’s Daughter being to be marry’d to Fer- 
dinand the King’s Son ; fo with the Promife of 
a profperous Voyage the Play ends. 

I can’t find that this Plot was taken from anyNc- 
vel, at leaft not from any, that Mr. Langbain had 
feen, who was very converfant with Books of that 
Nature. But it does not at all follow, that there was 
no fuch Story in any of the Books of his Time, 
which might never reach our Age; nor is it of much 
Importance. 

Tho’ the Fable of this Play may come fhort of 
Perfettion in fome Particulars, yet | muft fay 
this, thatwe have few on the Englifh Stage that 
can compare with it for Excellence. For firft it 
is the Imitation of one Adtion, i. e. The Reffora- 
tion of Profpero to his Dutchy of Milan. he 
Action is of a juft Extent, for it has a Begin- 
ning, Middle and End; the cafting away of the 
K. of Naples, Antonio, &c. on the Eachanted Ifland 
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is plainly the Beginning, fince to this there is no- 
thing necefiary to be before, it is the Sequel 
indeed of fomething elfe, but not the Effect. 
Thas their being caft on the Coaft, produces all 
that happens to them, till the Difcovery, which 
is the Atiddle, and when Profpero is reconcil’d by 
their Sufferings, and his Paflions abated, the Atid- 
dl:, which is their Sufferings, produces the End in 
ths Reconciliation of the Parties. Here is like- 
wife in this Fable a Peripetie and Dzfcovery. For 
the State, Condition and Fortune of the King is 
chang’d trom the extreameft Mifery to Happi- 
nefs by the Difcovery of Profpero, and Ferdinand.’ Tis 
true the Difcovery of Pro/pero is not fo fine as 
that of Uiyffes by the Nurfe, but it is e’ry whit as 
good as the Défcovery that Ulyffes makes of him- 
telf tothe Shepherds. There is a perfect Unity 
in the Action, and in the Time; which tho’ 
a little contufedly exprefs’d (which I attribute to 
the repeated Errors of the Editors, not to 
Shake[pear) yet it 1s concluded by Alonzo, and the 
Sailors to be but three Hours. Profpero in the 
firft A& demands of his Spirit Ariel—What 4 
the Time of the Day——who anfwers Ariel. Paf 
the mid Seafon. Profp. At leaft two Glaffes. The 
Time “twixt fix and now, muft by us be {pent moff pre- 
cioufly. 





Act 5. Scene 1. 


Profp. How's the Day? 


Ariel. On the fixth Hour, at which Time, my Lord, 
you faid our Work fhould ceafe. 


Prof. 7 did fay fo when fir I raisd the Tempeff. 


The 
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The whole Time from the raifing the Storm to 
the End of the Play is but fix Hours, the Play 
plainly opens at the very End of the Storm, 
fo that we cannot fuppofe it more, than three 
Hours and a half ; which is far more Re- 
gular in that Particular, than any that I 
know of on the Stage. The Unity of Place 
is not quite fo regular, and yet we have few Plays 
that excell it even in this Particular. Bunt if the 
Scene of the Storm were out, and which has very 
little to do there, the Place wou’d be bronght in- 
to much a lefs Compafs and the feveral Scenes 
may very well be allow’d to be reafonably fup- 
pos’d pretty contiguous. At leaft when two Gen- 
tlemen fet themfelves to alter a Poet of Shake/pear’s 
Genius, one wou’d expect, that they fhou’d endea- 
vour to correct his Errors not to add more. It 
had been extreamly eafy for Sir Wiliam and Mr. 
Dryden to have remedy’d this Particular, which 
they have not at all attempted; nay they have 
added nothing but what makes their Compofition 
not only much lefs perfe@, but infinitely more Ex- 
travagant, than this Poem which they pretend to 
alter; as I fhall fhow when I come to the Cha- 
racters. Shakefpear had met with this Fortune in 
many of his Plays, while Mr. D---y, and Mr. C--b--r 
have only given us their wife Whimfeys for what 
they blotted out of the Poet. The Pretenders 
to alter this Poet fhowd never meddle with 
him unlefS they cou’d mend his Fable and 
Conda@, fince they can never give us the Adan- 
ners, Sentiments, Paffions, and Diétion, finer and 
more perfect, than they find them in the Ori- 
ginal. 
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As the Fable has all thefe Advantages fo is the 
Condué& of the Play very regular. -Ariftotle de- 
vides the Parts of Quantity of a Play into four 
Parts, wlich he call the Prologue; the Epifode, the 
Exode, and the Chorus. By the Prologue he does not 
mean whit is now a days fpoke before the Play, 
and has feldom any Relation to the Play, and 
will therefore ferve any other Play, as well as 
that to which it is fpoken; but by the Prolo- 
gue here is underftood all our firft A&; and is to 
explain to the Audience not only what concerns 
the Subj:& of the Poem, but what is proper and 
neceflary,; and makes a true Part of it. Thus 
Profpero :o fatisfy his Daughter of the Caufe of 
his raifing the Storm, very artfully lets the Au- 
dience know the material part of his Hiftory 
which paft before that Hour ; and that neceflarily ; 
for it wes not only natural for Miranda to en- 
quire into the Caufe of fo terible a Storm the 
Effetts cf which had extreamly mov’d her Com- 
paflion ; and the Work that was going to be done 
by Profpro feems to mark out that, as the only 
proper time, that he con’d ever have related his 
Fortunes to her, and inform her of her Condi- 
tion, that he had now got all his Enemies 
into his Hands. ’Tis true this Narration may 
feem a little too calm, and that it had been more 
Dramatic had it been told in a Paflion; but if we 
confider ic the Story as Profpero tells it, is not 
without a Pathos. And if this firft Narration 
cou’d be brought under this Cenfure yet the fe- 
cond isfar from it- being very artfully thrown 
into a frt of Paffion, or Anger againft Ariel, 
and is therefore truly Dramatic, for in the Dra- 
ma indetd there fhou’d be very little that is not 
Aétion aid Paffion. It was very neceflary these 
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that when the Poet was giving the Audience a 
Creature of his own Formation, he fhon’d let 
them know’ whence he fprung; his very Origen 
preparing us for a Character fo much ott of the 
Way, and makes us expect that Langucge from 
him which he utters. But there being fill fome 
things done which fell not into the Kiowledge 
of Profpero, and yet were neceflary to te known 
to the Audience, the Poet, in the firft scene of 
the fecond AG makes the Shipwreck’c Princes 
difcover it very Judicioufly. 

The next to the Prologue is the Epifoa,. which 
was all that us’d formerly to go betwixt the four 
Chorus’s, which with usis the fecond, tiird, and 
fourth Act, that is it contains all the Subject of 
the Play, or rather the Intrigues and P/e till the 
Unravellibg. And the Exode, which was all that 
came after the laft finging of the Chorus contain’d 
the Perepetie and Di/covery or the unravelling of 
the Plot, which anfwered our fifth Act; aud is 
the Unravelling, or Cataftrophe of the Piece. This 
divifion of Ariffotle is perfectly obferv’d by Shake- 
fpear in the Condudt of this Play of the Tempe;f. 
For as we have feen the fir/t Act Difcvers all 
that was neceflary for the Audience to know of 
the Story, that happen’d before the Commencement 
of the Action of the Play, and that in an <dmirable 
and judicious Manner; next all the Intrigue of 
the Play, as the feveral Adventures ind Tor- 
ments of the King, the uniting the Hearts of 
Miranda and Ferdinand, and the Attempts of the 
Mob Characters, make up the fecoad, third, and 
fourth Acts, the fifth is wholly employd in the 
Difcovery and Perepetie, or in the Carevelling of 
the Plot reftoring Tranquility to all the Drama- 
tic Perfons. The Scene likewife is geserally un- 
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broken; efpecially in the firft, fourth, and fifth 
they are perfe@tly entire. The Manners are e- 
very way juft, they are well Afarkd, and Con- 
venient and equal; there is no room here for the 
Likene/s, the Story being aFiGion. Thus we find 
every one perfectly diftina from the other. 
C4’ iban as born of a Witch, fhews his Original 
Maolice, ill Nature, Sordidnefs, and Villany. 
Ant nio is always Ambitious and Treacherous, 
and even there promoting and perfuading Seba- 
fitan to the committing the fame unnatural A@ 
againft his Brother, that he had againft Profpero, 
with his Aggravation of adding Fratricide to U- 
f{urpation. 

The Sentiments are every where the juft Effeé 
of the Manners, and the Diétion generally juft 
and elegant, as we fhall fee in thofe beautiful 
Thoughts I fhall add to my Remarks on this Play. 
But | can’t leave my general Confideration of this 
Play till 1 have added a Word about the moft 
queftionable Part of it, and that is the Afagic, or 
Sorcery. 

_ Thofe who make this a Fault in our Poet know 
little of the Matter , for itis fufficient for him to 
£0 upon received Notions, no Matter whether 
Philofophically, or abfolutely true, or not. 
Shake/pear liv’d in an Age not fo remote from a 
Time in which the Notion of Spirits and Conju- 
rers, and the ftrange and wonderful Power of 
Magic, but that it was almoft an Article of Faith 
among the A¢any, I mean not the very Mob, but 
Men of Figure and true Learning. Airoffo is full 
of this and inftead of one enchanted Ifle, gives 
us Many eachanted Caftles. Nay Lavater and fe- 
veral others have wrote ferioufly upon this Head ; 
Mizaldus gives us many Receipts for magical 
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Operations; and the Roficrucians, and Cabalifts 
profefs a Converfation with Spirits of the Earth, 
the Air, Water, and Elemental Fire. Doétor. 
Beaumont has even in our Time wrote a Book in 
Englifh upon this Head , and has declared to ma- 
ny his frequent Converfation with thefe Hobgob- 
lins; nor is there to this Day fcarce a venerable 
Citizen, or Country Squire but as firmly believes 
thefe Beings, as they dotheir own. And tho’ it 
is not our Bufinefs here to enter into the Exami- 
nation of this Point Philofophically, common O- 
pinion being fufficient to juftify Shake/pear, yet 
perhaps the niceft Philofopher would be puzl’d 
to demonftrate the Falfehood of this Notion: At 
leaft we are fure, that there are Spirits depar- 
ted, fince the Scripture it felf aflures us of it. 
The fame woud hold againft Virgil and Homer 
for their Cyclops, their Harpeys, their Circes, &c. if 
common Opinion could not clear them. Our Poet 
therefore is at leaft on as good a Bottom in this, 
as thofe great Men of Antiquity, and has manag’d 
thefe Machines as well as either of them in 
this Play. 

The Reader having feen all the Beauties of the 
Fable, Conduit and Manners of this Play may per- 
haps think it would not be from the Purpofe if 
I fhould take fome Notice of the Alteration made 
of it by Mr. Dryden and Sr. William Davenant, 
and fince it feems a fort of Juftice to Shake/pear, I 
fhall venture to fhow how far they have been from 
improving our Author. Mr. Dryden in his Pre- 
face, after he has told us, that the Play it felf had 
been acted with Succefs, and that Fletcher and 
Sr. Sohn Suckling had made bold with our Poet in 
their Sea-Voyage, and the Goblins AAAS cmmnnnme 
Sr. William D’avenant, as be was a Man of a quick 
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and piercing Imagination foon found, that fomewhat 
might be added tothe Defign of Shakefpear, of which 
neither Bletcher zor Suckling had ever thought (fome- 
thing L hope to add to his Excellence, or elfe it had 
better never have been added) and therefore to put 
the last Hand to it, he defign’d the Counterpart to 
Shakefpear’s Plot, namely that of a Man who had ne- 
ver feen a Woman, that by this Means thefe two Cha- 
rvatters of Innocence and Love might the more illustrate 
and commend each other, 

He further tells us his Approbation of Sr. William’s 
Defign, but with Submiffion to fo great a Man as 
Mr. Dryden muft be allowed to be in his Way, 
I think he had very little Reafon for his Appro- 
bation. For let usconfider but the Rules of true 
Judgment and we fhall find, that what thefe Gen- 
tlemen have done could be only advantagious to 
our Author, by improving the Fable and Condutt, 
the Afanmers, the Sentiments, the Dittion, &c. But 
Mr. Dryden in what is quoted feems to place all 
the Benefit of the Alteration inthe Counterpart 
of his Plot, i.e. 4 Man that had never feen a Wo- 
man, that by this Means, thofe two Charatters of \n- 
nocence 4nd Love might the more illuftrate and com- 
mend each other. That is by fpoiling the natural 
Innocence and Character of AZiranda, to foift in 
fome Scenes betwixt a Company of unequal and 
inconfiftent Characters, which are fometimes meer 
Naturals indeed, and at other Times Proficients in 
Philofophy. 

But what did thefe Characters, or what do thefe 
Scenes towards the improving the Plot? It has e- 
very where broken the Scenes, and embarrafs’d 
the Conduét, but fcarce any where added the leaft 
Beauty to make Amends unlefs, in-Profpero’s fe- 
parating Ferdsmand and the Father, in his Rage; 
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and his Threats of his Death, making the meeting 
of Father and Son the more diftrefsful by fo fud- 
den a Calamity in their Joy. Every where elfe the 
Alterations are monftruous, efpecially in the A4az- 
ners and Sentiments, to fhew which, | fhall give 
fome Inftances. 

Dorinda fays to her Father on his examining of 
her about feeing the Man——— 


Dor. No Sir, I am as well, as ever Iwas in all my Life, 
But that I cannot eat nor drink for Thought of him, &c. 


She faw him but the laft Scene of the fecond 
Aé&, and this is the firft Scene of the third Ad, 
fo what Time fhe had to try whether fhe cou’d 
eat or not I cannot tell, unlefs it was her After- 
noons Wuncion (as the Children call it) for it was 
near four as Ariel affured us. But all that Scene 
indeed between Profpero and Dorinda (a Creature 
of our Correctors making not of Shake/pear’s, but 
more out of Nature, and more inconfiftent than 
Caliban) has nothing at all Dramatick in it, nor 
any thing conducive to the Fable, Conduct or Plot. 
It difcovers nothing of the leaft Ufe, and only 
gives a very imperfect Sketch of the infenfible 
Approaches of Love in Innocence and Ignorance, 
and may perhaps be worthy the Contemplation 
of the young Miffes of the Nurfery. 

Enter eight fat Spirits with Cornu copias 7% their 
Hands. Thefe fat Spirits 1 confefs are very fur- 
prifing and merry, tho’ never thought of by 
Shake[pear. 

The Difcourfe in Eccho betwixt Ferdinand and 
Ariel if tolerable in Profe, is beyond Meafure ri- 
diculous and trifling in finging ; Ferdsaud feems 
too full of Defpair and Concern to have that petty 
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Whim of Curiofity to come into his Head ; and 
therefore I prefume no Body will think, that any 
Improvement of Shake/pear’s Play ; unlefs it be in 
adding-the Mode, which was afterwards in the 
Rehearfal. 


And then to ferious Bufine[s we'll advance 
But firft lets have a Dance. 


But our Improvers have never been eminent for 
their Imitations of Nature in the Drama; Mr. 
Dryden had wandred too far in Romance, to re- 
lifh Nature, or Know how to copy her. Tho’ in 
his latter Plays Age had worn fomething of that 
away, and he has given us fome Scenes worthy 
his Greatnefs in other Parts of Poetry, in which 
lay his Excellence. But to go on—— 

Soon after this Afiranda feeing Ferdinand by an 
odd Caprice (which we never cou’d expeé& from 
her Character as drawn in Shake/pear) fhe fancies 
him aSpiriz. Tho’ fhe had before feen A/ppolito, 
and had been told, that he was a Man, and af- 
far’d by her Father, that fhe fhou’d foon fee an- 
other Man of riper Growth, than him fhe had 
feen. But this artlefs trifling Ignorance of JAG- 
randa {poils that Character Shake/pear has given 
her where fhe is Innocent indeed but not a Fool: 
Whereas this might be call’d as alter’d the Comedy 
of Fools. 

But now for Hippolito, bred to Books and Phi- 
lofophy under fo wife a Mafter as Pro/pero. 


Hippolito and Profpero, 

Hip. Adethinks I wifh, and wifh for what I know not s 
But frill I wih: yet if I had that Woman, 
She, I believe, coud tell me what I wifh fer. 

This 
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This is indeed indulging Fancy with a Venge- 
ance, and throwing all Art, Nature, and Judg- 
ment afide as ufelefs. Certainly the firftt Withes 
of Innocence in Love muft be the Company of 
the Object belov’d ; and that he might eafily find 
and tell. But why fhou’d he fancy (if it were 
not abfurd to ask a Reafon for any thing in fuch 
a Chara@ter) that the Woman cou’d tell him what 
he wifh’d for, when he did not know himfelf ? 

Profp. What wou'd you do to make that Woman 
yours ¢ 

Hip. Pd quit the reft of the World, that I micht 
be alone with her; fhe never fhowd be fromme, &c. 

This is Nature indeed, and this is the real 
Effet of a real Paffion; this is what Tzbullus, 
that tender Lover, faid about 1700 years ago 





Sic Ego fecretis poffum bene vivere filvis, 
Qua nullos humano fit via trita pede. 

Tu mihi Curarum Requies, in Noéte vel atra 
Lumen, & in folis tumibiturba Locis, &c. 


But then our young Lover, if he woud have 
maintained his Character of Innocence and Love, 
fhou'd have kept to that Point, and not imme- 
diately after, contrary to the Nature of Love and 
Innocence run Mad for all the Women in the 
World, as if not bred in a Cave but a Brothel. 
This has neither Senfe nor Reafon in it, but is 
perfectly Monftrous. In the beginning of this 
Scene betwixt him and Ferdenand he difcovers all 
the Symptoms of a real Paffion, which makes his 
after Extravagance impoffible in Nature, even for 
qg Debochee, at leaft till Enjoyment was paft. 

Ferdinands fighting him is a Monftrous Inci- 
dent, and an intollerable Breach of his Char- 
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recter, and contrary to the Adanners , he not be- 
ing only a teader Stripling, but as Ignorant of 
a Sword as a very Woman ; as is plain in the 
Scene before the Duel; for Afippolsto has defir'd 
his Friendfhip, and told him that next a Women 
he found he cowd Love him. 

This with his Ignorance and Innocence ought 
to have deter’d a Man of any Honour, efpecially a 
Prince of no ill Character, from committing fo 
Barbarous and inhumane a Murder for a Childifh 
Impertinence. £ 

But here we muft haVe a Nice touch at Jealoufie. 
Miranda. tells him, 


That he is a Stranger, 
Wholly unacquainted with the World, &c. 


But all this will not do, Ferdimand muft be jealous 
without any Reafon, to make him the more refolute 
in fo fcandalous anAttempt, as the Killing Appolito, 
at leaft of Wounding him fo, that nothing but 
Moly, and the Influence of the Moon, forc’d down 
by his good Angel cou’d recover him to Life a- 
pain. ’Tis true when Ferdinand proves fach a 
Coxcomb to be jealous on what Atiranda {ays 
of Hippolite, tho’ fhe had aflur’d him of her Love, 
and, as far as appear’d to him, ventur’d her Fa- 
ther’s Difpleafure by coming to him, we may 
eafily fafpect he wou’d be guilty of any Folly, 
nay the Villany of fighting with Alppolito, nay 
ic was a Mercy that he did not draw on J4- 
randa too, for it had been fully as Heroic. 

Dorinda is more fenfible of Nature and Love 
than Hfippolito;, fhe can tell that he can truly 
yove but one at atime, and naturally refents 
his profefling, that he will have all the Women. 

But 
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But he is more learn’d in the World in this 
fourth Act, thanin the Former, I fuppofe he had 
reciev’'d fome Intelligence of the Incontinence of 
the Men of this World from one of the Devils 
of Sycorax, for he fays 





Pve heard Men have Abundance of them there—— 


Of whom could he hear this? of Profpero? im- 
poflible ; his Bufinefs had allalong been to fright 
him from the Converfation of Women, making 
them Enemies and noxious to Men, and his 
Safety ; which is directly contrary to the letting 
him know, that other Men had convers’d with 
fo many without Hurt. In this Place indeed a 
Poeta loquitur had not been amifs. He had con- 
vers’ with no Body elfe but Ferdinand once, 
who tho’ he told him, that there were more 
Women in the World, yet was fo far from let- 
ting him know, that one had many, that he told 
him, that one Man was to have but one Wo- 
man. 

But as knowing as Hippolito is in fome things and 
in fome lucid Intervals, he knows not a Word of 
Death; tho’ we muft think he had read ftrange 
Books, and heard odd Inftructions, that cou’d leave 
him fo entirely ignorant of that Point; but were 
this juft, yet that very Ignorance makes Ferdinand 
{till the more inexcufable ; nay Ferdinand himielf 
at laft in the Fourth A& feems himfelf fenfible 
of his Ignorance, for he fays, 


He’s fo ignorant, that I pity him, 
And fain wowd avoid Force—— 


And 
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And indeed a Man wou’d think, that he might 
very eafily avoid Force if he wou’d, at leaft till 
Hippolito had feiz’d his Miftrefs, which he had 
fufficient Reafon to imagine, that Profpero woud 
never permit. But he that notwithftanding all 
that had paft between them, cou’d not be- 
fore this find out his Ignorance, may do any 
thing. 

Bat Hippolito in one Line fays he does not know 
what Right is, and yet in the next tells us of Bafe- 
nefs, and Honour. His Le@ures were very pe- 
culiar, that cou’d give him a Notion of one and 
not of the other. 

The Terms of the Combat or Duel are as 
ridiculous as all the Reft-—that is——to fight 
till Blood is drawn from one of the two, or 
his Sword taken from him. Ferdinand was re- 
folv’d to be on the fure Side of the Hedge with 
him; but he is fo dull of Apprehenfion that he 
may well bea Rafcal, foras Monfieur Rochfoucault 
fays, A Fool has not Matter enough to make an 
Honeft Man of. Tho Hippolito had told him, 
that they had no Swords growing in their World, 
yet Ferdinand did not find it out till he had 
wounded him, that he was unskilful in his Wea- 


pon. | | 
I’m loath to kill you, Sir, you are unskilful, 


Rifum teneatis ? was ever fach Stuff wrote fince 
the Time of Gammar Gurton’s Needle? but it 
would be endlefs to obferve all the Blunders 
of thefe added Scenes, they are all of a Piece 
and fcarce guilty of a Thought, which we could 
juftly attribute to Shake/pear. 1 have given In- 
{tances enough I hope to fhow what I propos’d, 
that the Alteration has been no Benefit to the 
Original. I fhall 
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1 fall only take notice of fome fine things in 
this Play both as to Topicks and Defcriptions, 
and moral Reficctions, and then pafs to the 
next. 

Arie?s Defcription of his managing the Storm is 
worth remarking, and Ferdinawd’s Speech, when 
Profpero is leading him away at the End of the 
firft Act, p. 19. is pathetic, and juftly exprefles 
the Nature of a true Lover. | 


My Father’s Lofs the Weaknefs that I feel 
TheWreck ofall myFriends, and this Man’sThreats, 
To whom I am fubdu’d; are but light to me | 
Might [ but through my Prifon once a Day 

3ehold this Maid. Ali Corners elfe of the Rarth 
Let Liberty make ufe of 5 Space enough 

Have [in fuch a Prifon. 


i muft not omit the Defcription, that Francz/co 

prion, 
makes in the fecond A@t, p. 22. of Ferdinana’s {fwim- 
ing afhore inthe Storm. 


1 faw him beat the Surges under him, 

And ride upon their Backs; he trod the Water, 
Whofe Enmity he threw afide; and breafted 

The Surge moft fwoln,that met him. His bold Head 
*Bove the contentious Waves he kept ; and oared 
Himfelf with his bold Arms in Iufty Strokes 

To th’Shoar; that o’er his?wave-worn Backs bow’d 
As ftooping to relieve him. 


The Reader may comparethis with Ormay’s De- 
{cription of Faffier’s Efcape. His Reflections and 
Moralizing on the frail and tranfitory State of Na- 
ture is wonderfully fine. 


S Pr ofp. 
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Pro/p. Thefe our Actors 
As i foretold you were all Spirits, and 
Are melted into Air, into thin Air, 
And like the bafelefs Fabric of the Vifion, 
The cloud-capt Towers, the gorgeous Palaces, 
The folemn Temples ; the great Globe it felf ; 
Yea all, whichitinherit, fhall diffolve 
And, like this infubftantial Pageant faded, 
Leave not a Track behind. Weare fuch Stuff 
As Dreams are made on; and our little Life 
Is rounded with a Sleep. 


The Argument of The Two Gentlemen of Verona: 


Tho’ this Play be plac’d after. the Tempeft, 
tis evident from the Writing, and the 
Faulrs and even Abfurdities, that it was writ 
long before it, for I can by no means think 
that Shake/pear wrote worfe and worfe; for if 
his Fire may be fuppos’d to abate in his Age, 
yet certainly his Judgmentincreas’d, but moft of 
the Faults of this Play areFaults of Judgment more 
than Fancy. 

Valentine and Protheus are two intimate, Bofome, 
nay fworn Friends, Natives of Verona, and give 
the Name to the Play. Valentine is for travel- 
ling (tho? indeed the Journey is not long) and 
Protheus is in love with a beautiful Lady nam’d 
Gulia, of thefame Town. Valentine being arriv’d 
at Millan facceeds in his Amoar, with Silva the 
Duke’s Daughter ; whofe Lover Sir Thurio is 
favour’d by the Father as a Man of large De- 
mefns, but he is filly, infolent, and cowardly. Va- 
lentine is not long gone from home, but Aatonie 
Sir Prothews’s Father will fend him to travel too, 
efpecially to Aéi#an where his Friend had acquir’d 
fo good a Reputation. He takes Leave of his MI- 
ftrefs privately, and gives her hisOaths and ype 

a 
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that he will love only her till Death. But com- 
ing to Millan he falls in Love with Silvia his 
Friend’s Miftrefs ; and to compafs his own Ends - 
difcovers the Amour betwixt her and Valentine to 
the Duke, tho’ trufted as a Friend by the Lovers. 
This caufes the Banifhment of Valentine, and the 
Mifery of the Lady who lov’d him extreamly. Pro- 
theus on the Credit of his having a Miftrefs in 
his own City, with whom he was mightily in 
Love, gets the Management of Sir Thursos* Paf- 
fion ; and under that Pretence, makes it his Endea- 
vocrs to promote his own,whichJulia being come to 
Millan in Man’s Cloaths difcovers, and is taken by 
him for a Page. Silvia being weary of Sir Thurios 
Suit, and eaget to be with her Lover Valentine, 
engages Sir Eglamour to aflift her in making her 
Eicape to Mantua, where fhe heard, that he was, 
tho’ he indeed was taken by the Out-laws about three 
Leagues out of Afilan, and made their Captain. 
Thefe fame Out-laws feize Silvia, who is refcu’d 
from the Force of one of them by Sir Protheus, 
got thither in Purfuit of her; who prefling his A- 
mour here in vain Attempts to ravifh her but Is 
prevented by Valentine, who had o’er-heard all his 
Treachery; but on Sir Prothew’s Repentance all 
Animofities are forgot, and Sir Proteus returns 
to his old Miftrefs Julia here difcover'd, and 
Silvia is by the Duke given to Valentine, Sir 
Thurio not daring to claim her, nay out of Fear 
of Valentine gave her up in Difcain. 

Befides the Defe& of the Plot which is too vifible 
to criticife upon the Manners are no where agree- 
able, or convenient. Silvia and the reft not be- 
having themfelves like Princes, Noblemen or thesons 
and Daughters of fuch. The Place where the Scene 


is, by the original Error of the Prefs not yet cor- 
3 2 reéied 
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rected, for to be fure. the Author cou’d not make 
the Blunder fometimes the Emperour’s Court, fome- 
times A4illan, and fometimes Padua, as is plain, is 
from the running the Bye over it. 

But how defeAtive foever this Interlude may be 
ia the Plot, Condué&, Manners and Sentiments, 
we yet fhall fee, that it is not deftitute of Lines, 
that difcover the Author to be Shake/pear. 


Love, or against Love when flighted. 


To be in Love where Scorn is bought with Groans 

Coy Looks, with Heart-fore Sighs: One fading 
(Moments Mirth 

With twenty watchful, weary tedious Nights. 

if haply won, perhaps a haplefs Gain ; 

if loft why then a griveous Labour won! 

However but a Folly bought with Wit 

Or elfe a Wit by Folly vanquifhed. 


Pag. 66.'and p. 75. on Love. 


Oh! how this Spting of Love refembleth 
The uncertain Glory of an April Day. 
Which now fhows all the Beauty of the Sun 
And by and by a Cloud takes all away. 


1 muft here let the Reader know, that becaufe in 
going through Shake/pear, the fame Topics will oc- 
cur in feveral Places, I fhall put my References 
to the Latin Pcets on thofe Topics to the alphabe- 
tical Table of them, which will be at the End of 
this Volume. 


A 








REMARKS onthe Plays of Shakefpear. 277 


A comical Defcription of Men in Love. 


Speed._— Firft, you have learned, by Sr. Protheus 
to wreath your Arms like a Malecontent 5 to re- 
lifh a Love Song like a Robin-red-breaft ; to walk 
alone like one that had the Peftilence; to figh 
like a School-boy, that had loft his A.\B.C. to 
weep like a young Wench, that had loft her 
Grandam; to faft like one that takes Diet; to 
watch like one, that fears robbing; to fpeak pu- 
ling like a Beggar at Hollow-Majs. You were 
wont when you laught to crow like a Cock; 
when you walk’d to walk like one of the Lions, 
when you fafted *twas prefently after Dinner; 
when you look’d fadly it was for Want of Money. 
And now you are fo metamorphofed with a Mi- 
ftrefs, that when I look on you I can hardly 
think you my Matfter. 

You muft obferve, that this is the Speech of a 
pert Page to his Love-fick Mafter, and that will 
attone for fome of the Smiles, while the Humour 
is pleafant. 


On Baniflment for Love. 


Val. And why not Death,rather, than living Tor- 
To die is to be banifhed from my felf! (ment 
And Silvia is my Self.. Banifh’d from her 
is felf from felf! a deadly Banifhment / 

What Light, is Light, if Séleza be not feen ? 

What Joy is Joy, if Si/vza he not by ? 

Uniefs it be to think, that fhe is by 

And feed upon the Shadow of Periection ? 

Except I be by Si/vza in the Night, 

There isno Mufic in: the Nightingale. | 
ee Unies 
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Unilefs look on Silviatn the. Day 

There is no Day for me to look upon. 

She ismy Effence, andI leave to be, 

If I be not by her fair Influence 

Fofter’d, illumin’d, cherifh’d, kept alive. Pp: 96. 


Thisis extremely pathetique, as indeed all the 
following Sceneis betwixt him and his falfe Friend 
Sir Protheus. 

On Hope. 
Hope is a Lovers Staff walk hence with that, 
And manage it againft defpairing Thoughts. 





Sir Protheus Advice to Sr. Thurio in the manag- 
ing his Addreffes to Silvia is pretty and fprightly, 
fee p.103. I can’t omit the Words. of Fulia ex- 
prefling her Condition when flighted by her 
Lover. p. 114. 
ommem=But fince fhe did negle& her Looking-Glafs 
And threw her Sun-expelling Mask away, 

The Air has ftarved the Rofes in her Cheeks, 
And pinch’d the Lilly Tinéture of her Face, &c. 


The fifth A& of this Play is much the beft, but 
Valentixe is too eafily reconciled to a Man, whofe 
Treachery and Villany deferw’d the Stab efpecial- 
ly when itis difcovered at the very Time, that 
he goes to ravifh his Friend’s Betrohed. 


The Merry Wives of Windlor. 


I cannot pafs this Play without a Word or two 
of Comedy in general, tho’ I fhall be far from 
laying down al] the Rules of that Poem, which 
tho’ not fo excellent as Tragedy, yet valuable 
enough to merit our Bfteem above all others = 

cep 








REMARKS oz the Plays of Shakefpear. 279 


cept the Tragic. This Poem tho’ the laft and 
leaft encourag’d in the polite Times of <rhens, 
yet was firft and moft advanc’d in Rome, and in 
England ; for Politenefs did not prevail very ear- 
ly in either of thofe Warlike Nations. As we 
have none of the Greek Comedies Extent, but 
thofe of Ariftophanes, who was Mafter of the old 
Comedy, except what we have in Terrence, who 
is faid to have tranflated two of Afenander’s into 
one of his; fo that we cannot make a fair Judg- 
ment of who excell’d in this Poem the Greek, 
the Latin, or the Englijh, yet having thofe of Plautus 
and Terence, we may juftly with Mr. Dryden ig his 
Effay give the Victory to our own Nation over 
the Romans. We can indeed, difcover nothing 
of the Remains of Antiquity in this kind com- 
pareable to Ben. Fehnfon, and to this Play of 
Shakefpear’s. This and our Advantage in Comedy 
of all the Moderns is juftly proved by Mr. Dryden 
in his Eflay in Dramatic Poefie; but I confefs I 
am furpriz’d at the Weaknefs of his Arguments 
in his prefering our Trazedies and Trage-comedies 
to thofe of the Greeks; in which Parallel, he has 
betray’d fo great Ignorance both of the Greek 
Plays and of the very Defign and Art of Tragedy, 
that 1 wonder he correéted not thofe grofs Mi- 
ftakes before he dy’d ; but fuffer’d them to pafs 
to Pofterity with fach Defe@&s of which he him- 
felf was fo fenfible, as to own that when he 
wrote that, he knew little of the Art. 
Among thefe is his Affertion in the Beginning 
of the Difcourfe, p. 3. that Ariftotle had given 
us no Definition of a Play, his Words are theie 
He had no fooner faid thus but all defir’d the Favour 
of him to give the Definition of a Play; and they 
were the more importunate with him, becaufe neither 


S 4 Ariftotle 
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280 RemMarnx«s on the Plays of Shakefpear, 
Ariftotle, zor Horace, ner any other, who wrst on 
that Subject, bad ever done it A Play (goes on 
Mr, Dryden) ought to be a juft and lively Image 
of human Nature reprefenting its Paffions, and 
Humours, and the Change of Fortune, to which it is 
ales for the Delight and Inftruition of Human. 
ClHaA. 

Firft Aristotle has defin’d Tragedy and Come- 
dy tco, but did not like Mr. Dryden, blend things 
fo contrary in their Nature in one Definition, 
as Tragedy and Comedy. He might indeed, well 
fay, that it was a Defersprion, rather than a Def- 
nition, for what is applicable to all forts of 
Dramatic Poetry, to the Epopee, and Satire, is 
no Definition at all. That of Ariffotle is more clofe, 
and to the Purpofe; for what he has faid will nat 
agree in all its Parts with any thing but Tragedy ; 
nor will his Definition of Comedy agree with the 
former. I think it fo material to maintain the Di- 
{tinction which Nature has made between thefe 
two Poems, that I fhall fet down the Definitions 
of both from Ariffotle, Firft of Tragedy. Tragedy 
15 a# Initation of an Aion that is grave, and entire, 
and hath a juft Length, of which tne Stile is agreea- 
bly relifking but differently in all its Parts, and which 
without the Affiftance of Narration by the means of 
Terror avd Compaffion perfectly refines in us all forts 
of Paffions or what ever elfe is like them. 

I have already faid enough of this Definition, 
and fhall only obferve here, that the Ad@ion 
which Tragedy imitates muft be Grave, which 
fhews the Defe& of Mr. Dryden's Defcription, 
for the imitation of any Part of Human Lite 
willnotcomeupto that. But all that is not Great, 
Solemn and Grave is left to the Imitation of 
Comedy, which he thas defiacs —— Comedy is 

an 
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an Imitation of the worft Men, I mean notin all 
forts of Vices but only in Ridicule.For Ridicule is pro- 
perly a Defett, and Deformsty without Pain, and which 
never contributes to the diftruttion of the Subject in which 
it iim This is Aristotle’s Definition and Explana- 
tion of it. He hastold the Subje@t of the Comic 
Imitation, which is only what is rédzculous, all other 
forts of Wickednefs, and Vice can have no place 
here, becaufe they raife Indignation, or Pity, which 
are Paffions, that ought by no means to reign in 
Comedy. Princes, Kings, and great Men ought 
therefore naturally to be excluded the Sock; be- 
caufe Ridicule ought always to be the Subje& of 
this Poem, and thofe Solemn Charaders ought 
never to be made ridiculous. 

In all thefe Particulars Shake/pear has come up 
toithe Rules,and Definition of Aristotle, for he 
has in his Chara@ters chofen the Defects and De- 
formities, which are without Pain, and which never 
Contribute to the Deftru@tion of the Subject in 
which it is. 

Tis Pity, that what Ariffotle wrote of Comedy 
is loft except this very Definition, but the Lofs 
is the lefs becaufe we may very well draw {fuf- 
ficient Rules to walk by in Comedy from thofe 
which remain of Tragedy, obferving this Dif- 
ference, that as nothing ridiculous, can come 
into Tragedy fo nothing grave or ferious can 
come into Comedy juftly, except it be fo art- 
fully join’d to the Ridsculous that it feems Natural 
and no Patch, as the Character of Mr. Fenton 
in the Play under our Confideration , his Chara- 
&er is the only ferious one in the Play. 

But as Tragedy has Parts of Quality and Parts 
of Quantity, fo has Comedy. The Parts of Qua- 
lity, as in the other are the Fable, the Manners, 

the 
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thé Sentiments, and the Diftion, without which no 
Comedy can be truly entitled to that Nama 
The Comick Poet muft firft invent his Plot, or 
Fable ; and when he has fixt that, he muft take 
Care, that the Adanners of the divers Perfons he 
plainly exprefs’d in his Charaéters, that is that 
they be perfectly diftinguifh’d, as every one of 
thefe of the Aferry Wives of Windfor are. The Sen- 
timents are added becaufe without them there is 
no Knowing the Thoughts, Defigns, and Inclina- 
tions of the Dramatic Perfons, and thefe being 
fot to beexprefs’d but by Difcourfe, the Di&ion 
is added. The Fable of Comedy, that is the co- 
mic Fiction or Imitation muft be entirely free 
from the Adarvelous, and the Prodigious, which 
are frequentin Tragedy and the Epopee; for it has 
no Manner of Regard to Great, Illuftrious, Grave, 
Mournful, Terrible, or in one Word Tragical 
Things, but only domeftic and civil Incidents 
and Perfons. There is a natural Difference in Per- 
fons and Quality, or Manners, for that, which is 
Praife worthy in one Degree is not foin another, 
may it may be a Difgrace, for Example in fome 
Arts, For. one of the Vulgar to play well on the 
Fidle, or Heautbois merits Praife, but the fame 
Art in a King, is look’d on astrifling if not def- 
picable. A Woman ought to be a good Sower, 
Knitter or the like, at leaft thefe Qualities are 
commendable in a Woman, but ridiculous in a 
Man. Thus ’tis a Praifein a Servant, that he’s 
no Thief, but it is no Praife to a Nobleman or 
a Man ofany Figure'and Quality. This is fufficient 
to fhow that different Manners aré agreeable to 
differeat Degrees. To know perfe@ly therefore 
what Afanners we ought to give to our feveral 

; Drz- 
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Dramatic Perfons we ought to ftudy thefe follow-. 
ing Precepts of Horace. 


e#tatis cujusq, notandi funt tibi Mores 
Mobilibusg, Decor maturis dandus & Anus. 
Reddere qui Voces jam {cit Puer, & pede certo 
Signat humum, geftit paribus colludere, & ram 
Colligit, ac ponit temere , & mutatur in Horas. 
Imberbis Juvenis, tandem Cuffode remota, 

Gaudet Equis Canibusq, @& aprics Gramine camps ; 
Cereus ia vitium fletti Monitoribus a/per, 
Utilium tardus Provifor ; prodigus efiiris 5 
Sublimis, cupidulq, & amata relsnquere Pernix. 
Converfis ftudijs eALtas, animu/q;, virills 

Quearit Opes, & Amuicitias 5 infervst Honori. 
Comififfe cavet, quod mox mutare laboret. 

Multa Senem circumveniunt Incommoda, vel quod 
Quarit, & inventis mifer abftinet, ac timet uti 5 
Vel quod res omnes timide, gilideq; miniftrat 3 
Dilator, {pe longus, iners, avidusq; futuri, 
Difficilis, querulus, Laudator Temporis atti 

Se puero 5 Cenfor, Caftigatorq;, Minorum. 


And to the juft obferving the Chara@ters, he jaft 
before gives this Advice. 


Intererit multum Davus loquatur, an Heros, 
Maturufne Senex, an adhuc florente Fuventa, 
Fervidus ;, An Matrona potens, an Sedula Nutrsx, 
Mercatorne vagus, Cultorne virentis Agelli, 
Colchus an Affymis, Thebis nutritus an Argis 

Aut famam fequere aut fibs convenientia finge. 


And again 
Qui didicit Patria quid debeat, & quid Amicis 
Quo. fit amore Parens, qua Fratre amandus,@& Hofpes, &c. 
That 
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That ‘ishe who. knows the Duties of every Order 
and Degree of Men both in Regard of them- 
felves, and others is fit to meddle with the 
Drama. 

The Excellence of the: Sentiments is juftly to 
exprefs the Manners, and of the Diction to give 
us the Sentiments in a Language agreeable:to 
the Subje&, for if it be otherwife it is abomi- 
nable. But the Stile of Comedy ought not to be 
fo fublime as Tragedy, nor fo low as Farce; 
but {till diverfify’d according to the Character and 
Humour of the Perfon that {peaks. 

I fhould fay fomething here of Humour but 
that Mr. Congreve has already handled that Point 
fo nicely, that I refer the Reader to his Letter 
to Mr. Dennis on that Subject, and I fhall only 
add Mr. Dryden’s Definition of it in his Effay on 
Dramatic Poefie, which is this. 

Humour is the ridiculous Extravagance of Conver- 
fation, wherein one Man differs from others. Whe- 
ther this be expreffive enough I leave to the Rea- 
der. But in my Mind Humour ts what the An-. 
cients and Ariffotle meant by the Ridiculous, and 
that according to Aristotle it confifts in thofe 
Vices, and Follies of Mind as well as Converfati- 
on, which carry with them a ridiculous Appea- 
rance. The Paflions and Vices of Mankind have 
two different Faces, one ferious and the other ridi- 
culous; the one fupplies Tragedy, the other Come- 
dy. The manner how this is done may perhaps be 
better taught by Example than Precept, I wou'd 
therefore advife a Comic Writer to ftudy Randolph’s 
Mufes Looking Glafs throughly ; for there I am apt 
to believe, that he will find the Source of all Hu- 
mours, that are in Nature ; from which Originals he 


may be able to make fuch agreeable Compounds 
as 
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as may divert thePeople juftly to an equal Profit of 
his Purfe and Reputation. At leaft fo much I 
am very fure of, that no,.Man can fhow me any 
Humour on the Stage,.that is worth taking no= 
tice of, but I will fhow it in the Atufes Looking 
Glafs, which proves that he has gone to the Source 
of Things for the Draughts he has made fince 
thofe, who never read him, have fal’n into the Hu- 
mours he has drawn. He was one of the Sons 
of the famous Ben. Fohnfon,and of Cambrige. 

As for the Parts of Comedy which relate to 
the Quantity they are the fame with thofe of 
Tragedy. That is the Protafis or Prologue, which 
gives an Infight into the Characters and Defign or 
State of the Action of the Play, and this is gene~ 
rally the firft AG; the Epifode, is all that is con- 
tain’d in the fecond, third or fourth A@s, that is 
the Intrigue, and Strugles, and Obftacles of the 
the Plot; and the Exode or Cataftrophe is the 
Unravelling or Difcovery where all things fettle in 
Peace and Tranquility, With Probability, and 
to the Satisfaction to the Audience. 

Having thus premis’d a_ general View of 
Comedy, I fhall come more clofe to this under 
our prefent Confideration, and firft to the Argu- 
ment-——— 


The Argument of The Aferry Wives of Wind{or. 


There are two Walks in this Play but much 
better join’d, connected and incorporated, than in 
any Play, that 1 remember, either in Latin or 
Englifh. The chief Plot or Walk, is that Of ex- 
poling the Charaéter of Sir Sohn Falftaf for his 
ridiculous Amours, or Attempt of two Women 
at once, when by Years and other Defects he 

cou’d 
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coud be agreeable to neither, as Mrs. Page 
and the reft tell him on the Difcovery in the 
fifth Act Why Sir John do you think, tho? me 
cou’'d have thrust Virtue out of our Hearts by Head and 
Shoulders, and have given our felves without Scruple 
to Hell, that ever the Devil cowd have made you 
our Delight? Ford. What a Hodge Pudding ? Mrs. 
Page. A puft Man. Page. Old and cold; wither'd 
and of intollorable Entrails ? Bord. And one that is 
as flanderous as Satan? Page. As poor as Job? 
Ford. And as wicked as his Wife. 

Sir Fobn fends two Letters of the fame Con- 
tents to both the Women, that he low’d them. 
But they being intimate Friends and both paft their 
Prime, communicate their Letters to each other, 
confult on his Punifhment ; and employ to that 
End Mrs. Quickly, who in Mrs. Fords Name makes 
the Appointment of Rendezvous. Ford the Hus- 
band, being of a jealousTemper, has his Sufpicion {6 
heighten’d by the Information of two of Sir Fehn’s 
Sharpers, who had refus’d to carry the Letters and 
were for that refufal Cafhier’d ; that he refolves to 
go to Sir fobz and under the Name of Mr. Broom try 
what difcovery, he coud make of the Truth of 
the Information. He finds the falfe unwieldy 
Knight juft full of his Succefs ; and gives him Wine 
and Money to purfue Mrs. Ford, fo as to make 
her Frailties kuown to him, that fo he might beat 
her out of her Retrenchments of pretended Mo- 
defty and Vertue to his Wifhes. FalStaf blinded 
with this Pretence, and the Money, tells him of 
the Appointment,-and affures him of Succefs in 
his Amours with Fords Wife. Ford being gone, 
the Knight moves to the Damfel; who having by 
Concert Mrs. Page with her, makes her retire 
into another Room till her proper Que of 

appear 
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appearing. Mrs. Ford hating already ordered 
her Servants to get the Buck-basket ready, and on 
Notice to carry and empty it into a Ditch ia 
Dutchet Mead, admits the Knight ; who having paft 
his firft Complement, and made his aukward ‘Pro- 
feflions, News is brought, that Mrs. Page is coming 
in, which makes the Knight retire. Mrs, Page 
tells her, that her Husband and half the Town, 
were coming to fearch for fome Gallant of hersin 
the Houfe. The Knight is terribly alarm’d, and 
as Mrs. Page had propos’d gets into the Buck- 
Basket, and as he is carrying away the Husband 
comes in, but after a little ftop fuffers it to be 
carry d away. ‘Thus Sir fohn is thrown into the 
Ditch after he had been ftew’d up in dirty Linen 
all the way ; and the Husband expofes his ridicu- 
lous Jealovfie to no Purpofe, being not able to 
find any Bodyin the Houfe. The Knight is ap- 
peas'd by Mrs. Quickly and agrees on another 
Meeting the next Morning by Eight or Nine, is 
apain trapan’d by the Husband, to whom, as Mr. 
Broom he had told all his paft Adventure and his 
new Affignation. So being difguis’d on the Hus- 
band’sApproach, like the old Witch of Brentford, he 
is fufficiently beaten by the Husband and yet getsoff, 
leaving Ford as much confounded, and expos’d to 
the Company for his caufelefs Jealoufy as before, 
being yet not able to find any Body with his Wife. 
Upon this Mrs. Page and Mrs. Ford agree to let 
their Husbands intothe Secret, and by their Con- 
fent to proceed to athird Punifhment. This Dif- 
covery Cures Ford of his Jealoufie, and ’tis by all 
agreed that the Knight fhou’d as he ought, be ex- 
pos. He is prevail’d on by Mrs. Quickly at 
Jaft to meet at Mid-night in Wind/or Park, drefs’d 
up as the vulgar fuppos’d Herne the Hunter to. 
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appear, @c. Mrs. Ford and Mrs. Page meet him 
firft, and juft ashe is rejoycing on his good Luck, 
and dividing himfelf and Favours betwixt them; 
Sir Hugh with his Fairies ftart out of the Saw-psr 
where they were hid for that Purpofe, and pinch 
and. burn him with their Lights; from whom 
endeavouring to run away they all come in, and 
the Difcovery is made, and the Knight exposd 
to publick Shame as he ought to be. Here the 
under-Plot or fecond Walk is join’d in the Con- 
clufion; for Mrs. Aun Page, Mr. Page’s handfome 
Daughter isin Love with Mr. Fenton, a well-bred 
Gentleman, and of Quality fuperior to Page, tho’ 
he had been a little wild, and a Companion of 
the Prince, by which he had fomething run his E- 
ftate aground, and for that Reafon rejected by Page 
and his Wife. The Father is for Slender avery filly 
Country Gent. of 300/. a Year; the Mother was 
for Dr. Caius an impertinent old French Phy- 
fician, becaufe he was rich, and had Friends at 
Court. So that the Wife taking this Opportu- 
nity of the no&urnal Mask to abafe Sir Fobn Fal- 
ftaff, orders the Doctor to take her Daughter who 
fhould be drefs’d in white, and fo go off with 
her and marry her immediately before the Fa- 
ther cou’d hinder it. The Father had order’d 
Slender to take his Daughter drefsd in Green 
and lead her away to Eaton and there marry 
her without her Mother’s Knowledge ; but the 
young Lady loving Fenton deceives both Father 
and Mother, to obey both which fhe had pro- 
mis’d, goesand is marry’d toher Beloved, which 
Difcovery coming on that of Sir $ohn’s concludes 
the Play. | 

All the other Perfons of the Drama are plain- 
ly join’d to and depending on thofe two ae 

an 
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and their incorporating them into the Plot feems 
very well contriv’d. The Quarrel betwixt Sir 
Fohn and Juftice Shallow occafions Sir Hugh's Pro- 
pofal of a Mediation, and the Match betwixt 
Mr. Slender and Mrs. Anne Page. This brite 
Mr. Page and Sir Sohn out of Mr. Page’s Houfe, 
where the Motion is made, and approv’d, and 
all invited in to Dinner, where al] the Principal 
Charaéters of both Walks are brought acquainted 
with each other. ‘The Comical Duel, is likewfe 
to Effe& the Plot; for Sir Hugh fends to the 

Dodior’s Houfe- -keeper to affift his Friend Slende 

in his Amour fhe ‘being intimately acquainted ith 
Mother and Daughter. This Meflenger is inter- 
cepted by the Dodtor, on which he fends the 
Prieft a Challenge; which produces the Comical 
Scene of both their Paffions, and Preparations 
for Fighting. In fhort the leait Incident of the 
Play, except Mrs.Pages and her Son’s Confabulation 
with Sir “ugh his Matter, cannot well be left out 
without leaving a Gap in the Plot and Connection 
of the Play. 

I Confefs, that the Unities of Time, Place, 
and Action are not exactly obferw’d according to 
the Rule and Practice of the Avtients, yet as they 
are now manag’d amongus; they may wel] pals. 
The Time is not above two Days and a half at 
moft ; the Place Wéindfor, and the Adjacent 
Fields and Places. The Action is vifibly double, 
but that it is in all the Comedies of cathe, ah 

The firft, A@ fhows all the princips al Chara ‘ters 
except the two Fords; prepares all the Buti ne{s 
of the Play, and enters a little into the AGion, 
in the two Letters fent fe Sir Joli, and the 
Match Propos’d by Sir na and the Doors 
Challenge to the Welfh Levite. So that it is an 
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exact Prot. alts or Pr olog ue. The Epifode begins with 
‘ae leslie A&, and carries all on to the fifths 
where the Exode is in the Difcovery and panifh- 
ment of the Old Letcher; and the difappoint- 
ment of a forc’d Match in Featon’s Marrying Mrs. 
Anne Page. Mrs, Fords Refentment of Sir Fobns 
Letter puts her and Mrs.Page on the Revenge of the 
Affront, and that Revenge furnifhes the Intrigue 
or Epifodical Turns of the Play. 

The Information of Piffol and Nim prepares, 
and roufes Ford’s Jealoufie, admirably and with 
a great deal of Art and Nature. Nor can any 
thing be more ridiculous, and entertaining, than 
the Scenes betwixt Ford under the Name of Broom 
and Sir Foba. 

Upon the wholel think it is pretty plain, that 
nothing can be more agreeable to Ariftotles defini- 
tion of Comedy; for he fays ’tis an Imitation of 
the Worst Sort, and that in Ridicule, it having 
thus all the Par ts both of Quality and Quantity. 

But to make the Parts of Quality more plain 
it wou'd be neceflary to fpeak of the Humours ; 
yet that wou’d be too tedious, as well, as un- 
neceflary, being fo many and yet fo various, and 
fo plainly diftingu ifh’d from each other, that there 
is no neéd to point out Particulars. { fhall on- 
ly give you what Mr. Dryden fays of the Cha- 
racter of Falftaff in his Effay on Dramatic Poetry. 
Falftafk 2 the bet of Camic Charatters there 
are ({ays he) many Men refembling him old, fat, 
merry, cowardly, drunken, amorm, vain ard lying : 


and the Duke of Buckingham confirm it in this 
Verfe 











But Falftaff feems inimitable yet. 


Fords, is an excellent Character of a. Politic, 
cautious, jealous Coxcomb ; and all his Endeavours 
at 
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at the cautious and cunning Management of the 
Difcovery of his Doubts and Fears, involves him 
the more, and makes him the more ridiculous ; 
for the Conferences he has with Sir ohn, con- 
firm him in his Sufpicions, and his Difappointments 
expofe his Folly. 

The Fairys in the fifth Act makes a Handfome 
Complement to the Qneen, in her Palace of Wind- 
for, who had oblig’d him to write a Play of Sir 
John Falftaff in Love, and which I am very we ell 
affured he perform’d ina Fortnight; a Prowigions 
‘Thing,when all is fo well contriv’d, and carry’a on 
without the leaft Confufion. 


The Argument of Afeafure for Meafure. 


Vincentio Duke of Vienna pretending to goa 
private Journey leaves a fevere Lord of | O 
call’d Angelo, his Deputy to govera in his Ab- 
fence, that he might not ha | 
reviving fome Sanguinary Lawes; which had fot 
fome time Jain dormant and for other Reafons. 
eAG/calus is left with him as a Counfellour and 
next under Angelo in Authority. The Duke be- 
ing gone, Angelo begins to revive thofe Laws, 
and Claudio a young Gentleman is taken up to 
make the firft Example of one of them ; which 
made it Death for any Man to lie witha Woman 
out of Marriage. Claudio got Juliet with Child, 
whom he lov’d and defign’d to Marry. Angelo 
being inexorable Tfabel la Claudio’s Sifter jaf going 


IF Fo 


to be profefs’d a Nun, goesto beg her Bi Pie Fe 


Life; and wins the Heart of Angelo fo , that 
he tempts her to redeem her aaa s Life by 
yielding to his Embr: ACES, Vowing tha 2 then 
Terms fhou’d fave him, which he ing her 
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Brother, the Duke (who goes not to Travel as ne 
pretended, but Is disguis’d in a Fryar’s Habit and 
obferves all things unknown) over hears it, and 
perfwades her to pretend to yield to him, and 
Appoint fuch a Timein the Night, that Mariana 
his Contratted Wife, whom he had rejected on 
the lofs of her Fortune, might go in her Place, 
This being done, Angelo fends Orders to have 
Claudio’s Head brought to him by Four in the 
Morning. The Duke manages it fo with the 
Provoft, that the Head of one dying that Night in 
the Prifon, and who was not unlike Claudio fhou’d 
be carry’d to him, and then ordering Aariana and 
and J/abella to Complain to the Duke on his Re- 
turn, which wou’d be that Morning ; he fends the 
Deputies Word of his Return, and Orders them to 
meet him at the City Gates there to give up his 
Authority. The Ladies make their Complaints, 
and after fome Difficulties the Duke difcovers his 
Knowledge of the whole Matter; Commands 
Angelo to Marry Mariana immediately, and then 
to be beheaded as Claudio was, but upon the In- 
terceffion of the new Wife and J/abella, and the 
difcovery that Claudio was preferv’d alive, Angelo 
is Pardon’d, and has no other Punifhment, thana 
Wife and the Publick Difgrace. 

There are fome little under Characters in this 
Play, which are produced naturally enough by the 
Severity of the new Law, as that of the Bawd 
and the Pimp; as well as of. Lucio, which Cha- 
rater is admirably mantain’d, as Shakefpear does 
every where his Comic Characters, whatever he 
does his Tragic. 

The Unities of Action and Place are pretty well 
obferved in this Play, efpecially as they are in 
the Modern Acceptation. The Defign of the Play 

carries 
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carries an excellent Moral, and a juft Satire a- 
gainft our prefent Reformers, who wou'd alter 
their Courfe of Nature and bring us to a Perfecti- 
on, Mankind never knew fince the World was 
half Peopled. But while they are fo very fevere 
againft the Frailties of Men, they never think 
of their Villanies, Oppreflfion, Extorfion, Cheat- 
ing, Hypocrifie and the like, which are the Vices 
of Devils, not of Men; nay, which is extream- 
ly merry, many ofthe forefaid Character, are zea- 
lous Reformers; which proves thus much at leaft 
that the Kingdom of Hell cannot ftand long when 
it is fo divided in it felf. But to return to this 
Play. 

The Scene betwixt J/abella and Angelo in the 
fecond A& is very fine ; and the not bringing 
the Vielding of SJabella to Angelo on the Stage, is 
Artfully manag’d, for it wou’d have been a Dif- 
ficult Matter to have contriv’d it fo, that it fhon’d 
not have given a flur to her Modefty to the Audi- 
ence tho’ they knew it Diflembled. 

Allowing for fome Peccadillos the laft Act ts 
wonderful, and moving to fuch a Degree, that he 
muft have very little Senfe of Things, and Na- 
ture, who finds himfelf Calm in the reading it. 

The Main Story or Fable of the Play is truly 
Tragical for it is Adapted to move Terror, and 
Compaffion, and the Action is one. Its having a 
Fortunate Catajftrophe, is nothing to the purpofe 
for that is in many of the Greek Tragedies; ti 
Ariftotle indeed makes the Unfortunate Ending 
the moft beautiful and perfe@. Leaving therefore 
a farther Examen of the Fable, Conduct, @c. to 
the Reader, and the Rules, which I have laid 
down I fhall proceed to the fine Moral Reflecti- 
ons and Topics of it. But it contains fo many 

3 Beauties 
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Beauties of this Kind, that to tranfcribe them all 
I fhould leave very little untouch’d ; I fhall there- 
fore content my felf to give a Sample of them. 


Mercy. 
I/abell, ——»- Well believe this, 
No Ceremony, that to great Ones longs, 
Not the Kings Court, nor the deputed Sword, 
The Marfhals Tranchion, or the judges Robe, 
Become them with half fo good a Grace 
As Mercy does.—— 


Great Mens Abufe of Power. 
T/a, ———Cou’d great Men Thunder 

As Fove himfelf does, Yove wou’d ne'er be quiet ; 
For every pelting petty Officen 
Wou’d ufe his Heav’n for Thunder; 
Nothing but Thunder. Merciful Heav’n 
Thou rather with thy fharp and falphurous Bolts 
Splic'it the unwedgable, gnarled Oak, 
Than the foft Myrtle. Oh! but Man? proud Man. 
Dreft ina little brief Authority; 
Moft ignorant of what he’s moft affur’d, 
His glafly Effence; likeanangry Ape, | 
Plays fuch fantaftick Tricks before high Heav’n, 
As makes the Angels weep 





The Priviledge of Authority. 

d/, Great Men may jeft with Saints ; ’tis Wit in 
But in the lefs foul Prophanation—— (them 
-—That in the Captain’s but a Choleric Word, 
Which in the Soldiers is flat Blafphemy. 

Ang. Why do you put thefe Sayings upon me ? 

f/a. Becaufe Authority tho’ it err like others, 
Hath yet a kind of Medicine in it felf 
That skins the Vice o’th Top 





Angelo’ 
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Angelo’s laft Speech of the fecond Scene of the 
fecond Ac, is very beautiful in the Agitations of 
Aagelo’s Soul on his falling in Love with J/abel/a the 
Simile very fine which only I fhall tranfcribe. 


What’s this ? what’s this ? Is this her Fault,or mine ? 
The Tempter, or the tempted who fins moft ? ha! 
Not fhe nor doth fhe tempt, but itis I, 

That lying by the Violet in the Sun, 

Do as the Carrion does not as the Flower 
Corrupt with virtuous Seafon. 





a ee a 


‘ 


is Angelo’s Speech in the fourth Scene of the fame 


~ 


The reft of the Speech is well worth noting. nor 
o>? 


, . 
17 


Ac lefs agreeable, or the following Simile in ir 
lefs beautiful—— 





The State, whereon I ftudy’d 
Is like a good Thing being often read, 
Grown fear’d and tedious. 





Oz Place and Form. 
Oh! Place! Oh! Form ! 
How often doft thou with thy Cafe, thy Habit 
Wrench Aw from Fools? andtie the wifer Souls 
To this falfe feeming ’ 





I cannotomitthe charmin Similein the fame Scene. 


So play the foolifh Throngs with one, that fwoons ; 
All came to help him, and fo ftop the Air, 
By which he fhou’d revive; and even fo 
The govern’d Subjects to a well wifh’d King, 
Quit their own Part, and in obfequious Fondnefs 
Crowd to his Prefence where their untavght Love 
Muft needs appear Offence. | 

Souk: On 
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On Life. 


Duke ————= Reafon what Lifeis ——— 
If I do lofe thee, I do lofe a thing, 
That none but Fools wou’d keep. A Breath thou art 
Servile to all the Skiey Influences ; 
That doft this Habitation where thou keep’ ft 
Fioarly afflict. Meerly thou art Death’s Fool ; 
For him thou labour’ft by thy Flight to fhun, 
Aad yet run’ft towards him ftill. Thou art not noble; 
For all th’ Accommodations, that thou bear’ft 
Are nurs’d in Bafenefs. ‘Thou art no way Valiant ; 
For thou doft fear the foft and tender Fork 
Of a poor Worm. Thy beft of Reft is Sleep, 
Aod that thou oft provok’ft; yet grofly fear ft 
Thy Death, which is no more. Thouart not thy felf; 
For thou exiftson many thoufand Grains, 
That iflue out of Duft. Happy thou art not; 
For what thou haft not ftill thou ftriv’ft to get, 
And what thou haft forget’{t. Thou art not certain ; 
For thy Complexion fhifts to ftrange Effeés 
After the Moon. If thou’rt rich, thon’rt poor; 
For like an Afs, whofe Back with Ingots bows 
Zhou bear’ft thy heavy Riches but a Journey, 
And Death unloads thee. Friend haft thou none ; 
For thy own Bowels, which do call thee Sire, 
The meer Effufion of thy proper Loins, 
Do curfe the Gout, Sarpigo and the Rheum (Age 
For ending theeno fooner. Thou haft nor Youth nor 
But as it were an after Dinner’s Nap 
Dreaming on both. For all thy blefled Youth 
Becomes as Aged, and doth beg the Alms 
Of Palfied-Eld! and when thou’rt old and rich 
Thou haft neither Heat, Affection, Limb, nor Beauty 


_To make thy Riches pleafant. What yet is this, 


That bears the Name of Life? Yet in this Life 
? Lye 





REMARKS 0M the Plays of Shakefpear. 297 


Lye hid more thoufand Deaths. Yet Death we fear 
That makes thefe Odds all Even. 


It were to be wifh’d, that the Pulpit con’d de. 
claim in this pathetick Manner, we might per- 
haps have fewer Hypocrites and Ufurers. 


Death. 


Claud. Death is a fearful thing 

ifa. And fhamed Life as Hateful. 

Claud. Ay but to die, and go we know not 
To lie in cold Obftruction, and to rot ; 
This fenfible, warm Motion to become 
A kneaded Clod; and the delighted Spirit 
To bath in fiery Floods, or to refide 
In thrilling Regions of thick ribbed Ice; 
To be imprifon’d in the viewlefs Winds; 
And blown with reftlefs Violence round about 
The Pendant World! Or to be worfe, than worft 
Of thofe, that lawlefs, and uncertain Thought 
imagine howling! ’Tis too horrible! 

The wearieft and moft loathed worldly Life, 
That Age, Ach, Penury, and Imprifonment 
Can lay on Nature, is a Paradice 

To what we fear of Death. 


No fhuning Slander. 


No Might nor Greatnefs in Mortality 

Can Cenfure *fcape. Back-wounding Calumny 
The whiteft Virtue fhakes, what thing fo ftrong 
Can tye the Gall up in the flanderous Tongue ? 


where, 


Place and Greatnefs. 


‘Oh! Place and Greatnefs! Millions of falfe Eyes 
Are fluck upon thee! Volumes of Report 
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Runa with thefe falfe, and moft contrarious Quefts 
Upon thy Doings. Thoufand Efcapes of Wit. 
Make thee the Father of an idle Dream, 

And rack thee in their Pancies 





The Plot of this Play is taken from Cyzthio 
Giraldi, Dec. 8. Nov. 5. you may alfo look into 
Lipfii Monita, p.125. Histoires admurables de Noftre 
Temps, p. 216. 


The Fable or Argument of The Comedy of Errors. 


A Merchant of Syracufe going to Epidamaum 
to take care of his Affairs left in diforder by his 
Fador’s Death. His Wife big with Child comes 
after him, and is brought to Bed of Twins fo 
like, that they coud not be known from 
one another. And in the fame Inn was at the 
fame time two Boys born to a poor Woman, as 
much a-like as the Merchant’s Sons; who there- 
fore buys them of the Mother to be brought up 
with and to wait upon his Sons. When returning 
home from Epidamnum, a Storm arofe, and the 
Siilors having left the Ship he and his Wife and 
Children were left there, and caft away, the Wife 
and one Son and his Slave were taken up by the 
Fifhermen of Corinth, and he and his younger Son 
and his Slave by another Veffel. And when his Son 
was grown up to eighteen, he got his Confent to 
go feek his Brother, and with him went his Slave, 
and in their Travel came to Ephefus, whether af- 
ter five Years Search the Father likewife is arriv’d, 
and feiz’d, and to be put to Death for entring that 
Port contrary to a Law,that made it Death for any 
Syracufian to come to Ephefus. They being thus ali 
come to the fame Town the Play begins with 

. eAigeon'’s 
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e4igeon’s Account of all that is gone before, on 
which the Duke of Ephe/us gives him that Day to 
raife a thoufand Duckets to redeem his Life. The 
two Sons nam’d both Anxtipholis, and their two 
Slaves, both call’d Dromio, by their Likenefs caufe 
various Errors, being taken by the very Wife and 
Miftrefs and Acquaintance of that Antipholis who 
div’d at Ephefus for one another. Till the Wife 
taking his Man and him to be mad has them feiz’d 
and bound by a Doctor to cure them. But while 
they think them fecure, the other Brother and his 
Man come in with their Swords drawn, and they 
all flie away, wondring how he got lofe, 
taking him for her Husband. But rallying the 
other Brother and his Man fly for’t into an Abe 
bey, and is there protected by the Abbefs. The 
Duke coming to fee e4igeon beheaded by the Ab- 
bey Adriama the Wife of one of the Brothers, ap. 
plies to him and complains of the Abbefs, in the 
mean while the Husband -Antipholis getting loofe, 
and his Man, comes in and complains to the Duke 
of his Wive’s Treatment of him, this produces thé 
Abbefs and with her the other Antzpholis, the 
whole Company being furprisd the Diicovery is 
made, and thefe found to be Brothers, and e4geon 
their Father, and the Abbefs e#milia their Mo- 
ther, which ends the Play. 

This Play is exaGly regular, as any one may 
fee who will examine it by the Rules. The Place 
is part of one Town, the Time within the Artifici- 
al Day; and the Action the finding the loft Bro- 
ther, ec. Allowing for the Puns which were the 
Vice of the Age he liv’din, it is extreamly diver- 
ting; the Incidents are wonderfully pleafant, and 
the Cataftropke very happy and ftrongly moving. | 
have wondred that Mr. Dryden chofe rather m- 
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phittri than this, becaue the Probability of that 
depending entirely on the Pagan Syftem, ftrains 
even Credulity to rendr it agreeable. But this 
Likenefs between the Twins is what has hap- 
pen’d many Times; and there is or was lately a 
living Inftance of it in :wo Brothers Twins too, 
fo very like, that they were perpetually miftaken 
for each other, and fucha Sympathy between them, 
that when one was ill the other ficken’d. One was 
of the Band of the Mufic, that belong’d to Drury- 
Lane Play-Houfe , the otier if I miftake not a Dan- 
cing Mafter in the Courtry. 

This Comedy is at undeniable Proof, that 
Shakefpear was not fo igiorant of the Latiz Tongue 
as fome wou’d fain mak: him. Thereis, (fays the 
Writer of his Life) oze Play of his indeed, The 
Comedy of Errors, iz great Meafure taken from 
the Mencechmi of Plautus. How that happend I 
cannot eafily divine, fine: as I hinted before, I do 
not take bim to have ben Mafter of Latin enough 
to read it in the Originad , and Iknow of no Tran- 
flation of Plautus fo old a. his Time. 

I confefs with fubmifion to the Writer of his 
Life, that I can find no fuch need of Divination 
on this Head, for as i: is beyond Contradiction 
plain, that this Comecy is taken from that of 
Plautus ; fol think it as obvious to conclude from 
that, that Shake/pear did anderftand Latin enough 
to read him, and knew fo much of him as to be 
able to form a Defign out of that of the Roman 
Poet; and wich he has improv’d very much in my 
Opinion. He has made two Servants, as like, as 
their Mafter’s, who are not in Plautus. And the 
very Character of Adriazais copy'd from the Wife 
of Mencchmus Surreptus as is vifible from his firft 

Entrance 
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Entrance on the Stage in the fecond Scene of 
the firft At. Forthis is the Chara&er he gives 
of her. 


Ni mala, mi ftulta, ni indomita impofq, Anim, 
Quod viro effe odio videas, tete tibi odio habeas. 
Praterhac fi mihi tale poft husc Diens 
Faxis, faxo foris Vidua vifa: Patrem. 
Naz quoties foras ire voli, me retines, revocas, 

. 2 F = 2 - 5 ae ee 
Rogitas quo egoeam? OQuamrem agam : Quid Nigotij 

geram § 


Quid petam ? Ouid feram ? Quid forss egerim ? &c. 


How far Shakefpear wis beholding to Plautus 
may in fome Meafure be fren by the Argument of 
the Menachm. 

© A Sicilian Merchant had Twin Boys fo 
¢ like, that they cou’d not be diftinguifh’d ; but 
* one of them being ftol’n away the Father dy’d 
¢ with Grief; and his Unde gives the Boy, that re- 
© main’d the Name of his Brother Afenachmus, his 
“before being Soficles; who being grown up to 
© be a Man goes in fearchof his Brother all round 
© the Coafts of the Aéeditrranean, Archipelago, &c. 
“and comes at laft to Epidamnum , where 
¢ his ftol’n Brother was ‘ettled and marry’d to 
‘ a termagant fort of a Lady before defcrib‘d. 
© When Soficles arriv’d every one took him for 
© his Brother ; his Miftres, Friends, his Wife, and 
¢ his Fatherin-Law, till at Jaft meeting together 
‘they difcover themfelve to be Brothers; which 
© ends the Play. 

But this Controverfy af Shakefpear’s total Igno- 
rance of the Latin will beno longer on Foot when 
we come to his Poems where there are feveral 
Tranflations of Ovid’s Meamorphofis, and his Epi- 

files. 
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files, This Play tho’ fo full of Aéion is not 
without beautiful Reflections, and Speeches, as 
p. 285: 


Adr. Ay, ay, Antipholis look ftrange and frown? 
Some other Miftrefs has fome fwect Afpects. 
lam not Adriana, nor thy Wife ? 
TheTime was once,when thou unurg’d won’dft vow 
That never Words were Mufick tothine Har; 
That never Object pleafing to thine Bye ; 
That never Touch was welcome to thy Hand; 
That never Meet fweet favour’d to thy Taftes _ 
Unlefs I fpake, or look’d, or touch’d, or cary’d 

thee. 


The Superiority of Adan. 


Euc. There’s nothing fituate under Heaven’sEye} 
But has its Bounds in Barth, in Sea, or Sky. 
The Beatts, the Fifhes, and the winged Fowls, 
Are their Male’s Subjects, and at their Controuls: 
Men, more Divine, the Mafter of all thefe, 
Lord of the wide World, and wide watry Seas,’ 
indu’d with intellectual Senfe and Soul 
Of more Pre-heminence, than Fifh or Fowl, 
Are Mafter’s of their Females and their Lords. 
Then at your Will attend on their Accords. 


Slander. 


For Slandeflives upon Succeflion, _. 
For ever hous’d where once it gets Pofleffion. 


The 
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The Argument of Auch Ado about Nothing. 


The Scene lies at Alefina in Sicily and in and 
near the Honfe of Leonato. Don Pedro of Aragon 
with his Favourite Claudio, and Benediét a gay young 
Cavalier of Padua, and Don Fobn the Baftard Bro- 
ther of Doz Pedro come to Léonato’s the Governour 
of Meffina. Claudio isin Love with Hero Leonato’s 
Daughter, whom Don Pedro obtains for him, and 
while they wait the Wedding Day, they confult 
how to make Bened:ét and Beatrice the Neice of 
Leonato in Love with eachother, both being Gay 
and Hafy and averfe to Love, and like great 
Talkers railing always at each other. However 
by letting them over-hear their Difcourfe they per: 
fuade them, that they are in Love with each other. 
In the mean time Don John the very Soul of Finvy 
and Mifchief contrives how to break the Match 
betwixt Claudio and Hero, and to this purpofe, by 
his Engines Conrade and Borachio they make Claudic 
and the Prince believe that Hero is a Wanton, 
and put a plaufible Cheat onthem to confirm the 
Sufpicion, by having Borachio Talk to Hero’s Maid 
Margaret at the Chamber Window at Mid-nightr, 
as if fhe were Hero. Convinced by this Falacy Claws 
dio and Don Pedro Difgrace her in the Church 
where he went to Marry her, rejecting her, and 
accufing her of Wantonnefs with another. Hero 
Swoons away, and the Prieft interpofing and join- 
ing in the Atteftation fhe makes of her Virtue, 
fhe is privately convey'd away and-reported Dead. 
The Rogue Borachio being taken by the Watch, 
as he was telling the Adventure to his Comrade, 


difcovers the Villany and clears Hero; but Doz 


John is fled. Her kanocence being known ; her Fa- 
ther 
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ther is fatisfy’d with Claudio, that he hang Verfes 
on her Tomb that Night, and Marry a Neice of 
his the next Morning without feeing her Face 
which he agrees to and performs, and then it is 
difcover’d, that it is Here, whom he Marry’d 
and fo the Play Ends, with an Account of Don 
Sohn’s being taken, 

This Fable is as fullof Abfurdities, as the Wri- 
ting is full of Beauties, the firft-1 leave to the 
Reader to find out by the Rules I have laid down, 
the fecond, I fhall endeavour to fhew, and point 
out fome few of the many, that are contain’d in 
the Play. Shakefpear indeed had the Misfortune 
which other of our Poets have fince had of lay- 
ing his Scene in a Warm Climate where the Man- 
ners of the People are very different from ours, 
and yet he has made them talk and act generally 
like Men of a colder Country, Marriage Alamode 
has the fame Fault. 

This Play we muft call a Comedy, tho’ fome of 
the Incidents and Difcourfes too are more ina 
Tragic Strain; and that of the Accufation of 
Hero is too fhocking for either Tragedy or Comedy 5 
nor cou’d it have come off in Nature, if we re- 
gard the Country without the Death of more, than 
Hero. The Impofition on the Prince and Claudio 
feems very lame, and Claudio’s Conduct to the 
Woman, he lov’d, highly contrary to the very 
Nature of Love, to expofe her in fo barbarous a 
Manner and with fo little Concern, and ftruggle, 
and on fuch weak Grounds without a farther Exa- 
mination into the Matter, yet the Paffions this 
produces in the old Father make a wonderful 
amends for the Fault. Befides which there is 
fuch a pleafing Variety of Characters in the Play, 
and thofe perfe€tly maintain’d, as well as diftin- 

guifh’d 
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guifh’d, that you lofe the Abfurdities of the Con- 
duct in the Excellence of the A/anners, Sentiments, 
Diction and Topics. Benediét, and Beatrice are two 
{prightly, witty, talkative CharaGers, and, tho’ of 
the fame Nature, yet perfectly diftinguifh’d, and 
you have no need to read the Names, to know 
who fpeaks. Asthey differ from each other, tho’ 
fo near a Kin, fo dothey from that of Lucio in 
Meafure for Meafure, who is likewife a very talka- 
tive Perfon; but there is a grofs Abufivenefs, Ca- 
lumny Lying, and Lewdnefsin Lucio, which Bene- 
dif is free from. One is a Rake’s Mirth and 
Tattle ; the other that of aGentleman, and a Man 
of Spirit and Wit. 

The Stratagem of the Prince on Benedict, and 
Beatrice is manag’d with that Nicity and Addrefs, 
that we are very well pleas’d with the Succefs, 
and think it very refonable and juft. | 

The Character of Don Fohn the Baftard is ad- 
mirably diftinguifh’d, his Manners are well mark’d, 
and every where convenient, or agreeable. Being 
a four melancholly, faturnine, envious, felfifh, ma- 
liciousTemper, Manners Neceffary to produce thefe 
villanous Events, they did; thefe were productive 
of the Cataffrophe, for he was not a Per fon brought 
in to fill up the Number only, becaufe without 
him the Fable could not have gone on. 

To quoteall the comic Excellencies of this Play 
would be to tranfcribe three Parts of it. For all 
that pafles betwixt Bexediét and Beatrice is admi- 
rable. His Difcourfe againft Love and Marriage 
inthe later End of the fecond A&, p. 343. Is very 
pleafant and witty, and that which Zearrice fays 
of Wooing, Wedding and repenting, p.334. And 
the Averfion that the Poet gives Benedict and Bea- 
trix for each other in their Difcourfe, heightens 
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he Jeft of making them in Love with one another. 
Nay the Variety and natural Diftinction of the 
ulzgar Humours ofthis Play are remarkable. 

The Scenes of this Play are fomething obfcure, 
for you can fcarce tell where the Place is in the 
two firft Adts,tho’ the Scenes in them feem pret- 
ty entire, and unbroken. But thofe are things we 
ought not to look much for in Shakefpear. But 
whilft he is out in the dramatic Imitation of 
the Fable, he always draws Men and Women fo 
perfe&ly, that when we read, we can fcarce per- 
{wade our felves, but that the Difcourfe is real 
and no Fiction. 


m=? 
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On Friendfhip in Love. 


Friendfhip is conftant in all other things 

Save in the Office and Affairs of Love: 

Therefore all Hearts in Love ufe their own Tongues. 
Let every Eye negotiate for it felf, 

And truft no Agent: For Beauty isa Witch, 
Againft whofe Charms, Faith melteth into Blood. 


Patience under Misfortunes eafier advisd 
than maintain d. 


Leonat. pray thee ceafe thy Counfel, 
Which falls into my Hars, as profitlefs, 
As Water in a Sieve. Give not me Counfel, 
Nor let no Comfort elfe delight mine Ear, 
But fuchan one, whofe Wrongs do fute with mine. 
Bring me a Father that fo lov’d. his Child, 
Whefe Joy of her 1s overwhelm’d like mine, 
And bid him fpeak of Patience ; 
Mieafure his Woe the Length and Breadth of mine, 


And let it anfwer every Strain for Strain ; 
As 
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As thus for thus, and facha Grief for fach, 

In every Lineament Branch, Shape and Form; 

If fuch a one will fmile, and ftroak his Beard, 
And Holla! wage, cry hem! when he fhou’d groan; 
Patch Grief with Proverbs; make Misfortune drunk 
With Candle-Wafters; bring him yet to me, 
And I of him will gather Patience. 

But there is no fuch Man. For Brother, Men 

Can counfel and give Comfort to that Grief, 
Which they themfelves not feel ; but tafting it 
Their Counfel turns to Paflion, which before 
Wou’d give preceptial Medicine to Rage ; 
Fetter ftrong Madnefs in a filken Thread ; 
Charm Ach with Air, and Agony with Words. 
No, no, ’tis all Mens Office to fpeak Patience 
To thofe, that wring under the Load of Sorrow; 
But no Man has Vertue aor fufficiency 

To be fo moral when he fhali endure 

The like himfelf. Therefore give me no Counfel—— 
My Griefs cry louder, than Advertifement. 


I have given more, than the bare Topic, becaufe 
the Speech is Pathetique, and extremely Natural 
Nor can [ omit another Speech, tho’ it containe 
neither Topic nor Defcription and that is 
p. 39°7- 


If they wrong her Honour 
The proudeft of them all fhall hear of it. 
Time has not yet fo dry’d this Blood of mine; 
Nor Age fo eat up my Invention ; 
Wor Fortune made fuch Havock of my Means ; 
Wor my bad Life reft me fo much of Friends 5 
But they thal] find, awak’d in fuch a Kine, 
Both Strength of Limb, and Policy of Mind 
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Ability in Means and Choice of Friends 
To quit me of them thoroughly. 


Of this I fhall fpeak in my Remarks on his 
Verfes, where he has more than once made Ufe of 
the fame Figure. For the Plot of this Play confule 
Ariofto’s Oralando furiofo. Book v. and Spencer’s Fairy 
Queen, Book il. 


The Argument of Loves Labour's lof. 


The King of Navarre and fome of his Nobles 
make a Vow of retiring from the World to their 
Books for three Years, and forfwear the Conver- 
{ation of all Women. But the King of France’s 
Daughter and fome Ladies her Attendants come 
in an Embafly from her Father to the King of 
Navarre, which obliges them to a Converfation 
with the Ladies, and that makes them all in Love; 
and endeavour after they have found out each o- 
thers Frailty and Breach of Oath to win the Ladies 
to yield to love them. But they admit them to 
hope, on Condition they remain in the fame Mind 
a Year, and perform certain Penances. This and 
the Newsof the French King’sDeath ends thePlay. 

Tho’ I can’t well fee why the Author gave 
this Play this Name, yet fince it has paft thus 
long I fhall fay nomore to it, but this, that fince 
it isone of the worft of Shake/pear’s Plays, nay I 
think I may fay the very worft, I cannot but think 
that it is his firft, notwithftanding thofe Argue 
ments, or thatOpinion, that has been brought to the 
contrary. Perhaps (fays this Author) we are not to 
look for his Beginnings like thofe of other Authors ae 
mong their leaft perfect Writings. Art had fo little, 
and Nature fo large a Share in what he did, that i 

ought 
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ought I know, the Performances of bis Youth, as they 
were the moft vigorous, and kad the moft Fire of Imagi- 
nation in them, were the beft. I woud not be thought 
by this to mean, that his Fancy was [0 loofe, and exe 
travagant, asto be independant of the Rule and Govern 
ment of Fudgment 5 but that what he thought was come 
monly fo great, fo juftly and rightly concerted in it felf, 
that it wanted little or no Correttion; and was imme- 
diatly approv’d by an impartial Judgment at firft 
Sight. 

But fince this Gentleman has only given us a 
Suppofition of his own, without confirming it with 
any convincing, or indeed probable Reafon; [ 
hope I may be permitted to throw in another Per- 
haps for the Opinion of Mr. Dryden, and others 
without offending him by the Oppofition, 1 agree 
with him, that we have indeed in our Days feen 
a young Man ftart up like a Mafhroom ina Night, 
and furprizethe Whim of the Town intoa mo- 
mentary Reputation, or at leaft by a furprizing 
firft Play (as Plays go at this Time) and in all his 
afterTryals give us notone Line, that might fupply 
our Credulity with the leaft Reafon to believe that 
he wrote the firft himfelf. Thus Love’s laf? Shift 
was an excellent firft Play, and yet that Author 
after fo many Tryals has not only never come up 
to his firft Effay, but fcarce to any thing tolera- 
ble, except in one, that like a Cheder Cheefe was 
made by the Milk of a Parifh. 

But in Shake/pear we are not confidering thofe 
Matters of the Stage, that glare a little in the 
Night, but difappear in the Day ; but fix’d Stars 
that always fhow their unborrow’d Light. And 
here the common Experience is directly againft 
our Author; for all the Poets, that have without 
Controverfy been Mafters of a great Genius have 
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rofe to Excellence by Degrees. The Wild Gallant 
was the worft of Dryden’s Plays and the firft, and 
theP/ain Dealer was the laftof Mr. Wycherly’s; Otway, 
the brighteft and moft Tragic Genius of our 
World, gave us three moderate Plays before the 
Orphan and Venice Preferv'd. And why we fhou’d 
think, that Shake/pear fhou’d grow worfe dy Pra- 
Ctice, I can find no fhadow of a Reafon from what 
is.advane’d. But ——the Performances of his Youth, 
as they were the moft Vigorous, and had the moft Fire, 
ana Strength of Imagination in ’em were the beft—— 
But ftill this is begging the Queftion, and taking 
that for granted, which wants to be prov’d, viz. 
that the Produdions of his Youth had the mof 
Fire and Strength of Imagination. The laft Works 
of Mr. Dryden, tho’ paft Seventy had much the 
moit Fire and Strength of Imagination, his Fables 
excelling all, that he ever wrote before. Nor can 
we think but that Shake/pear was far from his 
Dotage when he Died at fifty three, and had re- 
tir’d fome Years from the Stage, and writing of 
Plays. But fhou’d we allow what our Author 
contends for, his Suppofition wou’d not hold ; for 
the Play before us and all his moft imperfec& Plays 
have the leaft Fire and Strength of Imagination; 
and that Fancy, that is in them is almoft every 
where independent of that Rule of fudgment, which 
our Author fuppofes him Mafter of. I am fure 
Judgment encreafes with Years and Obfervation ; 
and where Shake/pear fhews, that he is leaft Extra- 
vagant, “tis plain he depends moft on that Rule 
of Fudgment. | confefs the Terms are fomething 
Objicure and Equivocal ; But I pretend not to en- 
ter into a Debate with him on this Head; all I 
have faid being to juftify Mr. Dryden and fome 
others, who yet think, that we ought to look into 

Shakefpear’s 
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Shake/pear’s moft imperfect Plays for his firft. And 
this of Loves Labour's Loft being perhaps the moft 
defeGtive,; I can fee no Reafon why we fhou’d not 
conclude, that it is one of his firft. For neither the 
Manners, Sentiments, Diétion, Verfification, ec. 
(except in fome few places) diftover the Genius 
that fhines in his other Plays. 

But tho’ this Play be fo bad yet there is here 
and there a Stroak, that perfuades us, that Shake- 
fpear wrote it. The Proclamation, that Women 
fhou’d lofe their Tongues if they approachd with- 
in a Mile of the Court, is a pleafant Penalty. 
There ate but few Words fpoken by Faquenetta in 
the later End of: the firft AG, and yet the very 
Soul of a pert Country Lafs is perfectly exprefs’d. 
The feveral Charaéters of the King’s Companions 
in the Retreat, is very pretty, aud the Remarks 
of the Princefs very juft and fine, p. 404. and p. 425. 
Longaviles good Epigram furnifhes a Proof, that 
thefe publifh’d in this’Volume are Genuine, and 
for that Reafon I will tranfcribe it. 


Did not the heavenly Rhetorick of thine Eye, 
*Gainft whom the World cannot hold Argument, 


Perfuade my Heart to this falfe Perjury? 
Vows for thee broke deferve not Punifhment. 

A Woman. I forfwore, but I will prove, 

Thou being a Goddefs I forfwore not thee. 

My Vow was Earthly, thou a Heavenly Love 5 
Thy Grace being gain’d cures all Difgrace in me. 
Vows ave but Breath, and Breath a Vapour is. 
When thou ‘fair Sun, which on my Earth doft fhine 
Exhal ft this Vapour-Vow, in thee it 15. 

If broken then 1t is no fault of mine 

If by me broke, What Fool is not fo Wife 

To lofe an Oath to win 2 Paradife ¢ 
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The Difcovery of the Kings, Longaviles, and 
Dumain’s Love is very prettily manag’d, and that 
of Biron by Costards miftake, is a well contriv’d 
Incident. The whole indeed is a tolerable Proof 
how much in vain we refolve againft Nature, nor 
is Biron’s Cafuiftry amifs when he ftrives to falve 
their common Breach of Oath. 


Of Delights. 


Biron. Why all Delights are vain, and that molt vain 
Which with Pain purchafed does inherit Pain, &c. 


Pag. 393. 
On Study. 


Study is like the Heaven’s glorious Sun 
That will not be deep fearch’d with faucy Looks : 
Small have continual Plodders ever won 
Save bafe Authority from other Books, ec. bid, 


Beauty. 


Beauty is bought by Judgment of the Eye 
Not utter’d by bafeSale ofChapmen’s Tongues,¢'c.4.03 


A pleafant Defcription of Cupid or Love. 


This whimpled, whining, purblind wayward Boy, 
This Signior Fusios Giant-Dwarf Don Cupid, 
Regent of Love-Rhimes, Lord of folded Arms, 
The anointed Soveraign of Sighs and Groans ; 
Liege of all Loyterers and Malecontents ; 

Dread Prince of Plackets, King of Codpiffes, @c. 


Pp: 414. 
Of 
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Of a Wife. 

Ifeek a Wife; 

A Woman that is like a German Clock, 

Stilla repairing ;ever out of Frame, éc. sbid. 





__ There is a pretty Account of Love p. 432. be- 
ginning 


But Love firft learned in a Lady’s Bye, ec. 


And on Womens Eyes there are fome pretty Re- 
fiections, p. 433. beginning thus, 


From Women’s Eyes this Doétrine J derive, 
They f{parkle ftill the true Promethean Fire, &c. 


And Pag. 460. isa good Reflection on a fatyric 
kiting Wit. 


Bt MiA BAS 
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The Plays of Shakefpear. 
Vou. II. 
The Argument of the A@id/ummer Night’s Dream, 





a Rye having brought Ajppolita from the 


Amazons, defigns to marry her in a few 
Days, whilft he is appointing the Time, Egeus one 
of his Courtiers complains of his Daughter Hermia’s 
Love to Lifander, and Averfion to Danes 

whom 
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whom he defiga’d her, tho’ Demetrius had been in 
Love with Helena, and was contracted to her. 
Hermia refafes to comply with her Father, the 
Make allows her four Days to’confider’ of it, it 
which time fhe muft by the Athenian Law, either obey, 
be put to Death, or vow perpetual Chaftity on 
the Altar of Diana. This makes Ly/ander perfwade 
Hermia that Night to fly with him from Athens 
to an Aunt of his out of the Jurifdiction of that 
City, and there marry him, fhe confents and in- 
forms Helena her intimate Friend of her Defign, 
and wifhes Demetrius may on her Flight return’ to 
his Duty. Helena out of Dotage on her Lover in- 
forms him of Hermia’s Flight, who goes after her, 
and. fhe after him, and fo they all meet at:a Wood 
a little from Athens, where they become lyable to 
the Power of the Fairies. For Oberov and his Queen 
Titania being come to dance in the Palaceof The/eus 
to givea Blefling to his Wedding, quarrel about 
a Changling Boy, that the Queen had ftoln, and 
which fhe lov’d to the raifing the Jealoufy of Oberon, 
denying to give him to her Husband. In 
Revenge, Oberon fending Puck for a Charm, lays 
it on the Queen, whenafleep, to make her fallin 
Love with what ever fhe faw when fhe wak’d. 
Puck inthe mean while“is fent to put fome on 
the Eyes of Demetrius, fo that he may fall in Love 
with Helena, whom Oberon had feen him treat ve- 
ry ungratefully, and making no Return for her 
Love; but Puck miftaking the Man, Oberon having 
bid him doitto one in an Athenian Habit, puts 
it‘on Lyfander’s Eyes, which makes him in: Love 
with Helena, and ufe: Hermia very unkindly. But 
Oberon finding: the Miftake, charms Demetrius fo, 
that he likewife loves: Helena, this produces 4 
Quarrel, but the Rivals being hindred from fighti9e 
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by Pucks Artifice the Lovers being all afleep and 
reftor’d to Rights, Oberon puts an End to the, 
Charm that held his Queen enamour’d of a Clowne 
whofe Head was turn’d into that of an Afs, fhe 
having then given Oberon the Boy he had befort 
beg’din vain. They being fo reconcil’d appoin. 
to Dance the next Night in Duke The/eus Palace 
The Morning being come The/eus, Hippolita, Egeus, 
&c. came into the fame Wood to Huntand find 
the four Lovers afleep by one another, they being 
waken’d by the Horns, and avowing their Love to 
one another, as they fhou’d, Demetrius refigns Her- 
mia to Lyfander and takes his former Love Helena, 
fo being marry’d all at the fame time with The/eus 
Bottom and his Companions prefent a ftrange fort 
of a Play of Pyramus and Thisbe which ends our 
Play. 

Great part of this Play depending on a fort 
of Notion of Fairies and their Power, it falls not 
under the Confideration of others, whofe Actors 
are all Human. Of the Nature of thefe things I 
have already fpoke in my Notes on tie Tempe/f. 
It is plain from the Argument, that the Fable can 
never bear the Teft of the Rules. The time is 
by Thefeus in the firft Scenes of the Play fixt to at 
leaft four Days in thefe Words 


Now fair Hippelita, our Nuptial Hour 
Draws on apace, four happy Days begin 
Another Moon, @c. 


The new Moon being the time for their 
Marriage. But it does not appear that there Is 
any more time fpent in the Action than one Day 
and one Night, and a piece of a Day, and part of 
one Night. 

Tho’ 
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Tho’ this cannot be call’d either Tragedy or 
Comedy as wanting the Fable requir’d to either ; 
yet itcontains abundance of beautiful Reflections, 
Defcriptions, Similes, and Topics. Much of it is 
in Rhime, in whichthe Author is generally very 
fmooth and flowing. The firft Scene of the Com- 
plaint of Egeus to Thefeus is very pretty, the Ob- 
{tinacy of apeevifh old Father, who will difpofe 
of his Daughter without Regard to her Inclina- 
tions, is well exprefs’d, and the Manner of his 
reprefenting how Ly/ander had robd her of her 
Affe&tions is extreamly agreeable to that Chara- 
ter fee pag. 471, 472- 

But I cannot omit Hermias Oath to meet her 
Lover that Night and fly with him from Athens. 


Her. My good Ly/ander , 
I {wear to thee by Cupia’s ftrongeft Bow ; 
By this bleft Arrow with the golden Head; 
By the Simplicity of Vexzus Doves ; 
By that which knitteth Souls and profpers Love ; 
And by that Fire, that burn’d the Carthage Queen 
When the falfe Trojaz under Sail was feen 5 
By all the Vows, that ever Men have broke, 
In Number more, than ever Woman {poke ; 
In that fame place, thou haft appointed me 
To morrow truly will I meet with thee. 


Tho’ wecannot perhaps trace the Ancients in 
the Thoughts of Shake/pear, yet it is plain from 
thefe Verfes, and feveral others about his Plays 
that Shake/pear was acquainted with the Fables of 
Antiquity very well: That fome of the Arrows of 
Cupid are pointed withLead,and the others withGold, 
he found in Ovid: And that which {peaks of Dido he 
has from Virgil himfelf, nor do I know of any 

7 Tranflation 
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Tranflation of thofe Poets fo ancient as Shake/pear’s 
Time. 

Titania's Defcription of the Diforder of the Sea- 
fon on Account of the difference betwixt her and 
Oberon is very fine fee p. 478, and 479. 

The Similes which Ly/ander ufes to exprefs or 
rather juftify his Falfehood very fine p. 487. 


For,asa Surfeit of the fweeteft things 

The deepeft Loathing toa Stomach brings, 
Or as the Herefies, that Men do leave, 
Are hated moft of thofe, they did deceive 5 
So thou my Surfeit, and my Herefie, 

Of all be hated but the moft by me. 


Titania’s Order tothe Fairies to Honour her Love 
being what Mr. Dryden has often inftanc’d as one 
of the prettieft Flights of Fancy in Shake/pear | 
muft not omit, 491. 


Qu. Be kind and Courteous to this Gentleman ; 
Hop in his Walks, and gambol in his Eyes; 
Feed him with Apricocks and Dewberries, 

With purple Grapes, green Figs and Mulberies : 
The Honey-bags fteal from the humble Bees, 

And for Night Tapers crop their waxen Thighs, 
And light them at the fiery Glo-worms Eyes ; 
To have my Love to bed and to arife: 

And pluck the Wings from painted Butter-flics 
To fan the Morn Beams from his fleeping Eyes, 
Nod to him Elves, anddo him Curtefies. 


Pucks Similes on the Scene of Bottom and his 
Companions very apt p. 493. Such is Demetrius’s 
Defcription of Helena’s Beauty when he wakes, 
after Charm’d by Oberow and is worthy looking on. 


Pe8S 








pe, 


318 REMARKS onthe Plays of Shakefpear, 


page 496. The Reflection of The/eus on the Diver 
fion offer’d by the Clowns is juft. 





For never any thing 
Can beamifs when Simplicity and Duty offer it. 


His Reflections on Duty and Refpect are fine 
p: §13- 514. but giving an Inftance or two of the 
Topics we'll pafs to the next Play. 


True Love. 


The Courfe of true Love never did run fmooth 
But either it was different in Blood—— 

Or elfe mifgrafted in Refpect of Years, 

Or elfe it ftood upon the Choice of Merit ; 

Or if there were a Sympathy in Choice, 

War, Death, or Sicknefs did lay Siege to it, 
Making it momentary asa Sound, 

Swift asa Shadow, fhort asany Dream, 

Brief, as the Lightning in the Collied Night, 
That ina Spleen unfolds both Heaven and Earthy 
And e’era Man has Power to fay, behold! 
The Jaws of Darknefs do devour it up. 

So quick bright things come to Confufion. 


The Simile of Lightning is a perfect Hypotipo- 
fis and the Epiphonema in the laft Line concludes 
the Topic beautifully. 


Love. 


Things bafe and vile, holding no Quantity 
Love can tranfpofe to Form and Dignity. 
Love looks not with the Eyes, but with the Mind, 
Aad therefore is wing’d Cupid painted blind. 
Nor 
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Nor has Love’s Mind of any Judgment Tafte; 
Wings and no Eyes figure unheedy Hafte. 

And therefore is Love faid to be a Child 
Becaufe in Choice he often is beguil’d. 

As waggifh Boys themfelves in Game forfwear 
So the Boy Love is perjurd every where. 


Whether thefe Reflections are not too juft for 
one in Helena’s Condition to make, I leave to the 
Judicious, but .as they are here divefted of a] Per- 
fons they are admirable. 


Night: 


Dark Night, that from the Eye its Fun@ion takes 
The Ear more quick of Apprehenfion makes 
Wherein it does impair the feeing Senfe 

It pays the Hearing double Recompence. 


And Puck makes a Defcription of the Night 
p.-§20. which the Reader may add to this. 


Lovers, Poets, and Madmen fancyful. 


Lovers and Madmen have fuch feething Brains 

Such fhaping Phantafies, that apprehend more, 

Than. cold Reafon ever comprehends. 

The Lunatic, the Lover, and the Poet 

Are of Imagination all compact. 

One fees more Devils, than vaft Hell can hold, 

That is the Madman. The Lover all as frantic 

Sees Hellen’s Beauty ina Brow of e£eypr. 

The Poets Eye, in fine Frenzy rowling, (Heaven, 

Doth glance from Heaven to Earth, from Earth to 

And as Imagination bodies forth the Form of things 

Unknown, the Poet’s Pen turns them to Shapes 5 
An 
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And gives an airy nothing a local Habitation, 
And a Name. 


All his Fairies, Goblins, and the like are of this 
Kind, which he defcribes here. 


Imagination. 


——~Such Tricks has ftrong Imagination 
That if it wou’d but apprehend fome Joy 
It comprehends fome Bringer ofthat Joy. 
Or in the Night imagining fome Fear 
How eafie isa Bufh fuppos’d a Bear. 


The Fairy Queen was taken from this Play ; but 
whence Shake/pear took the Hint of it I know not, 
but believe it to be his own Invention. 


The Argument of The Merchant of Venice: 


Antonio a wealthy and a generous Merchant of 
Venice having a perfect Friendfhip for Baffanio a 
young Gentleman of fine Accomplifhments of the 
fame City, is bound for him to one Shylock a Jew 
for three thoufand Ducats for three Months, to 
forfeit on mifling his Diy of Payment, a Pound of 
Flefh, where the Jew wou’d take it. Baffanio has 
ving the Money goes to Belmont to obtain Portia, 
arich and beautiful Lady, who was to be won by 
ehefling at the Casket of three which held her 
Pi&are; to which End divers Princes came from 
feveral Parts of the World taking an Oath not 
to reveal which Casket they chofe, if they mifs’d, 
and to go immediatly away on their Mifcarriage 
one Casket was of Gold, and another of Silver 
and a third of Lead. The reft miflead by ps 

chole 
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chofe all Wrong ; but Baffanio choofing the Lea 
won the Lady to both their SatisfaGion. But then 
Salamo with Lorenzo, who had run away with 
Shylock’s Daughter and marry’d he and made her a 
Chriftian, brit gs the News of A: tonios Misfortune 5 
that his Ships are all caft away, and his Bond fot 
feited to the Jew. Baffanio having g inform’d Povena 
of the Diftrefs of his Friend, is 
and his Attendant Gratiano to he / 
and he with Salanio fpeedsaway to Venice, to hep 
Antonio. The Husbands are no fooner gone, but 
the Wives leaving the Care of the Houfe to Lo- 
yenzoand Feffica hatte to Venice after oe ; where 
Portia in the Habit of an Advocate, or Doéor of 
the civil Law, hears Antonios Cake, ane having 
a little held the Jew in Sufpence and hope of 
Succefs to his cruel Revenge, a ogy having retus’d 
all Confiderations in Moi ney, p eives the Caule to An- 
tonto, and will not only not Se the Few have his 
Principal, but proves, that he has forfeited his Life 
and Goods, which he is oblie’d to give his Daugh- 
ter on his Death and to turn Chriffian. 

The Ignorance that Shake pear had of the 
Greek Drama threw him on fuch odd Stories, as 
the Novels and Romances of his time ¢ on’d afford 
and which were fo far from bei ng natural, that 
they wanted that Probability and Verifimilitude, 
which is abfolately neceffary to all the Reprefen- 
tations of the Stage. The Plot of this Play is of 
that Number. But the Errors of the Fable and 


> 


the Conduct are too vifible to n so Difcovery. 
This Play has receiv’d ote ble ee 2 ntages from 
the Pen of the honorable George Granville, Ef: 


The Chara@er of the “Fe to iS very ee G tite 
y 
guifh’d by Avarice, Malice, i Ef ages. a atc: able 


i ae 
5 are ¥4 
But the Incidents that neceffarily 
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Qualitys are fo very Romantic, fo vaftly out of 
Nature, that our Reafon, our Underftanding is 
every where fhock’d ; which abates extremely of 
the Pleafure the Pen of Shakefpear might give us. 
This is vifible in his Speech to the Doge, p. §73, 
and 574. for all the while that Dzictinction of 
Charaéter, whichis beautiful and otherwife pleafes 
you, the Incredibility of fuch a Difcourfe to fucha 
Prince and before fuch a Court of Judicature, has 
fo little of Nature in it, that it is impoflible to 
efcape the Cenfure of a Man of common Sentfe. 

The Character of Portia is not every where 
very well kept, that is, the Manners are not al- 
was agreeable or convenient toher Sex and Quality; 
particularly p. 570. where fhe fcarce preferves her 
Modefty in the Expreflion. 

The Scene betwixt Shylock and Tubal in the 
third AG, p. 557, and 558. is artfully managed ; 
and the Temper of the Jew excellently difcover’d 
in its various Turns upon the different News, 
of which Tubal gives him an Account. 

This Play, as well as moft of the reft, gives Ine 
{tances, that Shake/pear was perfectly acquainted 
with the fabulous Stories of the old Poets, which 
is to mea Confirmation, that he was well acquains 
ted with the Authors of the Latin Antiquity, 
whence only he cou’d learn them. 

Tho’ there are a great many Beauties in what 
our modern Gentlemen call the Writing in this 
Play, yet it is almoft every where calm, and 
touches not the Soul, there are no finewy Paf- 
fions, which ought every where to fhine in a fe 
rious Dramatic Performance, fuch as moft of this 
is. 


You 
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You have too much Refpe& upon the World 
They lofe it, that do buy it with much Care. 


Of Mediocrity. 


Jere. And yet for ought I fee they are as fick, 
that furfeit on too much, as they that ftarve with 
nothing ; therefore it is no fmall Happinefs to be 
feated in the Adeans Superfluity comes fooner to 
white Hairs, but Competency lives longer. 


Eafier to advife than do. 


Por. If to do were as eafie, as to know what 
were good to do, Chappels had been Churches, 
and poor Mens Cottages Princes Palaces. “Tis a 
a good Divine, that follows his owa Inftructions. 
I can eafier teach twenty what is good to be 
done, than to be one of the twenty to follow my 
own teaching. The Brain may devife Laws tor 
the Blood ; but a hot Temper leaps o’er a cold 
Decree. Such a Harve is Madnefs the Youth, to 
Skip over the Mefhes of good Counfel the 
Cripple. 

That we are more eager in the Purfuit of what 
we have not; than the Prefervation of what we 
have poflefs’d, fee p. $47. Ob! ten times faffer Venus 
Pidgeons flie. &c. In Portia’s Speech p. 560. when 
Baffanio is going to make his Choice, there are ie- 
veral beautiful Similes. 

Againft Appearance p- 56t. for near forty Lines 
together. He is generally excellent in his Choe 
of Bpithets of a ftroag, proper, and natural Sig- 
nification, and fech as denote the Quality ofthe 


thing wondertully, as here 
be Por. 
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Por. How allthe other Paffions fleet to Air! 
As, doubtful Thoughts, and rafh embrac’d Defpair, 
And fhuddring Fear, and green-ey’d Jealoufy, &c. 


‘ 
tn 
sa 


Baffanio’s Defcription of Portia’s PiGure when 
he choofes the Leaden Casket is very fine, p. 562. 
There are likewife in thator the next Page two 
fine Similes, the firft he begins thus 
Like one of two contending in a Prize, And the o- 
ther in the next Page thus As after 
fome Oration fairly poke, &c. An Affectation in 
Words, fee p. $72. beginning thus QO! 
dear Difcretion, how his Words are futed, &c. 











Mercy. 


+ 


Por, The Quality of A~Zercy is not ftrain’d 5 
It droppeth as the gentle Rain from Heaven 
Upon the Place beneath. It is twice blefs’d. 

It blefles him, that gives, and him that takes, 
Gc. Pag. §77: 


Ox the Power of Mufick. 


The Reafon is your Spirits are attentive 
For do but note a wild and wanton Herd, ec: 


p: $87. 


Read likewife the laft nine Verfes of this Page. 
The Expreffion is very fine in. this on the Moon- 


fhine’ Night, This Nicht methinks is bus 
the Day-licht fick, &e. 





The 
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The Argument of As you like it. 


die lerick the Duke of fome part of France is De- 
pos’d, and Banifh’d by his younger Brother, and 


retir’d to the Forreft of Arden - many Pi oy of 
semen fol] owins g him thither ont of 

at nd Hatred of t ie Ufurper; whor | 
his Brother’s ie iter to gratify his own Daugh- 


ter Celia, who Doated on her with a very pecu- 
liar Love and Affedtion.. But being afterwards 


Jealous of ber Popularity banifhes her likewile. 
Bet his own Daughter flies with | ina 
being in Mens Cloaths under the Name or Ga- 
nymeae, and Celia in Womans under the Wame ot 
Aliena. Hither. likewile comes Orlando the * ze 
Son of Sir. Rowland Du-Boss, ficd from nis elder 


Brother’s’ Cruelty and the Ufurper’s Kate. he 
wreftling before the Duke kills his Wreftler Coaries, 
and wounds the Heart of Rofalinda as the did 

But meeting , an the Foreit he. makes Love toner 


as Rofalin da, 4, tho’ in appearance a Lad, which Ha- 
hit betray’d Phat be. a Shep} r ) tikewik 
in Love with her ‘aS a Man, whom: fhe ufes fcur- 
vily to make her pity Sivias the Swain, that is 
in Love with her: « Orlazdo’s Brother Oliver being 
fore’d io flie from the Rage of the Ufurper, be- 
caufe his Brother had: made his -Efcape, is deli- 
verd from a.Lionefs, by the, Valour of Oriznao 


whofe Life he had before i bafely fought, but be- 
it! volt anct 

ing thus reconcil’d falls in Love with Cava and 
es s(ntidwAin 

fhe with him, fo the ian being refolv d on 

. siac-f) lande 


Ro; ‘alinda or rather then Ganymede promires C4V% AIC 
that. he fhall have his trae Ro/alimdathe next Day, 
and Phebe, that fhe will have her, on conditi 

thatif fhe refafe him fhe fhall marry Si/vius, Hia- 
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ving perform’d all this, and the banifh’d Duke 
having given her to Orlando, Faques Orlandos 
and Oliver’s Brother brings News that the Ufurper 
coming with Forces againft them, was on the 
Way converted and gone into a Monaftry leaving 
the Dukedom agiin to his Brother. 

This Story hes nothing Dramatic in it, yet 
Shake/pear has made as good ufe of it as poflible. 

The Scene betwixt Orlavdo and his Brother O- 
liver in the opening of the Play is well manag’d 
difcovering fomething, that goes before in the Qua- 
rel between them; and Oliver’s Management of 
the provoking Charles the Wreftler againft Orlando 
is arttul and natural. 


Martial has this Diftic— 


Quem recitas meus eff O! Fidentine! Libellus 
Sed male dun recitas inciptt effe tuus, 


I will not fay that Shake/pear took the following 
Thought from this, but it is plainly the fame. Or- 
lando {ays to Faques———TI pray thee mar no more 
of my Verfes by reading them ill favour'dly. p. 633. 
The old Dukes Speech preferring that Solitude 
to the World is full of moral Reflections. p. 612. 
Now my Co-mates, and Brothers in Exile, &c. The 
third scene of the fecond A& betwixt Orlando and 
Adam moving by the Gratitude of the old Ser- 
vant. p. 614, 61§, 616. and page 6295. is that 
fine Speech of Jaques taken notice of by Mr. Rowe 
in Shakefpear’s Life. That Pleafantry of the dif- 
ferent Motion of Time. p. 634. is worth remar- 
king. And Rofainda’s Character of a Man in 
Love. 636. is very pretty, 


Og 
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On the feveral forts of VUelancholy. 


Fagues. 1 have neither the Scolars Melancholy, 
which is Emulation; nor the Vuficians, which is 
Fantaftical; nor the Courtiers, which is Proud: 
nor the Soldiers, which is Anbitious: nor the 
Lawyers which is Political: not the Ladies, which 
is Nice: nor the Lovers, whic is all thefe, @e. 
Pp: 645. 


Love. 


Rof. No, that fame wicked Baftard of Venus, 
that was begot of Thought, cenceiv’d of Spleen, 
and born of Madnefs, that >lind rafcally Boy, 
that abufes every ones Byes, tecaufe his own are 
out—— ce. p. 650. and 659. & fhown what it is 
to be in Love, Good Shepheid (fays Phebe) tel 
this Youth what tis to Love, &. fee p. 659, and 
660. 





A Courtier. 





He fwears he has been t Courtier. 

Clown. \f any Man doubt tht let him put me 
to the Purgation, —— I havetroda Meafure; I 
have flater’d a Lady; I have been Politic with 
my Friend, Smooth with my Enemy ; 1 have un- 
done three Taylors; 1 have 1ad four Quarrels, 
and had like to have fought ont. 


The Argument of The Taning the Shrew. . 
A Geatleman of Padua has two Daughters, Ca- 


tharine the Elder, and Bianchathe Younger. The 
X 4 Elder 
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Elder is fo known a Shrew, that no Body wou’d 
make Love to her in order to Matrimony, while 
Biancha had many, that addrefs’d to her for that 
End: Bet the Rather declar’d he wou’d not dif 
pofe of the Youngeft till the Eldeft was marry’d, 
which making all the Pretenders defpair till Pe- 
trucio Of Verona ventur’d upon the Match; Woos 
her madiy, Marries her quickly, and treats her 


intolerably, till he broke her Stubbornefs fo, that 
fhe was the molt obedient of the three Wives then 


there, vz. ner ster, who was marry d to Lucentio 
and a Wicow who juft marry’d Hortenfio a Suiter of 
of Biancha’s tilt his Difentt at her liftning to Lu- 
ir’d only to be a School-mafter. 

s Play istadeed Dramatic for it is all A@ion, 
lere is little Room left for Reflections. and 
fine Topics. Tho’ it be far from Regular as to 
‘Yime and Place, yet it is perfe@ly fo in the A@i- 
on; and fome of the Irregularities of Time might 
eafily have been prevented in p. 705. in a Matter 
of twelve Lines there is plainly fuppos’d at leaft 
twelve if not twenty four Hours to have pafs’d ; 
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_there is fcarce indeed a Line for an Hour. ‘The 


Diftick of Ovid which Lucentio conftrues in a plea- 
fant Way is a frefh Proof that Shake/pear was well 
acquainted with Ovid;and that he had a peculiar 
Value for that Poet is plain from what Tranio 
fays in the firft Scene. p. 679. Lets be no 
Staicks nor no Stocks I pray, or fo Devote to Ariftotle’s 
Checks, as Ovid be an Out-caft quite abjurd, &e, 
The Reader by regarding this whole Speech of 
Tranio will find that Shake/pear was far from be- 
ing that /enxoramus in Literature, as fome wou'd 
unaccountably make him. 
Grumios’s Account of Petrucio’s Journey with his 
Bride is very Entertaining, 713. 2 
be 
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The Mind not the Habit valuable. 


For *tis the Mind, that makes the Body rich; 
And as the Sun breaks through the darkeft Clouds 
So Honour peereth in the meaneft Habit. 

What is the Jay more precious, than the Lark 
Becaufe his Feathers are more beautiful ? 

Or is the Adder better than the Eel 

Becaufe the painted Skin contents the Eye,@c.724. 


Catharines Harangue to her Sifter and the Wi- 
dow onthe Duty of Wives to their Husbands, if 
the Ladies wou’d read it with a little Regard, 
might be of mighty ufe in this Age. p. 738. 

The Story of the Tinker by which this Comedy 
is introduc’d, may be found in Goulart’s Hiffotres 
Admirables: And Pontus Heuterus Rerum Burdicarum. 
The Comedy it felf ishis own Invention, as faras we 
can difcover, and fo good, that tho’ it has been 
alter’d by Mr. Lacy, yet I do not think it much 
amprovd 5 that Comedian committed an odd Blun- 
der in laying the Scene in. Exglana, and adding 
Samny the Scot,and yet retaining al} the other Names 
that were purely /talian. The additional Tryal 
of Skill on their Return to her Father is well 
contrivd. 


The Argument of Als well that ends mel. 


Helena, Daughter of Gerard de Narborne a famous 
Phyfician in France is bred up by the Countefs 
Dowager of Roffilion, as her own ; fhe falls in Love 
with Bertram the young Count, who being, fent to 
Court,herPaflion for him is difcovered by theDutchefs 
and fhe encourag’d in her Attempt to cure the King 


of 
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of a Fiftula, when all theDoétors had given him over: 
She therefore arrives at Court, and after much 
{mportunity cures the King, and in Right of 
his Promife choofes Count Bertram for her Huse 
band, but he difdaining her for a Wife, is com- 
pell’d for fear of the King to marry her; but 
then he orders her immediately, to return 
to his Mother, afluring her, that he wou’d follow 
her. But onthe contrary he fteals away privately 
with Perolles a Braggadocio that mifled his Youth, 
and goes tothe Wars in Tufcany, fending a’ Lets 
ter to his Wife by a Friend, of this Import that 
fhe fhou’d never call him Husband, till fhe cou’d 
get the Ring from his Finger, and fhow him a 
Child begotten by him on her Body, and that till 
he had no Wife he cou’d have nothing in France. 
Upon this Helena goes away privately in a Pil- 
grim’s Habit, and comes to Florence, meets with a 
Widow, whofe Daughter Diana Count Bertram en- 
deavours to debauch. Helena difcovering her felf 
to them prevails with the Daughter to get the 
Ring on his Finger, in Confideration of her fur- 
rendring her Maiden Head to him, and that fhe 
fhou’d fupply her Place in Bed at Night; after 
this Piece of Cunning and News that Helena was 
dead, Count Bertram returns to France, Helena, 
the Widow and the Daughter follow him, and 
having prov’d allthis before the King, the Count 
receives his Wife into his Favour, and the King 
forgives all that is paft. i 
The Irregularity of the Plot is vifible enough 
when we are in one Part of a Scenein France} 
in another in Jtaly, &c. The Story it felf is out 
of a Poffibility almoft, at leaft fo far out of the 
Way of Cuftom and Experience, that it can’t be 
call’d natural. The Character of Perolles is taken 
| Notice 
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Notice of by Mr. Rowe very juftly for its Excel- 
lence, being I think, preferable to allin that Kind, 
except his own Falstaff. He has indeed drawn Varie- 
ty of Cowards, Nym; Bardolph; Pistol, Sir Andrew 
Ague Cheeck, &c. 

This Play is not deftitute however of fine Re- 
fletions, and inftructive Sentences 5 the Speech of 
the Countefs to her Son on his leaving her to go 
to Court, 744.is very good Be thou bleft 
Bertram and fucceed thy Father , in Manners as in 
Shape, thy Blood and Vertue, &e. 

Against Virginity fee 746. To [peak on the Part of Vir- 
ginity you accufe your Mother. And Hellena’s Speech 
p. 780 is very pathetic on her being the Occafion 
of Bertram’s going to the Wars-——— Poor Lora, 
ist I, that chafe thee from thy Country? and expofe 
thofe render Limbs, &c. Nor can] omit Mariana’s 
Advice to the Widow’s Daughter, 732 








Well, Diana, take heed of the French Earl, 
The Honour of a Maid is in her Name 
And no Legacy is fo rfch as Honeity. 





Anda little after, thus Beware of thena 
Diana, their Promifes, Enticements, Oaths, ce. fee 
p. 782, and 3. 


Life is chequer’d. 


1. L. The Web of our Life is of mingled Yarn, 
pood and ill together; our Virtues wou'd be 
proud if our Faults whipt them not, and our 
Crimes wou’d defpair if they were not cherifh’d by 
our Virtues. p. 796. 
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A Braggadocio, 


——— Who knows nimfelf a Brageart 
Let him fear this; for it will come to pafs 
That every Bragegart fhall be found an Afs. $03) 


The Plot of this Play is taken from Boccace’s 
Novels. Day. 3. Nov. 9. 


The Argument of Twelf Night , or what you will, 


Orfino Duke of Jiyria is in Love with Olivia 
a Lady of great Beauty, Quality and Fortune, 
but in vain, Viola and Sebaftian Twins are caft a- 
way at Sea, but each by the other thought to 
be Drown’d ; Viola being Cloath’d in one of her 
Brothers Suits under the Name of Céfario is ad- 
mitted to be Page to the Dake with whom fhe 
is fecretly in Love, but by him oblig’d to go be- 
tween him and his Miftrefs ; by which Olivia, that 
coud not hear of any fuch Motion from the 
Duke, falls in Love with the Page. Szbaftian in 
the mean while coming to the fame City, and 
being taken for Ce/ario beats Sir Toby Belch and Sir 
Andrew Ague Cheeck, and by the fame Miftake. is 
marry’d to Olivia, the Duke and Cefario coming 
to Olivia to prefs his Fortune the laft time, he 
threatens Cefario’s Life, fhe owns her Marriage, 
and ‘calls him Husband, which being refented by 
the Duke is, deny’d by. the Page, till Sir Azdrem 
Ague Cheeck comesinto complain of Sebaftiax who 
following proves fo like, that they cou’d not be 
diftinguith’d, fo they béing difcover’d to be Brother 
andsilter, theDuke tharries Viola and that Ends the 


Play. : 
There 
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There is a fort of under-Plot of © Sir Taby’s 
bubling Sir drew in hopes of his having Olivia, 
of their impofing on Olivia’s Steward AZ. lvolio 
as if his Lady was in Love with him, and the 
Quarrel promoted betwixt Cafario and Sir Andrem, 
which yet are fo interwove, that there is nothing 
that is not neceflary to the main Plot, but that 
Epifode of the Steward. This as well as fome o- 
ther of his Comedies has fome Confufion about the 
chief Perfon for fometimes Orfizo is Duke or So- 
veraign of the Country, at other times he is Count 
Orfino, and Olivia {peaks of him as of an Equal, 
a private Man. not a Prince thus fhe fays to 
Cafario toward near the End of the Play. p. 879. 
Take thy Fortunes up, and that, thou know'ft thou art, 
and then thou art, as great as that thou fear’ ff. 
Malvolio, Sir py and Sir Andrew are three 
Characters truly Comical, that is Ridiculous. 





Love. 


Duke. O ! Spirit of Love how quick and frefhart thou! 
That notwithftanding thy Capacity 

Reciveth as the Sun; nought enters there, 

Of what Validity and Pitch foe’er 

But falls into Abatement and low Price, 

Ev’n in a Mionte; fofullof Shapes is Fancy 
That it alone is high Fantaftical. 821. 


What the Duke fays in the next page is very 
fine and the naural- Effet of Love and Defire. 
The Thought is extreamly Pathetic. 


Duke. Oh! She that has a Heart of this fine Frame, 

To paya Debt of Love but to a Brother, 

How will fhe Love when the rich golden Shaft 
Has 
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Has kill’d the Flock of all AffeGioas elfe, 

That live inher! when Liver, Brain, and Heart 
Thefe Soveraign Thrones are all fupply’d, and fill’d 
Her Sweet Perfe@tions by one felf-fame thing? 822. 
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The Captain’s Defcription of. Sebaftian’s coming 
afhoar is fine and if compar’d with that before of 
Ferdinand’s Efcape defcrib’d in the Tempeft wou'd 
fhow the Fertility of the Author in his Variety on 
the fame Subje&. p. $23. I know your Brother, 
mot provident in Peril, &c. there are feveral fine 
Lines, and Thoughts in the Scene betwixt Olivia 
and Viola. p. $34, 335, and 836. Nor muft we 
omit the Dukes Advice to Viola, that a Man fhou’d 
marry one younger than himfelf. p. 844, 845. 

Olivia’s Declaration of Love to Yiolais very fine 
and pathetick Ca/ario, by the Rofgesol the Spring, &c. 
p. 856. There is inthe Likenefs of the Brother and 
Sifter a Hint taken from the Menachimi and Am- 
phitryo of Plautus, as well asthe Comedy of Errors, 
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The Argument of The Winter's Tale. 


Polyxenes King of Bohemia having made a Vifit 
to Leontes King of Siccly, Leoxtes being jealous that 
he had corrupted his Wiie, employs Camillo to 
Poifon him, but he honeftly informs Polyxenes of 
the Matter, and flies away with him and his 
Train. On which Leontes confines her to Prifon, 
and Caufes her Daughter of which fhe is deliver’d 
in the Goal to be carry’d and expos’d by Antigonus, 
and fhe try’d for her Life, but fhe is clear’d by 
the Oracle of Apollo, and the King not giving Ear 
to the Oracle his Son and, Heir immediatly Dies, 
and his Queen is likewife left for Dead of Grief; 
he being ftrook with this is extreamly Penitent. 

Antigonus 
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Antigonus is caft on the Coaft of Bohemia, and there 
expofing the Child witha Fardel full of Proof for 
her after Difcovery, and Gold, he is devour’d by 
a Bear, the Ship caft away, and the Child taken up 
by a Shepherd and bred up as his own. But ata- 
bout fixteen Year old Florizel the King’s Son flying 
his Hawk o’er her Father’s Ground, fees and 
falls in Love with her, Vows Marriage, but 
being by his Father difcover’d, he flies with his 
Wite to Sicily, by the Advice of Camillo and in 
the Ship the Shepherd and his Son ; Polixenes goes 
after him with Camillo, and comes fo near him, 
that he has no Time to marry; but the Shepherd 
being taken, fhe is found tobe the Daughter of 
Leontes, expos’d by Antigonus, and is fo marryed to 
Florizel, and her Mother being found to be alive, 
the Play or Hiftory ends happily. 

This Story needs no Critick, its Errors are vifible 
enough, Shake/pear himfelf was fenfible of this Grofl> 
nefs of making the Play above fixteen Years, and 
therefore bringsin Time asa Chorus to the fourth 
Ad, toexcufe the Abfurdity to which I refer you, 
p: 929. Polixenes on Art and Nature I muft tran- 
{cribe becaufe it fhews Shake/pear’s Notion, con- 
trary to that of our Anti-Artifts, fappos’d Art 
and Nature confiftent p. 987. 


Per. For I have heard it faid, 
There is an Art, which in their Pidenefs fhares 
With great creating Nature. 


Polix. Say there be 
Vet Nature is made better by no Mean, 
But Nature makes that mean; fo over that Art, 
Which you fay adds to Nature is an Art, 
That Nature makes : You fee {weet Maid, we marry 
A 
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A gentler Sien to the wildeft Stock, 

And make conceive a Bark of bafer kind 

By Bud of nobler Race. Thisis an Art, 
Which does mend Nature; change it rather; but 
The Art it felfis Nature . 


Which laft Line holds pertefly true of th 
Art of Poety. 

The Narration of the Difcovery in the laf 
Ad p. 967, is not only entertaining but moving, 
and he feems accidentally to have hit on fomething 
like the Ancients whofe Cataftrophes were genetally 
in Narration. And isa Proof that if our Poets 
had the Genius of Shake/pear, the fhocking Repre- 
fentations of the Stage might eafily and with Beau- 
ty be thrown into Narration, and fo leave Room 
for the Poet to fhew his Eloquence and his Jma- 

e7y. 
This Tale is taken from an old ftory Book of 
Doraftus and Faunia; whence I fuppofe the Abfur- 
dities are copyed, and the making Bobemsa of an In- 
land, a maritime Country. 

Thus we have pafs’d thro’ the two firft Vo- 
lumes which were better diftinguifh’d in the old 
Folio Edition, the Plays of Shake/pear being there 
divided into his Comedies, as all thefe ought ra- 
ther to be call’d, than any thing elfe 5 his Atifories 
and his Tragedies. 


REMARKS 
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The Plays of Shake/pear. 


Veen? TH 


i Come now to the hiftorical Plays of Shake/pear 
A which with Submiffion to the Writer of hig 
Life cannot be placed under Tragedy, becaufe 
they contain no Tragic Imitation, they are 
Draughts of the Lives of Princes brought into 
Dialogue. and in Regard of their Mixture of fe- 
fiousand comicalChara¢ters may be compared tothe 
Greek Pieces, that were wrote beforee£/chylus and. 
Sophocles had reformed the Stage of Athens. Or the 
rambling unartful Pieces firft reprefented in Rome 
after the calling in of the Etrurian Players, nay 
after the Time of Livius Andronicus. In their Ex- 
tent they may be compar’d to the The/eids, the 
Freracleids, written by fome Greek Pocts, and re- 
flected on by Aristotle in his Art of Poetry for i- 
magining, that the Unity of the Hero made the 
Unity of the Action. 
Thefe Inftances from this polite Nation will be 
a very good Plea for this Error of Shake/pear,; who 
liv’d when the Stage was not regarded by the 
State as it was in Athens. For had a Reformation 
then begun, he woud doubtlefs have done as 
Mr. Cornesila did upon the ftudying the Art of the 
Stage, by which the Plays which he wrote after- 
¥ wards 
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228 RemMARKs on the Plays of Shakefpear, 
wards excell’d thofe, he wrote without any Know 
ledge of that Art. 

I fhall only add here, that fince thefe Plays are 
Hiftories, there can be no Manner of Fable or 
Defigninthem. I fhall not therefore give the Plot 
but refer the Reader to thofe Hiftorians where he 
may find the Stories at large, and by them judge how 
near Shakefpear has kept to the Character, Hiftory 
has given us of them. He begins with King Yoh, 
whofe Hiftory you will find not only in the com- 
mon Englifh Chronicles, but alfo in Mr. Daniel ; 
in Mr. Tyrel, Mr. Echard, efpecially in Mr. Tyref 
in allits Extent and Particularities. Butit mutt 
be remark’d, that he begins not the Hiftory with 
the Birth of King ¥ehn, or the Manner of his ob- 
taining the Crown, but of the Breach betwixt 
him andErance onthe Behalf of Arthur the Son of 
Geffry Plantaginet the true Heir. 

| had fome Thoughts of placing an Abftraa of 
the Reigns of the Kings betore each of his hiftory 
Plays, but confidering farther | found, that to 
make of it any Ufe, they wou’d take up much 
more Room, than I cou’d by any Means allow; 
and the Princes being all Englifh, 1 find it might 
feem a little fuperfluous ; fince that is what every 
Gentleman that is capable of reading this Poet 
is very well acquainted with. 

As for the Charaéters of this Hiftory, I think 
there are none of any Figure but the Ba/fard and 
Constance, they indeed engage your Attention 
when ever they enter. There is Boldnefs, Cou- 
rage, felf-Aflurance, Haughtinefs and Fidelity, 
ia what ever he fays or does. But here is the 
Misfortune of all the Charaéters of Plays of this 
Nature, that they are directed to no End, and 


therefore are of little Ufe, for the Manners can- 
noe 
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not be neceflary, and by Confequence muft lofe 
more, than half their Beauty. The Violence, 
Grief, Rage, and Motherly Love and Defpair of 
Conftance produce not one Incident, and are of no 
Manner of Ufe, whereas if there had been a juft De- 
fign, a tragic Imitation of fome one grave Action of 
juft Extent, both thefe Characters being form’d 
by the Poet, muft have had their Manners 
directed to that certain End, and the Pro- 
duction of thefe Incidents, which muft beget that 
Bnd. 

There are too many good Lines in this Play 
for me to take Notice or point to them all. 


On wew Titles. 


For new made Honour doth forget Mens Names; 
Cre. 984. 


The Defeription which Chas#illion makes of the 
Englifh Army; that comes with King Fobn, is very 
good and a handfome Complement of a Patriot 
to his Country. You will find it 988 beginning 
thus ——- His Marches are expedient to this 
Town, &c. But I muft not omit King 
Fobn’s firft Speech to the Frevch King, ftnce it 
was fo lately and fo. happily apply’d tothe pre- 
fent Lewis on the breaking off the Treaty of the 
Hague. 








(mit 
K. John. Peace be to France 7f France ia Peace per 

Our just and lineal Entrance to our own 3 

If not bleed Brance and Peace afcend to Heavers 

Whilft we,God’s wrathful Agent, do correct 

Their proud Contempt, that beats his Peace to Heaven. 
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The Scolding betwixt Elizor and Conftance is quite 
out of Chara@er, and indeed “tis a difficult Mat- 
ter to reprefent a Quarrel betwixt two Women, 
without falling into fomething indecent for their 
Degree to fpeak, as moft of what is faid in this 
Scene is. For what ever the Ladies of Stocks 
Market micht do, Queens and Princefles can ne- 
ver be fuppos’d to talk to one another at that 
rate. The Accounts which the Freach and Englifh 
Heralds give of the Sattle to the Town of Aagiers 
is very well worded; and it had been better we 
had heard more of the Battles and feen lefs of 
thofe ridiculous Reprefentations. The Citizens 
Propofal of the Lady Blanch, &c. to the King’s 
coutains many Lines worth reading and remark- 
ing from this Line —— Jf luffy Love {howd go m 
Queft of Beauty, &c. p. 997- 

There is a confiderable Part of the fecond Act 
loft of this Piece, it containiug only two Pages, 
which are fo well adorn’d with the well drawn 
Paffion of Conftance, that we are oblig’d to For- 
tune that itis not loft with the ref. Her Paflion 
‘a the firft Scene of the third A& is likewife juft 
and mafterly, and well worthy our perufing with 
Care. 

The Topic of Intereft or Advantage is well 
hindled in Falconbridges Speech p. 1001. beginning 
thus, ———~ Rounded in the Ear, with that fame Pur- 
ofe-changer, that fly Devil, &c. 

Whatever Pandulph might realy have urg’d to 
rake a Breach betwixt the Kings, what Shake/pear 
makes him fpeak is pertely the natural Refult of 
the Notions and biggotted Opinions of thofe 
Times. feep. 1009. The Paflion of Conjtance in 
the third Scene of A& 3. is extreamly touching, 
among the reft, this one Line is admirable, 7 
talks 
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talks to me, that never had a Son. fee p. 1013. 14, 
£4 16; 

The pleading of Prince Arthur with Hubert, is 
very natural ai nd moving allowieg for two or 
three Playing on Words which feems not {fo ea 
per for that place. fee Scene iff Act 4. p. 10 
Hubert’s Defcription of the Peoples Confuft 1 0. 
the Prodigies is very wel]. Old Aven and Beldame 
in the Streets do Prophefy on it, &c. and King *Folihe's 
Anger with A/ubert in the next page is well drawn 
as the King’s Madnefs is p. 1045. The Hearty 
Enclifhman appears fo well in the laf Speech of 
the Play, that I muff point ic out for fome of 
the Gentlemen of this Age to Study. 


Remarks onthe Life and Death of Richard I. 


Shakefpear has drawn Richara’s Character actor- 
ding to the belt Accounts of Hiftory, that is In- 
folent, Proud, and Thoughtlefs in Profperity, and 
full of the Notion, that he cowd not any Way 
forfeit his Crown being the Lord’s Anointed, the 
common Flattery by wnich King’s are perverted 
lato. Tyrauts. But then Poor, Low, Dejefted 
Defpairing on the Appearance of Danger. In 
Diftrefs always defembiing Complyance in all 
things, but never fincere in Performance when the 
Danger isover. There are indeed, feveral things, 
that look fomething Whimfical and Extravagant 
which yet are agreeable to what Hiftory has faid 
of his Actions and Temper, in which our Poet 
has ever obferv’d the Likene/s. 

The Topics are not many in this Piece, but 
there are feveral Speeches, which are worth re- 
marking as p. 1060, that part of Bullinbrook’s Speech 
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which addrefles to his Father, and 1062. Mow- 
trays on his Banifhment. 


The Impotence of mortal Power, 1064. 


Gaunt. But not a Minute, King, that thou ‘ain 
give 
Shorten my Days thoucan’ft with faddain Sorrow, 
And pluck Nights from me, but not lend a Morrow, 
Thou can’ft help Time to furrow me with Age, 
But ftop no Wrinklein this Pilgrimage. 
Thy Word is current with him for my Death, 
But Dead thy Kingdom cannot buy my Breath. 


His Speech in the fime page——Things fweet te 
tafte, &c, is pathetic. Richard’s Account of Bullin« 
brook’s cajoling the Mob. 1066. How he did 
feem to dive into their Hearts, &c. Gaunt’s Speeches 
to York and the King before he dies are very 
Moral and Good, fron p. 1067 to p- 1071. And 
from York’s Speech. 1068, we find that Italy was 
then, or at leaft in tke Poets Time, as much in 
Vogue with our Engifh Gallants as France has 
been fince for Fafhiom, &c. And indeed Harry 
Stevens a French Man,who liv’d mach about Shake- 
Spear's Time, by this Complaint, that the more a 
French Man was Romaniz’d, or Italianiz’d, the 
fooner he fhould be promoted by the Great Men, as 
having beftow’d his Time well and as being a Man 
fit for Employment. Gaunt’s Praife of England ibid, 
1s Noble and Worthy fo great a Genius and fo 
great a Poet. He thought the Name of a True 
born Englifh Man was { tar from Contempt, like 
fome of our Modern Scriblers, that he makes 
Bullinbrook , comfort himfelf in his Banifhment 
with the Thought of being fo. York's Speeches 

© ca - the 
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the King on his feizing Gaunt’s Bftate p. 1071, 
1072. Dramatic enough. Oa Grief fee p. 1075. 
On Hope 1077. 


1 will Defpair, and be at Enmity 
With couzening Hope; heisa Flatterer, Cc. 


Richard’s Speeches A&t 3. Scene 2. p. 1085 and 
1086. have in them fome jew Lines very good: 
And in many of his Speeches you will find fome- 
thing of Paflion, that is aot amifs. What the 
Gardner fays p. 1096. 97. 98. Is not only very 
Poetical, bat fhows that Shakefpear was well ac- 
quainted with that Art and perfect in the Terms. 
But the fineft thing in this Play is the Defcrip- 
tion, that the Duke of York makes of Bullinbrook’s 
and Richard’s Entry into London, Then as I 
faid, The Duke great Bullinbrook, mounted upon a 
hot and fiery Steed, &c. This is worthy our Poets 
Study, that they may learn how to make beauti- 
ful Defcriptions of what is firter to employ their 
Bloquence in Narrations, than to: be expos’d to 
the Bye. The Scene between Bullingbrook, York, 
Aumerle, and the Dutchefs is well; but it feems 
a little too fore’d in York to be fo earneft to have 
his only Son and Heir Hang’d when the King 
himfelf feems willing to pardon him. The Speech 
of the Dutchefs is very well beginning thus-—— 
Pleads he in Earneft look upoa kis Face, &c. p. 1116 

The want of a regular Defign brings in abun 
dance of unneceflary Characters, of no manner of 
Ule or Beauty, as the Groom in the fifth Act of 
this Play. p. 1119. 1120. 

There are fome moral Reflections in Richard's 
Speech in Prifon p. 4118. The fame Chronic'es 
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and Hiftories quoted to the former will furnith this 
King’s Life. 


Remarks on the firft and fecond Part of Henry lV. 


Tho’ the Humour of Falfaff be what is moft 
valuable in both thefe Parts, yet that is far more 
excellent in the firft, for Sir Yohn is not near fo 
Diverting in the fecond Part. Hot/pur is the 
next in Goodnefs, but what wou’d have 
fhew’d much more had it been in a regular Tra- 
gedy, where the Manners had not Only been ne- 
ceflary, but produ@tive of Incidents Noble, and 
Charming. Gleudour is fine for Comedy. As for 
the Speeches Reflections, éc. I fhall point out the 
belt. Hot/pur’s Defcription of the finical Courtier 
is very good p. 1134, @c. And moft of the Pat- 
fionate Speeches of Hot/pur to p- 1139. except 
that ridiculous Rant of leaping up to the 
Moon, and diving to the bottom of the Sea, Ge. 
which is abfolute Madnefs. Falftaffs Speeches 
when he Perfonates the King are very pleafant p. 
1159. Worfter to Hotfpur p. 1167 contains fome very 
judicious Refleions, and fo there are fome very 
Politic in the Speech of King flenry to his Sons 
117%. and in all the Scene betwixtthem. Sir 2. 
Vernon's Speech the lower End of p. 1182. is very 
pretty. Faltaf’s Account of his Men is very plea- 
fant p. 1184. What I have to add on this firft 
Part is only as to the Chara@er of Fal/taff, in 
which I think my felf oblig’d to juftify him in 
his Choice.” Speaking of this GharaGer the Au- 
thor of his Life tells us, that he once call’d him 
Sit Foln Old-caftle, but was oblig’d to alter that 
Name fome of the Family being then alive—— 
But I don't know (fays our Author) whether the a 

fror 
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thor may not have been fomewhat to blame in his 
Second Choice ; fince it is certain, that Sir John Falftaff, 
who was a Knight of the Garter, and a Lieutenant Gene- 
ral, was a Name of distingui(l’d Merit in the Wars of 
France,z2 Hen.V. amd Hen.VIth’s.tzmes. But to fhew 
that Shake/pear is not in the Jeaft to blame in this 
Particular, we muft confider, that tho’ Hiftory makes 
this Sir John Falstaffa Man of Figure in the Army, 
and Knight of the Garter; yet that it is fo far from 
making hima Manof Merit there, that his Cowar- 
dice loft the Battle aud betray’d the brave ‘Taldor, 
as Shakefpear himfelf gives Account to the King in 
Act v. Scene t. p. 1421. Part 1. of Hen. VI. And fuch 
a Cowardice ought to ftigmatize any Character to 
all Pofterity, to deter Men from the like. So that 
inthis poetic Juftice 1 think Shake/pear fo far from 
Blame, that he merits Applanfe. 

The fecond Part begins with a Speech of Rumour, 
defcribing his own Nature from Experience and 
Fact. Virgil in the fourth Book of his e4!/zeis, and 
Ovid in his Afesamorphofis have defcrib’d the fame 
under the Name of Fame. The Reader therefore 
may compare the two Latin Bards with our En- 
glifh. You will find itin our Poet. p 1207, and 8. The 
Rage of Northumberland on the Death of Hot/pur 
in fome of the laft Lines is very well. 1213. 


On Glory built on the Multitude. 
An Habitation giddy and unfure 
Has he, that buildeth onthe vulgar Heart, 
Oh! thou fond Many, @c. p. 1222. 


On the restle{s Cares of Kings and Sleep. 

How many thoufands of my pooreft Subjects 
Are atthis Hour afleep ? Oh! Sleep! Oh gentle 
Watures foft Nurfe! Gc, p. 1241 Sleep 
vVesire@ 
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West morlana’s Spzech to the Arch-Bifhop of York, 
and the Rebels on Rebellion ts very good 
If that Rebellion came like it felf, &c. p. 12x54. Falftaff’s 
Defence of drinking is pleafant, p. 1265. King 
Henrys Advice to Clarence is worth obferving. pag. 
1266, Kc. 





On Fortune, p. 1268. 


Will Fortune never come with both Hands full? 
But write her Fair Words ftill in fouleft Letters. ec. 


On a Crown p. 1270. 
Oh! polifh’d perturbation ’ golden Care ! 
Then keepft the Ports of flamber open wide, ¢. 


On Gold, p. 1271. 


For this the foolifh over careful Fathers 
Have broke their Sleeps with Thought, ec. 


The Scene betwixt King Hezryand his Son the 
Prince from p. 1271. To the End of the fourth 
A& is worthy reading: As is the Chief Fuftices 
Speech. p. 1280. 

For thefe two Plays confult the fame Exglifh 
Hiftories, which are already quoted. 


The Life of Henry V. 


The Prologue to this Play is as remarkable as 
any thing in Shake/pear, and is a Proof, that he 
was extremely fenfible of the Abfurdity, which 
then poffefs’d the Stage in bringing in whole 
Kingdoms, and Lives, and various Actions in one 
Piece; for he appologizes for it, and defires the 
Audieace to perfwade their Imaginations to re 
im 
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him out and promifes a Chorus to help their Ima- 
gination. 


For tis your Thoughts {ays he) that now muft deck 


our Kings, 
Carry them here and there, Fumping oer Times s 
Turning the Accompli/bments of many years 


Into an Hour-Glafs , for the which fupply 
Admit me Chorus to this Hiftory. &c. 


He here and in the foregoing Lines exprefles 
how prepoftero:s it feem’d to him and unnatural to 
huddle fo many Ations, fo many Places, and fo 
many Years into one Play, one Stage and two Hours. 
So that it is not to be doubted but that he wou’d 
have given us far more noble Plays if he had 
had the good Fortune to have feen but any one 
regular Performance of this Nature. The Beauty 
of Order wou’d have ftruck him immediately, 
and at once have made him more correct, and 
more excellent; and I do not at all doubt burt 
that he wou’d have been the Sophocles of England, 
as he is now but little more, than the Thefpis or at 
moft the e#/chylus. Tho’ Tragedy in Greece was 
founded on Religion and came early under the Care 
of the Magiftrate; yet by what I can difcover, 
the Stage was as rude as ours till e#/chylus gave 
ijt Majefty. But in England it had no fuch advan- 
tagious Foundation, nor any fuch nourifhing Influ- 
ence; yet Shake/pear by his own Genius brought 
it fo far as to leave it fome Beauties which have 
never fince been equal’d. 

The Character ot Hen. V. given by the Bifhop of 
Canterbury p.1296. is very noble. His Difcourfe of 
the Salique Law isa Proof, that Shake/pear was well 
acquainted with the Hiftory of modern Times, and 
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that. very Controverfy, which was an Argument of 
his Application to reading, and will not let me 
think, that having fome Foundation of Latin, he 
fhou’d totally neglect that. fee p. 1299. 


Obedience and Order p. 1302, 1203. 


Therefore doth Heaven divide 
The State of Manto divers Fundions, cc. 


The fine Defcription of the State of the Bees is 
worth a careful Obfervation in this fame Speech. 
The King’s Anfwer to the French Ambaffadours 
on the Dauphine’s Prefent is not only fine, but 
fhews,that Shake/pear underftood Tennis very well, 
and is perfectin the Terms of the Art, p. 1304, 
ands. The Chorus is found tocome inp. 1306. to 
fill up the Gap of Time and help the Imagination 
of the Audience with a Narration of what isnot 
reprefented. In this Chorus area few Lines of good 
Moral to the Exzzlifh and therefore | tranfcribe 


them. 


O! England ! model to thy inward Greatnefs, 
Like little Body with a mighty Heart ; 

What mightft thou do, that Honour wou’d thee do 
Were all thy Children kind and natural, ec. 


King Henry Vth’s Speech to Scroop, &c. p. 1313¢ 
from this Line Oh! how haft thou with Fealoufy 
snfected the Sweetne{s of Affiance--- is very fine. The 
latter end of the Conftable of France's Speech ; and 
Part of the French King’s p. 1317. worth perufing 
as giving a noble Character of two Enzli(h Kings, 
and Exeter's Anfwer to the French in the next 
Page, 1318. fhews the Spirit-of an Englifh Noble- 

man 








REMARKS o# the Plays of Shakefpear. 349 
man, p.1320. The Chorus is neceffitated to come 
in again to tell all that muft be fuppos’d to con- 
neé& the Reprefentation before to that, which fol- 
lows. King Henry’s Encouragment of his Men, p. 
1321. contains a great many fine Lines. Another 
Chorus begins the third A& to help ont the Lame- 
nefs of the Reprefentation, and I wonder when 
Shakefpear was fenfible of the Abfurdity of the 
bringing a Battle onthe Stage he fhou’d in fome 
Meafure do it notwithftanding. 


Where for Pity we fhall much Difgrace 

With four or five moft vile and ragged Foils 
(Right ill difposd in Brawl ridiculous) 

The Name of Agin Court, @'c. 





A King but a Man, p. 1341. 


King —— J think the King is but a Man as I 
am.The Violet {mells to him as do’s to me, &c. 
Tho’ the Diicourfes of the King to Williams, &c. 
are very good, and full of Reafon and Morality, 
yet contain they nothing dramatic, and are in- 
deed fitter for a Philofopher, than a King, fee 
1342, and 3. 





On a King and Greatne/s. 
Upon the King, @e. 
Oh! hard Condition twin-born with Greatnefs 
Subject to the Breath of every Fool, @c. p. 1344. 
Of Ceremony. p. 1345: 


And what art thou thou Idol Ceremony. cc. 
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See Grandprees Defcription of the low Condition 
ofthe Exglifh Army, p. 1347, and 8. 

What I have already faid of Shake/pear’s being 
fenfible of the Defe& of thefe Hiftorical Repre- 
fentations is confirm’d plainly in the Chorus of the 
fifch A&t. p. 1363. 


I humbly pray them to admit excu/e os 
Of Time, of Numbers, and due Courfe of things, 
Which canwot in their buge and proper Life 


Be here prefented, &c. 


He fhows how fenfible he is of this in the fhort 
Chorus that Ends this Play, faying, 


Thus far with rough and all unabled Pen 

Our bending Author hath purfued the Story 

In little Room confining mighty Men; 

Mangling by Starts the full Courfe of their Glory. 


And indeed all that can be done in thefe Cafes; 
is only a Collection of fo many Themes of differ- 
ent Subjects. As in Burgundy’s Speech p. 1367. 
The Defcription of Peace and its Advantages. 

The Character of Flvellen is extreamly comical, 
and yet fo very happily touch’d, that at the fame 
time when he makes us laugh he makes us value 
his Character. The Scene of Love betwixt Henry 
V. and Catharine is extravagantly filly and unna- 
tural; for why he fhou’d not allow her to fpeak in 
Englifh as well as all the other French 1 cannot ima-. 
gine fince it adds no Beauty but gives a patch’d 
and pye-bald Dialogue of no Beauty or Force. 


The 





REMARKS 0” the Plays of Shakefpear. 351 


The firft and fecond Part of Henry VI. 


The Scene betwixt Talbot and the Countefs of 
Auvergne contains fomething pretty enough p. 1399 
&c. in the Bifhop of Wiacheffer he has perfeAly 
drawn a haughty proud Church Man, that prefers 
his own Ambition to alj things Divine and Hu- 
mane. And inthe King a weak tho’ pious Prince; 
and indeed all the Parts fhew the Confufion of 
a Government under fuch a Prince... The Speech 
of the Pucelle to the Duke of Burgundy is very 
fine, and Artful. Talbot’s Perfuafion of his Son 
to leave the Field, and fecure in himfelf the Hopes 
of the Family, and his Refufal to leave his Fa- 
ther is very pathetic p: 1430. The Scene be- 
tween Suffolk, and Queen AZargaret is full of natu- 
ral Paffion, and contains many fine Lines p. 1501. 
2, 3, and 4. The Praife of Exgland in the Lord 
Says Speech to Fack Cade is good, p. 1518. 


On War, 1532. 


Oh! War! thou Sonof Hell, 
Whom angry Heavens do make their Minifters, ec. 





The frequent and calm Debates in Council, in 
many of thefe Hiftorical Pieces have nothing Dra- 
matic in them, as in the firft Part of Hen. vi. 


Remarks on the third Part of Hezry V1. 


All that Scene from 1450 to 1554 is fhocking 
and unworthy the Character of Noblemen and 
Soldiery to infule a Prince when in their Power 3, 
and tho’ we allow fuch a thing might have been 

done 
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done in Fat, yet that is not fufficient to bring 
it on the Stage, where Verifimilitute prevails, 
whereas Truth, that is Matter of Fad is fometimes 
fo far from Probality, that a Man wou’d fcarce 
think it poffible. York's Paffionisjuft. Rechard’s Simile, 
where he compares his Father’s fighting to a Lion 
in a Herd of Neat, Gc. p. 1555. IS very good. 
There are feveral Lines of Clifford’s Speech p. 1560. 
very good. All thefe Skirmifhes, and Battles are 
ridiculous on the Stage, as Shake/pear himfelf has 
faid in his Chorus before quoted, and yet he has 
{carce a Play without a great deal of Drums, and 
Trumpets, @c. Howe’er I think four or five 
Battles inthis Play. In that 1566. he has taken 
Occafion to introduce King Hezry VI. bemoaning 
the Mifery of Civil War, and what he fays on this 
Head is very well; and the Son bringing in his 
Father, whom he had kilfd in the Battle not 
knowing him, and the Father his Son gives him 
greater Occafion of moralizing to p. 1569. The 
fame Faults of infulting the Vanquifh’d and ev’n 
the Slain in page, 1§7!. 


The Mobb. 


look as1 blow this Feather from my Face 
And as the Air blows it to me again, Gc. p. 1575+ 


The long Soliloquy of Richard from p. 1578 
to 1580. is highly unnatural; for as the Duke of 
Buckingham juftly has obferv’d they ought to be 
few, and fhort. Nor wou’d this, which is fo fre- 
quent in our Poet be born from the beft Hand, that 
cou’d now arife; but there is always by the Ma- 
‘ny biggotted Deference paid to our Predeflors ; and 
Yearsadd Authority to a Name. Our young Pores 

ou 
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fhou’d never imitate our Shake/pear in this ; for 
tho’ a Man may be fuppos’d to fpeak a few Words 
to himfelf in the Vehemence of a Paffion, as it do’s 
happen in Nature, of which the Drama is in all 
its Parts anImitation; yetto have near fourfcore 
Linesof calm Reflections, nay Narrations to my 
felf, by which the Hearer fhou’d difcover my 
Thoughts and my Perfon, as here, and before when 
Flenry VI. 1s difcover’d and taken, is unpardonable, 
becaufe againft Nature, and by Conftquence not 
at all according to Art. There are feveral good 
Linesin this Speech of Richard but ill brought in. 
The Inftances which Shake/pear makes him give of 
Nestor, CUlyffes, and Sinon are a Proof ftill of 
his Knowledge at leaft in Ovid, and fome other 
of the Latin Claffics, the ill Omens given by Henry 
VI. of Richard’s Death are Poetical chovgh p. 1614. 
Remarks onthe Life and Death of Richard Ul. and 
Henry VIII. 


The firft of thefe Plays begins with a long So- 
liloguy of Richard’s of forty or fifty fines to tet 
the Audience know what Contrivances he had 
made for the Deftruétion of Clarence, and what a 
Villain he intended to be. But Prichard as he is here 
dtawn is not a fit Chara@ter for the Stage, being 
fhocking in al} he does; and we think (notwith- 
ftanding the hudling fo much time into two Hours) 
that Providence is too flow and tco mild in his 
Puonifhment. The Antients have indeed introdue’d, 
an Atreus and Thyeffts, a Avedea, &c. but the Cru- 
elties committed by them have been the fuddain 
Effect of Anger and Revenge, but Richard is acalm 
Villain; and does his Murders deliberately, waciiz 

Zz through 
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through a Sea of his neareft Relations Blood to 
the Crown. 

The fecond Scene, betwixt the Lady: Anne, and 
Richard is admirably written; and tho’ we can- 
not entirely agree with her in her yielding to the 
Murderer of her Husband, and Father in-Law, yet 
we allow that the Poet has. made her fpeak all 
that the Subje&t and Occafion woun’d allow. See 
from p. 1624 to 1630. Clarences Dream ps 1640 
and 41 is poetical and natural. 


Con[cience. 


2 Vil. I will not meddle with it if makes a 
Man a Coward, &c. p. 1693. Edward’s Speech p. 
1650 is pathetick enough. And the Queen’s Paf- 
fion on King Edward’s Death is juft and natural. 
Pp. 1652. 3. &e. 


On the momentary Grace and Favour of Men, 


O! momentiry Grace of mortal Men # 
Which we more hunt for, than the Grace of God, 


CC. Pp. 1670. 
Buckinghaim’s Account of his Negotiating with 
the Citizens is well enough, p. 1674. §. 


On Words in Grief. 


Windy Attorneys to their Clients woes ; 
Airy fucceeders of inteftine Joys, @c. p. 1691. 


Againft C onf{cience. 


For Confcience ts a Word that Cowards ufe 
Devis’d at firft to keepthe Strongin Aw. &c. p 1713. 
' The 
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The Prologue to Hen. VIII. fhows that Shake/pear 
thought more juftly of the Stage, than he perform’d ; 
perhaps in meer Compliance with what then pleas’d 
the Audience never confidering, that his Autho- 
rity wou’d have refin’d their Taftes. After having 
told us, that this Play wou’d move Pity, contain’d 
Truth, and was not deftitute of Show ; he goes on. 


Only they 

That came here to hear a merry Bawdy Play 

A Noife of Targets; or to fee a Fellow 

In along Motley Coat guarded with yellow 

Will be deceiv’d: For gentle Hearers know 

To rank our chofen Truths with [uch a fhow 

As Fool and Fight is, befides forfeiting 

Our own Brains, and the Opinion, that we bring 
That makes that only true we now intend, 

Will leave us never an Underftanding Friend. aie 





And indeed the Managers of our Stage have 
been all along affraid of reforming the Stage left 
» they fhou’d run any Hazard of a Bad Audience, 
by giving them fomething more noble, than they 
had known. And this has fupported Barbarifm 
and Bawdy fo long, where Art and true Wit fhou’d 
refide. 

On Fafhions, p. 1734. §. 


New Cuftoms 
Tho’ they be never fo ridiculous 
Way let them be unmanly yet are follow’d, ee: 





What Lovel fays p. 1736. will hold good of the 
Ladies of our Times———A French Song, and a Fidle 
bas no Fellow. Now indeed Italian has got the 
{tart of the Aonjiewr, but much of the fame Excel- YAN 

a2 lence he! 
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lence Shakefpear in all Probability wrote this Play 
to Compliment Queen Elizabeth, at leaft ’tis 
plain that he has taken every Opportunity. of the 
Story to infert her Praifes. as p- 1752+ the Lord 
Chamberlain, having brought Aza Bullen news. of 
her being made. AMarchione/s of Pembroke, fays—— 
T have perusd her well, Beauty and Honour in her are 
fo mingled, that they have caught the King. And who 
knows yet, but from this Lady may proceed aGem, to 
lighten all this Ife! The fame is again hinted. p. 1767. 
which is compleated by the Prophecy of Archbifhop 
Cranmer, which conclades the Play. 1805. 6. to 
which he there adds a praife of Sames the firft, as 
the Effe&, and Reward of her Merits. . 

Queen Catharines Speeches. p> 1754 §+ 6- and 7. 
are good for they are the Natural refult of the 
Manners and Sentiments, as. all that fhe fays to 
Campeius and Wolfey in the third Act ps L761 2 3° 4 
is very pathetique, and agreeable to a Lady of her 
Spirit in her Condition. Norfolk's defcription of 
the Cardinals difcompofure p. 1769. is good. The 
Scene betwixt Norfolk, Surrey, and Wolfey p. 1773: 
4. §.and 6. is dramatic, and that which follows be- 
twixt Crommel and Wolfey very moving. 


The State of Man. 


This is the State of Man; to Day he puts forth 
The tender Leaves of Hopes ; to Morrow Blofloms, 
And wears his blufhing Honours thick upon him. 
The third day comes a Froft, a killing Froft; - 
And when he thinks good eafy Man, full furely 
His GreatnefS is aripning, nips his Root 
And then he falls as 1 do @c.p. 1776. 


| Ambition 
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Ambition. 


Cromwell 1 charge thee fling away Ambition 
By that Sin fell the Angels ; how can Man then 
The Image of his Maker hope to win by’t. @c. 

1°7'79+ 


The two different Characters of Wolfey by Queen 
Catharine and Griffith are worth perufing. 1785. 

This concludes the Englifh Hiftorical plays tho’ 
the reft are indeed little better, yet they generally 
are within a narrower Compafs of Time, and take 
in fewer Actions. Tho’ when they exceed the 
Unities 1 fee no Reafon why they may not as well, 
and with as good Reafon ftretch the Time to 
sooo Years, and the Adtions to all the Nation’s 
and People of the Univerfe and as there has been 
a Puppet Show of the Creation of the World, fo 
there may be a Play call’d the Hiftory of the 
World. 


REMARX«KsS upon his Tragedies, 
The Argument of Troilus and Creffida: 


Troy having been long befieg’d, Achilles is by 
Polyxena kept from the Field; for he was in Love 
with her- Anthenor is taken Prifoner, and in Ex- 
change for him Crejfida Daughter to Colchas is 
given to Diomeae by the Trojans. Troilus, that 1s 
in Love with her, and firft poffefs’d of her by the 
Care of Pandarus her Uncle parts with her not 
without the urmoft Reluctance having vow’d Con- 
ftancy to each other. Heétor being to fight Ajax 
during the Truce Troslus goes with him, and after 
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the Fight gets Ulyfes to go privately with him 
to the Tent of Calchas, where he difcovers her 
Falfhood to him and Love to Diomede. The 
Truce Ending, the Battle is renew’d, and Patroclus 
being kill’d Achilles comes out and kills Hector, and 
Troilus and Diomede both fighting after in vain, the 
play Ends with the Death of Heétor by Achilles 
and his Myrmidons. 

This Play is alter’>d by Mr. Dryden and, tho’ 
clear’'d of fome Errors, is far from a Play even ac- 
cording to the Rules laid down by Mr. Drydex 
before this very Play, as he indeed Confeffes; but 
to alter a play and leave the fundamental Error’s 
of Plot and Manners is'a very Whimfical under- 
taking. Shakefpear is to be Excus’d in his falfi- 
fying the Charaéter of Achilles, making him and 
Ajax perfe& Idiots, tho’ fometimes Achilles talks 
like a nice Reafoner, as with Ulyffes p. 1861. fo 
making the Manners unequal as well as unlike ; I fay 
Shakefpear is excufable in this becaufe he follow’d 
Lollius, or rather Chaucers Tranflation of him. 
But Mr Dryden who had Homer to guide him. 
right in this particular, is unpardonable. Thus 
Achilles is made to abfent himfelf from the Field 
for the fake of Polyxena whereas the receiv’d Story 
is, that it was upon the Quarrel betwixt Agamemnon 
and him for taking away Brifes. But I know not 
on what Account both the Poets feem fonder of 
the Barbarians, than the Greeks, Arbitrary Power, 
than Liberty, Ignorance than Learning. I know 
not but it may be that the Reafon that gave 
Virgil the Trojan for his Hero, is that which has 
made our Bards fo indulgent to the fame Side, 
viz, a Notion, that the Trojans were the Source of 
our two Nations, tho’ with much lefs Reafon and 
probability on our fide, than in that of the cee 
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I wonder Mr. Drydex continued the Error 
of Shakefpear in making Crefida a Whore. Her 
Charater is too fcandalous to draw our Pity ; and 
therefore he fhou’d have made her virtuous, and 
not of blafted Honour. Yet it muft be acknow- 
ledg’d, that Mr. Dryden has corrected the Diétion, 


and added a confiderable Beauty in that Scene, 
betwixt Hector and Troilus upon the Surrender of 


Crefida, with whom he feems to part in the O- 
riginal with too fmall Reluctance. Mr. Dryden him- 
felf tells us, that he took the Hint of that Scene 
from that in Euripides between Acamemnon and 
Merelaus, which 1 fhall give the Reader in my 
Remarks on Fulins Cefar, that he may compare it 
with that of Shake[pear, and this of Mr. Dryden, 
from whom I mutt alittle diffent in the Occafion ; 
for the Ground of the Quarrel in the Greek is 
ftronger, than either Mr Dryden’s or Shake/pear’s. 
For the Glory and Honour of Greece depends on 
that of Euripides, but I can’t find the Liberty of 
Rome much interefted on that of Brutus and Caf- 
fus. But more of this when I come to that Play. 

I am fomething of Mr. Dryden’s Mind, that this 
was one of his earlieft Plays, both for the Man- 
ners and Did&tion, which are both more faulty 
than ufually in any of his later Tragedies. There 
are, notwithftanding what I have faid, a great ma- 
ny fine Lines in this Peice worth the Remark- 
ing as the very firft Lines. Call here my Varlet, PU 
UNA IR again, 

Why fhould IWar without the Walls of Troy, 
That find [uch cruel Battle here within. 

Each Trojan, that is Mafter of bis Heart 
Let him to Field Troilus alas ! has none, &c. 
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The feveral Paufes, &c. in the following Lines, 
(ibid.) 


Trot. The Greeks are ftrong, and skilful to their 
(Strength 
Fierce to their Skill and to their Fircenefs valiant, 
But lam weaker, than a Woman’s Acar, 
Tamer than Sleep, fonder, than Ignorance, 
Lefs valiant, than a Virgin in the Night, 
And Skilllefs as unpra@ic’d Infancy. 


That Women are beft when they are courted 
and not won. fee p. 1823. The Effect of Grum- 
blers, or Contemners of the {upream Rule or Go- 
verpour. p. 1826. 7. Two fhort but. paffionate 
Speeches of Troilus p. 1853, and 54.The firft be- 
gins O! Pandarus J ftalk about her Door, &c. 
the fecond——Even fuch a Paffion doth embrace my 
Bofom, &c. | 

Pride cures Pride, 


————Pride has no other Glafs 
To fhow it felf but Pride. For fapple Knees 


‘Peed Arrogance, and are the proud Man’s Fees. 
1860. 


Faln Greatnefs. 


’Tis certain Greatnefs once fal’n out with Fortune 
Muft fall out with Men too, &c, p. 1861. 


Great Altions forgot unle[s continued. 


Time has, my Lord, a Wallet at his Back | 
Wherein he puts Alms for Oblivion, Kc. 1862, and 3. 


The 
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The Difcovery of her Departure to her by 
Troilus is as finely exprefs’d, J love thee with fo 
firange a Purity, &c. p. 1875 The Cautions he 
gives her againft the Gresiax Youth are not a- 
mifs. 

The Grecian Youths are full of fubtle Quali- 
ties, &c. Ulyffes gives avery good Defcription of 
a lacivious Woman. p. 1878 


There’s Language in her Fye, her Cheek, her Lip. &e. 
And his Chara@er of Troilus p. 1879. is not lefs 


lively and beautiful. Not yet mature yet match- 
lefs, &c. 





The Argument of Corzolanus. 


Caius Martins going to the Wars againft the 
Volfcians takes Coriolus, and beats Tullus _Aufidius, 
and has the Glory of the War attributed to him 
by the Conful. On this he is to fue for the 
Confulfhip, which he difdains a great while, but 
at laft fubmitting he does it aukerdly, and al- 
moft burfting with Difdain and Pride. . This makes 
him lofe the Confulfhip, and, on the Tribunes of 
the Peoples Words with him, rails fo at the Com- 
mons and the, Tribunes that he is accus’d as a 
Traytor, and at laft Banifh’'d- He goes over to 
the Volfcians and heads their Forces againft Rome 
not yet prepar’d to receive him; Comsnzus firft and 
Menenius next go to intreat him, but he proves 
inexorable till his Mother, Wife Son, Valeria, &c. 
prevail, and he makes Peace betwixt the Romans, 
and Volfcians.  Aufidius on his return to Antium 
accufes him of Treafon, and with the Confpira- 
tors {tabs and kills him. 
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The Character of A4artius is truely Dramatic 
for his Manners are notonly equal but neceflary 
to his Misfortunes. His Pride and Rafhnefs are 
what Hiftory gives him but his Modefty, and 
Averfion to Praife I cannot find in Plutarch, who 
makes him very well fatisfy’d with the Praife gi- 
ven by Cominius. And indeed it feems fomething 
oppofite to his Pride, which both in the Play and 
Hiftory was fo fignal in him. Our Poet feems 
fond to lay the Blame on the People, and every 
where is reprefenting the Inconftancy of the Peo- 
ple, but this is contrary to Truth ; for the People 
have never difcover’d that Changeablenefs which 
Princes have done. And Plutarch in the Life of 
Pyrrbus feems fenfible of this when he fays—— 
Thus Kings have no Reafon to Condemn the People 
for changing for their Intereft, who in that do but imi- 
tate them, as the great Teachers of Unfaithfulnefs 
and Treachery, holding him the Braveft, who makes 
the leaft Account of being an honeff Man. And any 
one that will look over the Roman Hiftory will find 
fuch Inconftancy, and fuch a perpetual Changeable- 
nefs in the Emperors, as cannot be parallel’d in the 
People of any Time or Country. What the Greeks or 
Romans have ever done againft any of their fortunate 
or great Generals, is eafily vindicated froma guilty 
Inconftancy, and Ingratitude. For the fault has al- 
ways been in the great Men, who {welling in the 
Pride of their Succefs, have thought in deference to 
that, that they might and oaght to do whatever 
they pleas’d; and fo often attempted the Ruin of 
that Liberty themfelves, for the Prefervation of 
which their warlike AGions were only valuable. 
And 10 it was their changing their Manners, and 
not the People, that produc’d their Misfortunes ; 
they lov’d them for Defending their Country and 

Liberties, 
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Liberties, but by the fame Principle muft hate 
them when they faught by their Ambition and 
Pride to fubvert them, and this by a Conftancy 
not variablenefs of Principle or Temper. 

This is plain in the very Story of this Play for 
their Anger was juft againft Coriolanus, who thought 
fo well of his own Aétions as to believe, that ev’n 
the Rights, Cuftoms, and Priviledges of his Country 
were his due for his Valour and Succefs. His tur- 
ning a Traytor to his Country on his Difgrace 
is a Proof of his Principle. Camillus on the con- 
trary banifh’d on far lefs Occafion or Ground, 
brought his Country in Diftrefs Relief againft the 
Gauls fo far was he from joining them. 

This Contempt of the People often proceeds 
from an over Value of our felves, and that not 
for our fuperiour Knowledge, Virtue, Wifdom, ec. 
but for the good Fortuneof our Birth, which is 
a Trifle no farther valuable in Truth, than it is 
join’d to Courage, Wifdom. or Honour ; yet what, 
when blindly valu’d by the Pofleflor, fets afide all 
Thoughts and endeavour to obtain thofe nobler 
Advantages. 

Our Englifh Poets indeed to flater Arbitrary 
Power have too often imitated Shake/pear in this 
Particular, and prepofteroufly bronght the Mob 
on the Stage contrary to the Majelty of Tra- 
gedy, and the Truth of the Fada. Shake/pear 
has here reprefented, asin Fulius Cefar, the Com- 
mons of Rome, as if. they were the Rabble of an 
Frifh Village, as fenfelefs, ignorant, filly and coward- 
ly, not remembring, that the Citizens of Rome 
were the Soldiers of the Common-wealth, by 
whom they Conquer’d the World ; and who ir 
Fulius Cefars time were at leaft, as Polite, as our 
Citizens of London; and yet if he had but con- 

fulted 
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falted them, he wou’d have found it a difficult 
Matter to have pick’d out fuch ignorant unlick’d 
Cubbs to have fill’d up his Rout. 

It is no hard Matter to prove, that the People 
were never in the Wrong, but once, and then 
they were byafs’d by the Pricft to choofe Bara- 
bas and cry out Crucify. 

| have not room here to examine this Point 
with that Clearnefs, that I might ; nor is it fo much 
to our prefent Purpofe; and yet | prefume the 
Digreffion is not fo foreign to the Matter asto 
deferve a judicious Cenfure. | 

The Character of A4Zartius is generaly preferv’d 
and that Love of their Country, which is almof 
paculiar to Rome and Greece fhown in the princi- 
pal Perfons. The Scene of the Mother, Wife, 
and Valeria, is moving and noble there are a 
great many fine Lines in this Play, tho’ the Bx- 
preflion or Diction is fometimes obfcure and puffy. 
That of 1 Citiz. p. 1908. is very juft on all proud 
Men. 

_. And coud be content to give him good Re- 
port fort but that he pays himfelf with being proud. 
The Fable that AZenenius tells the People, tho’ in 
Hiftory is very well brought in here and exprefs'd 
p- T1909 and 10. 


Honour ill Founded upon the People, 


He that depends upon your Favours, Swims with 
Fins of Lead, @c. p. 1912. you may look in the 
beginning of this Speech in the foregoing Page. 
The noble Spirit of Volumnia is well exprefs’d in 
her Speech, p. 1916. and in all that Scene to p. 1919 


where the Character is admirably citings 
rom 
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from Virgilia and Valeria. The Speech of Griola- 
nus to the Soldiers. p..1924 is good. 





If any fuch be here 


(As it were Sin to doubt) that love this Painting, &c. 


The Difcourfe betwixt the two Officers in the 
Capitol. p. 1937. is worth reading on the Head 
of Popularity. 

Acamtft Cuftom. 


Cuftom calls me to it, &c. p. 1944. 


In the Scene betwixt the Tribunes and Martius 
p- 1950, §1, §2. The haughty Pride, and infolent 
and virulent Temper of Corsolanus is juftly painted 

Menenius is drawn an old humorous Senator, 
and indeed he talks like one. p. 1956 in Defence 
of the Pride and Outrage of his Friend. And the 
next page, when he asks what he has done againft 
Rome, &c. when itis plain he was againft the 
Rights of the Commons, as eflential to the Govern- 
ment as the Nobles, perhaps more if that State be 
thoroughly confider’'d. Volumnias Speech to her 
Son p. 1960. is notamifs. Andthat of Coriolanus 
p- 1961. and 2. is well Exprefs’d Away my 
Difpofition and poffefs me fome Harlots Spirit, &c. 
the Thoughts are not only pretty but very natural 
to his Pride on this Occafion. | 





On the Turns of the World. 


Oh! World thy flippery Turns! Friends now faft- 
| ({worn 
Whofe.double Bofoms feem to wear one Heart, Gc. 
p- 1972. 

For 
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For the Life and Character of this Man you may 
read Plutarchs, Lives, and Dyon : Hallicarn. 


The Argument of Titus Andronicus. 

On the Death of fome Emperor his Sons Sa- 
rurninus and Baffianus ftand Canditates for the Em- 
pire. But Titus Andronicus returning from the 
Wars againft the Goths in Triumph brings 
Tamora Queen of the Goths, Chiron, Demetri- 
us, and Alarbus her Sons, &c. He gives the 
Empire to Saturnine the Eldeft, and Lavmia 
for his Wife, as well as ,all his Prifoners for 
a Gift Baffianus feizes Lavinia as his Spoufe, 
and bears her off ‘Titus kills his Son AZutius 
for {topping him in the Purfuit of her. The 
Emperour falling in love with Tamora marries her, 
and Baffianus Lavinia, But Chiron and Demetring 
being both in Love with her quarrel who fhall 
have her, till.daron a Negro Favourite of the 
Emprefs, reconciles them, advifes them to mur 
der her Husband in the Chafe, and ravifh her 
by Turns, cutting off her Hands and Tongue; 
to which the Mother agrees, refolv’d to ruin 
the whole Family in Revenge of her Son Alars 
buss Death by the <Axdronicé at their Brother's 
Tomb. They execute their Defign, and’ having 
thrown the Body of Bafianus into a Pit Aaron 
trains two of Titus’s Sons to the Place, where 
they falling in the Emperour is brought to find 
them, and fo the Murther by a Letter, &c. be- 
ing put on them they are order’d to be try’d 
are condemn’d and put to Death for the Mur- 
ther. Lavinia in the mean while is found in that 
Condition by her Uncle Marcus, carry’d home and 
by the help of Ovid’s Metamorphofis and an Arrow 

writing 
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writing in Sand difcovers her Husbands Murtherers 
and her Ravifhers. Aaron before the Death of 
the Brothers comes to Titus and gets his Hand to 
redeem his Sons Life, and has their Heads brought 
to him foon after. Lucius the only forviving Son 
is Banifh’d for endeavouring to refcue his Brothers, 
he goes to the Goths and brings them againft Rome 
to revenge the Wrongs of his Houfe, having ta- 
ken the Afoor in his March with his black Baftard 
which he had by the Emprefs, to fave whofe Life 
he difcovers all the Villanies done by them. The 
News of the Approach of the Goths with Lucius 
at their Head, Tamora undertakes to wheedle old 
Titus to pacify his Son, ec. fo diguifing her felf 
like Revenge, and her two Sons like A/urder and 
Rape fhe goes to him; he knows them, and complies 
fo far, that he will fend for Lucius provided fhe 
and the Emperor meet him at his Houfe, and he 
{tops Chiron and Demetrius, kills them and bakes 
them in a Pye of which the Mother Eats, then 
Titus kills his Daughter Lavinia, upon the Emper- 
ors faying, that Virginius did wellin doing fo, then 
he ftabs the Emprefs, and the Emperor him, and 
Lucius the Emperor; and having declar’d all the 
Matter to the People he is chofen Emperor the 
Moor condemn’d to be Bury’d alive, and fo the 
bloody Butchering Play concludes. 

As this Play is not founded in any one Particular, 
on the Roman Hiftory tho’ palm’d upon Rome, fo the 
whole is fo very fhocking, thatif there be any Beau- 
ties in the DiGtion I cou’d not find them, or at leaft 
they arevery faint and very few. I can eafily believe 
what has been faid, that this is none of Shake/pear’s 
Play that he only introduc’d it and gave it fome few 
Touches. Such Devils incarnate are not fit tor 
the Drama the Moor defcribes himfelf a Degree 

more 
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more abandon’d than the Devil himfelf, and Tamora 
when Lavinia is feiz’d, ant Baffianus kil’d fhows 


her felf not much better. This is fo contrary to 
Nature andArt, that all the Crimes are monftroufly 





beyond the very Name of Scandalous. Well 
might Rapine throw the Iniimy of Barbarity upon: 


us, asa People divided from the reft of the World 


and wanting that Politenefi and Civility, becaufe 


we lov’d Blood in our Recreations. But I think 
this only the Fault of the Poets, wlio have been 


too ignorant or to cowa‘dly to venture on a 


Reformation of an Abufe, which prevail’d thro’ 
the Miftake of the firft A:tempts this Way, fup- 


pofing that Tragedy muft be fomething very 


barbarous and cruel ; and this falfe Notion has 
ever fince fill’d the Scene vith inhuman Villanies 


that ought to be feen no where but at Tyburn, 
nay worfe, than ever fuffer’d in this Climate, which’ 
brings forth Men too bra to be guilty of fuch 


Inbumanities, and canno: therefore be pleas’d 


with them in the Reprefertation; at leaft wou'd 


be much better pleas’d with the contrary Practice 
according to the Ancients. 


The Argument of 2omeo and Fuliet. 


The Afontagues and Capdets two eminent Fami+’ 


lies of Verona being at nortal Odds, Romeo the 
Son and Heir of Afontagws falls in Love with 
Suliet the HeirefS of the Capulet’s, at a Mask, 
and fhe with him. Theyagree, and are marry’ 
privately at Fryar Laureme’s Cell. After which 
Tybalt, a hot fiery Capwle meets Komeo in the 


Street and wou’d needs quarrel with him, but 


Romeo in Regard of his having juft marry’d his 
Coufin took all fo patiertly, that AZercutio the 
Prince 


f 


> 
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Prince of Verona’s Reation cou’d not bear Tybalt’s 
Infolence, fo fighting him is kill’d, and Romeo on 
this, 7yba/e returning, fghts and kills him,and makes 
his Efcape to the Fryir’s Cell. The Prince hear- 
ing the Cafe from Zenvolio, condems Romeo to 
Banifhment on Pain of Death; fo having paft the 
Night with his Wife, by the Help of a Ladder of 
Cords, he goes to Mantua, the Fryar having a- 
greed to fend him News perpetually of his Wife. 
But Count Paris having been in Love with Fu- 
let, prefles her Father to marry her out of 
Hand, and obtains Hs Swit. She to prevent it 
takes a Potion, that hou’d make her feem dead; 
and fo fhe was bury’c in the Monument of the 
Family. Romeo hearirg of her Death buys Poifon, 
and comes by Night to Verona, and going to her 
Monument to take 1; and die there with her; 
finds Count Paris whe forces him to fight; and 
is kil’d by him, but then Romeo enters the Mo- 
nument, takes his Pofon and dies; the Fryar 
comes and Fuliet awakes, finds Romeo dead and 
fo ftabs her felf and dies. The Prince and both 
the Fathers being ome the Fryar and Romeo’s 
Man and Paris’s Page nake a full Difcovery of the 
whole, fo the two Fathers are reconcil’d and re- 
folve to fet up Statues to them both. 

Tho’ this Play have no lefs, than five or fix Mur- 
thers, yet they are oahing akin to thofe of the 
foregoing Piece, thefe, for the moft Part, are the 
Effect of Heat and Palion, and by Way of Duels; 
which Cuftom: has givei a fort of Reputation to, as 
being upon the Square If therefore they are faulty, 
they yet are of that Natare,; that we pity, becaufe e- 
very Gentleman is liabk to fail into that by the Ne- 
ceflity of Cuftom. Tho’this Fable is far from Drama- 
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tic Perfection, yet it undeniably raifes Compaffion 
in the later Scenes. | 

There are in it many Beauties of the Manners 
and Sentiments, and Di@tion. The Charatter of 
Mercutio is pleafant and uniform; that of Tybalt 
always equal; as indeed they allare ; the Naurfeis 
a true Comic Character, tho’ fome of our Chit-chat 
Poets wou’d look on it as Farce or low Come- 
dy. In Benvolio’s Account of Romeo to his Father 
and Mother,are many fine, numerous and founding 
Lines. p. 2078, @&e. 


Love. 


Love isa Smoke made of the Fume of Sighs ; 
Being purg’d, a Fire, fparkling in Lovers Eyes 
Being vextaSca, nourifh’d with loving Tears 5 
What is it elfe? A Madnefs moft defcreet, 

A choaking Gall, and a preferving Sweet. 


To point to particular Lines wou’d be endlefs 
~——as this p. 2084. When the devout Religion of 
my Eye, &c. for there oftencomes a fine found- 
ing Verfe well exprefs’d in the mid’ft of others 
of little or no Beauty. Aé¢ercutio’s Harangue on 
Dreams, p. 2088. is extreamly pleafant, and 
whimfical, the later End very good Satire. 


Of Dreams. 


| -— True l talk of Dreams 

Which are the Children of an idle Brain 

Begot of nothing but vain Phantafy, 

Which is as thin a Subftance as the Air, 

And more inconftant than the Wind who wooes — 

Even now the frozen Bofom of the North, &c. 
p. 2089. What 
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What Romeo fays on his firlt feeing Juliet is 
very pretty, p. 2090. 


Her Beauty hangs upon the Cheek of Night, 
Like a rich Jewel in an e£thiop’s Rar, @e. 


Whether Paffion be fo pregnant of Similes as 
Romeo and Juliet every where give us, I dare not 
determine, fince to fay that all they fpeak is not 
natural, wou’d be to provoke too many, that admire 
it as the Soul of Love. 

Mercutio’s conjuring for Romeo, p. 2094. 1s plea- 
fant, tho’ it ends a little too fmutty for an Andi- 
ence. Itbegins Romeo, Humour, Pajfion, Madman, 
Lover, &c. The Scene betwixt Romeo and Juliet 
when he is in the Garden, and fhe at her Win- 
dow, tho’ it contain many things, that will not 
join with Probability, and tho’ perhaps Shake- 
pear like Cowly wasa little corrupted by reading 
Petrarch, that modern Debaucher of Poetry in- 
to Conceits, and Conundrums, yet the Fancy Is 
every where fo fine, and Nature fo apreeably 
painted, that we are pleas’d with the very Fucus, 
and perfwade our felves that it is pure unfophifti- 
cated Nature, from p.2095§, to p. 2100. And on 
the Earth and its Produéts the Fryar {peaks well. 
ibid. and p. 2101. And what he fays to Xemeo on 
early Rifing is pretty enough. zbsd. The Soliloguy of 
Fuliet, p. 2108. contains feveral good Lines, as— 
Love’s Heralds (howd be Thoughts, which ten-times 
fafter glide, &c. : 





Acainft violent Delights. 
Thefe violent Delights have violent Ends, 
And in their Triumph die like Fire and Powder, 


Which, as they kifs confume, @c. p. 2110, 
| Ss : Aa2 . There 
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There are likewife a great many fine Lines ia 
Fuliet’s Soliloquy, p. 2116, and 17- but her Thought 
of cutting him out into little Stars, Cc. is ridi- 
culous. The Parting of Romeo and Fulset, p. 2126, 
&c. is very pretty. The Fryar’s Comfort to the 
Father and Lover in their clamorous Sorrow for 
the fappos’d Death of Fulret, is not amifs. 

Romeo’s Defcription of the poor Apothecary, and 
his Shop is véry good, p. 214§- This Story is taken 
out of Bandello’s Novels. 


The Argument of Timon of Athens. 


Timon a Nobleman of Athens of a vaft Eftate- and 
Riches, by his Bounty brings himfelf to want, 
tries his Friends, who forfake him in his Diftrefs, 
and deny him the Money he defires to borrow 
of them. This makes him fo wild, that he leaves 
Athens and retires to a Wood where he turns Man- 
hater, but digging accidentily for Roots finds a 
hidden Treafure, of which he gives Alcibiades, and 
his Whores great Store; this brings feveral to 
him to make their Court in hopes of his fhi- 
ning again; bat he defpifing all, gives only Mo- 
ney to his faithful Steward who came to do him fer- 
vice in his Diftrefs. The Senators come to make 
him Offers and Places to appeafe Alcibiades, but he 
refufes all with, Curfes on all Mankind. And 
dying leaves his Epitaph in thefe Words— 


Here lies a wretched Courfe, of wretched Life bereft, . 


Seek not my Name ; 4 Plague confume you Caitiffs left. 
Here lie I Timon, who ail living Men do hate, 


Pafs by and curfe thy fill, bur flay not bere thy Gate. 
This 


) 
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This Play is plainly taken from Lucian’s Timon, 
and I wonder that Shake/pear rather chofe to give 
Roman Names to his Perfons as Lucius, Lucullus, 
&e. than Gnathonides, Philiades, Demeas a flattering 
Orator, from whence our Author feems to have 
taken his Poet; Thrafycles a Philofopher but not 
of Apimanthus’s kind, but a Lover of Money or 
rather a Hypocrite. Blapfius, Laches, Gniphon. 
Apimanthus is indeed Shakefpear’s own and much 
hetter for the End he introduces him, than Thra- 
fycles cow’d have been, tho’ the later is better in 
Lucian. Shakefpear has thrown the Infamy on the 
Poet which Lucian threw on the Orator, not 
confidering, that Poets made another fort of 
Figure in Athens where the Scene lies, than 
they do in England, the State thinking them fo 
ufeful to the Public, that on the Death of Exupolis 
in a Sea Fight, all Pocts were for the future for- 
bid to go tothe War. Yet a Poet methinks fhou’d 
have more regard to his Art and himfelf, than to 
bring in a Character of one mean or ridiculous. 
But Mr. Shadwell who has pretended to alter this 
Play has made him a very Scoundrel, and the 
Players always take Care in Drefs and Action to 
make him more fo. 

Bat this is not the only thing in which Mr. Shad- 
well has made this Poem worfe in the Copy or 
Amendments, than it isin the Original, He has 
created two Ladies of his own with a very odd © 
Defign. Adeliffa he makes a Woman of Qaality, 
and Honour, but has given her Qualities more 
abandon’d than a Proftitute ; and Evandra is a 
Whore profefs’d, but to her he has given Grati- 
tude, Love, and Fidelity even to the forfaking of 
the World to bear the Hardfhips of Timon’s Mife- 
ries, to perfwade the Towa that a Whore isa 

Aa 3 more 
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more eligible and excellent Creature, than a Wo- 
man of Honour. Such Doétrines as thefe have 
rais'd fo many Baemies to the Stage with too much 
Reafon and Juftice. Forin them indeed the Stage 
has loft all its Beauty and Greatnefs; nay and all 
its Art and Gevius, it being fo eafie a Matter to 
pleafe at the Expence of Religion and Morality, 
bat fohard to do it on the folid Grounds of Art 
which are fubfervient to Virtue, and I may fay an 
Affittant of Religion in purging and reforming the 
Manners. 

It is plain that the Plot is not regular as to 
Time, or Place, but the Action may be-look’d 
on as pretty uniform, anlefs we wou’d make the 
Banifhment, and Return of Alcibiades an under 
Plot, which yet feems to be born of the main 
Defign. 

The Play is fullof Moral Reflections and ufeful 
Satire. The Charaéters are well mark’d and 
obferv’d, and the Dition generally fpeaking 
expreflive. 


On Ceremony or Complement. p. 2168. 
———-Ceremony was but devis’d at firft 
To fet a Glofs on faint Deeds, hollow Welcoiness 


(Fe. 
The Glory of this Life. 
Like Madnefs is the Glory of this Life, &c. p. 2172. 


The trying and Refufal of the Friends is very 
touching, and too natural and obvious to need a 
Comment; a Hint of this is in the latter End of 
Lucian’s Dialogue of Timon. 

Againft Duelling, p. 2192. Your Words have took 
fuch Pains as if they labour’d to bring Manflaughter, 
&c. nor is Alcibiade’s Anfwer much amifs, #bid. 


» 
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The falfe Supper Timon invites his falfe Friends 
to is all Shakefpear’s Contrivance. Timon’s Curfes. 
on Athens in the Beginning of the fourth Act, p. 
2197, and 8. is worthy his Rage and Paflion. 
ween! thou Wall, that girdleft in thofe Wolves, &c. 
The parting of the Servants fomething touching, 
p. 2119. Timon’s Speech, p- 2200. tho’ difguis’d 
too much in affected Words contains good fatirical 


Refiections. 
On Gold. 


Thus much of this will make 

Black White, Foul Fair ; Wrong Right ; 
Bafe Noble; Old Young ; Cowards Valient, &c. 
(p. 2201. 
The Scene betwixt him, Alcibiades, Timandra, 
&c. is full of wholefome Satire againit Whoring, 
&c. 2202, and 3, 4, and §. and the Speech of 
Timon after they are gone out Is very Moral, 2205. 
The Scene betwixt Timo and Apamantus from 
2205, to 2211. contains many fine Reflections and 


Lines, the whole being very Dramatic. 


Gold. 2216. 
What aGod’s Gold, that he is worfhip’d 
In a bafer Temple, than where Swine Feed ? 
Tis thou, that rigg’%t the Bark, and plow’ft the 
(Foam 


Settleft admired Reverence ia a Slave, &c. 


In fhort the Scenes betwixt him and his Steward, 
and. the Senators and him are worth Reading. The 
Epitaph feems to be taken from this, 


Hic Faceo, vita miferaq;, inoprg; folutus 
Nomen ne quaras, fed male tutepert. 


Aaa The 
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The Argument of Julius Cefar. 


Caius Fulius Cefar having now vanquifh’d all his 
Enemies, and fixt himfelf in the perpetual Diétator- 
ship. The Party of Liberty confpir’d to difpatch 
him 3 Catus Caffius, Metellus, Cimber, Cafca and Brutus 
agree to Stab him in the Senate Houfe. He is 
deter’d by. Dreams Prodigies, and his Wife Cual- 
purma’s Prayers from going to the Senate that Day 
being the Ides of A¢arch, but Decimus Brutus and 
the other Confpirators coming to him perfwade 
him from his Superftition, fo he goes, and by the 
Way receivesa Paper of the Confpirators but will 
not look at it. In the Senate Houfe Metellus 
Cimber kneels to. begg the Repeal of his Brothers 
Banifhment, which when Ce/ar denies they all come 
in the fame Manner, till Cafca gives the firft Stab 
when Brutus wounds him he falls with et tu Brute ? 
Anthony being drawn afide by Trebonius flies away 
on the Noife of Ce/ar’s Death, bur coming to them 
by Permiffion, agrees with the Murtherers, and 
obtains Leave to bury and praife Cefar in the 
Market Place or Forum according to cuftom. 
Brutus having firft given the People an Account 
of what the Gonfpirators had done, and juftify’d 
it with Realons; Anthony makes fach an Oration 
that he fecs the People in a Mutiny who burn the 
Confpirators Houfes, @c. Brutus, and Caffius 
and the Reft of them flie out of Rome. At the 
Camp at Sardis Caffius meets Brutus, and there 
happens a Quarrel betwixt them about Brutus’s 
not pardoning Lucus Pella'and on Caffius not fend- 
ing Money to pay the Army. This being over 
and they Friends and feparated the Ghoft af Ce/ar 
appears to Brutus and fays he’jl meet him again: as 

ae : Philippi 
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Philippi. Whether when the Armies are gone 
Oftavius and Mark Anthony, follow fight and beat 
them: Caffius kills himfelf on a Miftake, and Brutus 
on his being clofe purfu’d. 

This Play or Hiftory is call’d Julius Cefar tho’ 
it ought rather to be call’d Marcus: Brutus; Ca- 
far is the fhorteft and moft inconfiderable Part in 
it, and he is kill’d in the beginning of the third 
Act. But Brutus is plainly the fhining, and dar- 
ling Character of the Poet; and is tothe End of 
the Play the moft confiderable Perfon. If ic had 
been properly call’d Sulius Cefar it ought to have 
ended at his Death, and then it had been much 
more regular, natural and beautiful. But then 
the Moral muft naturally have been the Punifh- 
ment or ill Succefs of Tyranny. 

I know that a noble Man of great Judgment inthe 
Drama, is and has been for fome time altering 
this Play. In which I believe Shake/pear will have 
a better Fate,than in moft of thofe which have 
been alter’d: For generally they who have un- 
dertaken this Province have been careful to leave 
all the Faults, and to rob him of many of the 
Beauties; But this has been becaufe few, who have 
attempted it, knew more of the Artof the Stage, 
than our Author, and wanted his Genius to relifh 
thofe things, which were really good. But the 
principal Character Cafar, that is left fo little 
touch’d by Shake/pear, will merit his Regard; and 
the Regulation of the Defign without Doubt will 
be Object of his Care and Study; and then there 
cannot be fo much of this remaining, as to rob the 
Alterer of the Honour of the whole; for the two 
beft things in the Play are after the Death of Ce- 
far where the A@tion Ends, vz. the Orations: of 
Brutus and Anthony, and the Quarrel betwixt Brutus 

and 
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and Caffius. Thefe Orations are indeed the Be- 
ginning of a new Aftion the Death of Brutus and 
Cafius, and have nothing (in a Dramatic Senfe) 
to do with the Death of Cefar which is the fir 
Aéion. But this is a Part of the Drama which 
our Shakefpear is not to be accountable for. We 
{hall therefore proceed to thofe Beauties of which 
he isundoubtedly Mafter. The A@azmers firft, and 
here I think he is generally wonderful, for there 
is the Likeuefsin all, and a perfe& Canvenience, and 
Equality. 

What Adark Anthony fays to the imaginary Peoe 
ple of Shake/pear’s Rome, are fo artful, fo finely 
taken from the veryNature of the thing,that I que- 
{tion whether what the real A¢ark Anthony {poke 
cowd be more moving or better calculated to 
that Effet. Plutarch fays nothing of it, but we 
find that Appian has given us fome Fragments, of 
Anthony’s Oration on this Occafion which in Hos 
nour of our Shake/pear Vl tranfcribe ; for tho’ he 
feems to follow this Author chiefly in his Play yet 
has he not borrow’d the Oration either of Brutus 
or Anthony tho’ one he ‘form’d there entire, and 
the other fo fupply’d that he might eafily gather 
the Connection: | 


Anthony’s Oration in Appian. 


It is-not juft, Gentlemen, that I alone fhou’d una 
dertake the funeral Praifes of this great Man, tt 
were fitter his Country did declare them. I will, there- 
\ fore, mith the Voice of the Republick, and not my owt, 
only make Recital of thofe Honours, which whilft he 
was living the People of Rome confirm’d upon him for 
his Vortues. 


¢ Having 
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* Having faid this he began with a fad and 
© forrowful Countenance the Recital of Cz/ar’s glo- 
¢ rious Titles; pronouncing every thing diftind- 
“ ly; and ftopping more particularly at thofe by 
© which they had made him more than Man; as 
© Sacred, Inviolable, Father of his Country, Benefattor, 
© Prince and many others, which till then had ne- 
€ ver been given to any Man. At every Word 
© turning towards the Body, and animating his 
© Speech by his Gefture, and when he pronounc’d 
© any one of thofe Titles, added fome intermin- 
© sled Terms of Grief and Indignation ; as when 
© he recited the Decreeof the Senate calling him 
© Father of bis Country See there, faid he, the 
Teftimony of your Acknowledgements ———- and in 
pronouncing thefe Words-- i. Sacred, Inviolable, 
and the Refuge of the miferable, he added never 
any one, that fled to him for Refuge perifh’d, yet he 
himfelf is Murder’d, tho’ made Holy and Sacred by our 
Decrees, without haviag exatted thefe Titles from us, 
or ever defir'd them, And furely we are in a fhame- 
ful Slavery indeed, if we give thofe Titles to unwor- 
thy Perfons, who never ask them of us. But Ob! faith- 
ful Citizens you purge your felves well from this Re- 
proach by the Honours you now pay his Memory. 
After this reciting the AQ of the Oath, by which 
they were all oblig’d to Guard the Perfon of Ca/ar, 
and to employ all their Forces fo, that if any at- 
tempted his Perfon, whoever expos’d not his Life 
in his Defence fhou’d be execrable, he rais’d his 
Voice, and extending his Hands towards the Ca- 
pitol, cry’d out—— Ob! Jupiter! Protettor of my 
Country behold me ready to revenge as I have fworr, 
and fince it is a thing refolv’d by the Judgment of ak 
good Men, I befeech thee with all the other Gods to 
be favourable to me. A Tumult herevpon arifing 

among 
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among the Senators, who beliew’d thefe Words to 
be manifeftly addrefs’d to them, Anthony to ap- 
peafe them turn’d the Difcourfe, and faid—— But 
Gentlemen, this Accident muff rather be attributed 
to fome God, than to Men; and we ought rather to 
provide againft the prefent Nece(fities, than Jpeak of 
things paft, fince we are threaten'd with extream Mix 
feries for the future, and are upon the Point of fall- 
ing again into our ancient Seditions, and the feeing 
all the Nobility of the City perifh. Let us then Con- 
dutt this facred Perfon among the Gods folemaly in 
mournful Elegies finging his Praife—— After having 
faid thefe Words he tuck’d up his Robe, as if he 
had been poffefs’d with fome Spirit, and girding 
it about him, that he might have his Hands more 
at Liberty he wet, and plac’d himfelf near the 
Bed where the Corps lay upon an eminent Place, 
and opening the Curtain, and looking in he be- 
gan to fing his Praifes, as of a Celeftial Divinity. 
And the better to make him be believ’d to be of 
that Race, he lifted his Hands up to Heaven; 
reciting even to the Lofs of Breath, his Wars, 
his Combats, his Victories; the Nations he had 
fubdu’d ; the Spoils he had brought away fpeaking 
of every thing as a Miracle; and crying out ma- 
ny times —— ‘Thou alone art he, who haft return'’d 
Vittorious from fo many Fights: Thou alone art he, 
who haft reveng’d thy Country of the Injuries done her 
or three hundred Years together, and conftrain'’d Peo= 

ple till then imdomitable, who alone took and burnt 
the City to ask Pardon on their Knees, Having faid 
thefe things and many more, as of a divine Pere 
fon he lower’d his Voice, and in a mournfal Tone 
“w th Tears in his Eyes, lamented the unworthy 
sath of his Friend, wifhing that he cou’d redeem 
wis Lite with his own, and at length abandoning 
himfelf 
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himfelf to Grief he was fo far tranfported as to 
difcover the Body of Ce/ar, and to fhow at the 
Top of his Pike his Robe pierc’d with the Stabs, 
he had receiv d, and al} ftain’d with his Blood, @e. 
_] have given allthis from Appiov, that the Rea- 
der may fee, as it were the whole Procedure of 
Anthony on this Occafion, and from this make a 
Judgment on his Oration; and what Shake/pear has 
made him {peak : Which if not fo adapted to the 
Roman People, certainly was very agreeable to 
them as reprefented by himin his Play. 

The other thing in this Play is the famous 
Quarrel betwixt Brutus and Caffius in the fecond 
Scene of the fourth AG. This has always receiv’d 
a juft Applaufe, and has by Mr. Dryden in his 
Preface to Troilus and Creffida been prefer’d to 
a no lefs famous Scene of a Quarrel betwixt 
Agamemnon and Menelaus in the Iphigenia in Aulis of 
Euripides. His Words are thefe The Occafion 
of which Shakefpear, Euripides, avd Fletcher have 
all taken is the fame, Grounded upon Friendfhip , and 
the Quarrel of two Vertuous Men raisd by natural 
Degrees to the Extremity of Paffion, 1s condu‘ted in 
all three to the Declination of the [ame Paffion, and 
concludes with the warm renewing of their Friendflips. 
But the particular ground Work, which Shakef{pear has 
taken 1s incomparably the beft ; becaufe he has not only 
chofen two of the greateft Hero's of their Age ; but 
has likewife interested the Liberty of Rome ana their 
own Honours, who were the Redeemers of +, in the 
Debate. | 

I hope it will be no Injury to our Countryman 
todo juftice to an old Greek Poet of the firft Mag- 
nitude. To that End I muft needs fay, that the 
Advantage Mr. Drydez gives to the Sriton, is e- 
qually due to Euripides, for certainly Agamemnon 

and 
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and Menelaus, in the Poetic World at leaft, and 
in the Sytem of Hero’s in the Time Euripides 
wrote, were as great as Brutus and Caffius, one of 
whom perhaps cannot carry away the Prize of 
the greateft Hero of his Age without fome Di- 
fpate. Next in the Quarrel of Euripides, not the 
Difappointment of fome Pay of Legions, or the 
Denial of quitting’a Man guilty of Bribery, which 
both were paft, but the Fate, the Glory, and the 
Honour if not the Safety of all Greece depended 
on the Ground of their Difference. 

But whether this of Shakefpear be either fo 
well prepar’d, have thofe fine Turns init, or come 
as naturally to its De-lination as this of Euripides, 
I leave to the Judgement of the Reader. But F 
thuft defire that fome Grains of Allowance may be 
made the Stranger for the Badnefs of a Tranflati- 
on, which however good muft fall much fhort of 
the Beauties of the Original. 

To fhew the Preparation of this Quarrel I fhall 
eive the Argument of the firft AG, for Mr. 
Barnes in his Edition of Euripides had divided his 
Plays into Aéts. 

Agamemnon mow repenting that he had agreed to 
the Sacrifcing of his Daughter, in the night Time con= 
falts with av. old faithful Servant of his how to prevent 
her Arrival in the Camp, where fhe was hourly expected 
with ber Mother Clytemneftra. To this Servant 
therefore he entrufts a Letter to be deliver’d to his Wife, 
in which he defires her not to bring Iphigenia to Aulis. 
In this A Agamemnon declares the firft Seeds of the 
ia Expedition, and gives an Infight into the prefent 

AOLeS. 

The fecond A& begins with AZenelaus intercept 
ing the Meflenger, and ftriving to get the Letter 
from him. 

Old 


oo ————— 
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Old Man. O! Menetaus ! fpare your felf a Guilt, 
Unworthy of your felf and of your Fame. 
Mene. No, more, no more, thou’rt to thy Lord 
too faithful. 
Old M.Y’ upbraid me witha Virtue not a Crime. 
Atene. Vf thou perfift thou fhalt full. foon repent 
thee. (feize. 
Old M. They are the King’s Difpatches:you wou’d 
And thofe you ought not, Sir, to violate. 
Men. Thou ovught’ft not, Wretch, by guilty 
Faith mrfled, 
To bear Perdition to the Grecsan Glory. 
OldM. Of that am I no Judge---forgoe my Packet. 
Men. 1 will not. 
Old M. Nor will 1 quit it. 
Men. Or let it go, or from my Hand recieve 
Immediate Death. 
Old M. 1 count it Glory for my Lord to die. 
Men, Villain let go thy Packet~—— dares a groy- 
ling Slave 
Contend in faucy Words with mighty Kings. 
Old M. My Lord! my Lord! O! Agamemnon 
hear me ! 
With violent Hands he robs me of thy Letters. 


Enter Agamemnon 


‘Agam. What Noife? what Tumult’s this within 
my Hearing. (unfold. . 
Old M. Hear me, great Sir, 1 will the Truth 
Agam,. Why, Menelaus, haft thou thus abus’d 
My faithful Servant ? 
Men. Ha! Agamemnon ! Gods! immortal Gods! 
Turn, turn thy guilty Bye, and look on me! 
If {till thou canft behold my injur’d Pace. 


Agam. 
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Azam. Yes did the deadiy Bafalisk it felf 
Ride on thy fiery Balls I thus durft view thee—— 
The Son of -Attreus will by none be Brow beat. 

Men. Seett thou thefe Letters full of bafeContents? 

Azam. Yes \ do fee them, and in them thy Crime, 
Which I —— bat give’em tome ftrait. 

Men. Not till the Grecian Chiefs have heard them 

read. 

Agam. And have you then —— but fure you 

durft not do’t 
Thou durft not break thy Soveraigns Letters open. 

Men. Yes, yes, know "twill vex thy haughty Soul 

To have thy fecret Treafons thus expos’d. 





- Agam. O' all ye Gods! what Infolence is this? _ 


Men. From Argos youexpeat yourDaughter here? 

Aca. And what have you todo with faucy Eye | 
To over-look my Aétions? ' 

Men. My Will, Sir, is my Right, --- ?m not thy 

Slave. 

Agam.’ Tis well,Sir, wondrous well, that I Supream 
Of Lords and Kings mwuft be depriv’d the Right 
To Govern my own Family as I pleafe! 

Men. Youare not fit t enjoy that common Right, 
Your Mind’s unfettled, veering as the Wind. 
For, with thy felf at War, it now determines 
One thing, the following Moment whirls about 
And then defigns another ; nor fix’d in that 
Succeeding Minutes vary your Refolves. 

Azam. Oh! Spite, fpite fpite !a fpiteful Tongue 

is odious. | 

Men. But an inconftant and a various Mind 
Is ftill unjaft, and ftillto Friends unknown. 

Your felf I will lay open to your felf 

Bat let not Pride and Anger make you Deaf, 
Averfeto Truth ——— I fhall not praife you much. 
Look back, look back, recall recall the Time ; 
: Wher. 





| Me 
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When your Ambition zealoufly purfu’d 

Supream Command o’er all the Grecsan Chiefs, 

To lead our vengeful Arms to treacherous Troy. 

An humble Seeming you indeed put on, 

Asif you'd fhun what moft your Heart defir’d. 

How lowly then! how fawning then on All! 

With flattering Hand you courted every one ; 

Your Gates fet wide to the inglorious Vulgar ; 

Familiar with the Meaneft ; hearing All, 

And feeking thofe, who fought not Agamewsmon, 

Yes, with obfequious Bows you brib’d the Mob 

To give that Empire, you fo ill can bear. 

No fooner had you gain’d your With, Command, 

But all your fupple Manners were thrown by. 

You to your Friends no more confefs’d the Friend ; 

Hard of Accefs, and rarely feen abroad ; 

All mean and low ! A Manof Honour fhou’d 

Then be moft fixt, and zealous for his Friends, 

When by his Fortune he can moft aflift them, 

As foon as | perciev’d this fhameful Error, 

I like a Friend and Brother told you of it. 

Again in Aulis here 

Since the great Gods deny’d to fwell our Sails 

With profperous Gales, your haughty Spirit fell, 

You were difmaid, dejected, and forlorn. 

The Grecians cry aloud to be difmifs’d, 

And not to languifh in this Port ia vain. 

How wretched had{ft thou been,and how inglorious, 

How full of Anguifh, Agonies of Death ? 

Had you then ceas’d to lead thefe ftrong Batalions 

To fill the Trojan Fields with warlike Greeks ? 

In this Diftrefs you thea cou’d think of me, 

Ask my Advice how to avoid this shame. 

But then when Calchas from the Victims found, 

Your Daughter offer’d at Deana’s Altar, 

Wou'd give the Greeks a fafe and fpeedy Voyage + 
Bb Thy 
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Thy well pleas’d Eyes confefs’d the fudden Joy 

That fpread it felf thro’ all thy inward Pow’rs, 

Thy ready Tongue declir’d thy willing Mind 

That fhe fhou’d know the Goddefs facred Knife ; 

Free, unconftrain’d, and not by any Force ; 

Pretend not that, your high Commands you fent, 

That fhe to Aulis fhou’d with {peed repair ; 

Deciev’d by thee, with the falfe promis’d Joy 

Ot being txe long-wifh’d Bride of great Achilles. 

But here by a ftrange Whirle and Change of Will, 

You other Letters fend to countermand her. 

You will not be the Murtherer of your Daughter ! 

How many thus with an unfteady Hand 

Do fteer the dangerous Helm of Government, 

Fond to engage in fome great bold Defign, 

Yet fwift to quit it when they are engag’d. : 

Aw’d by the People fome, and fome more juftly 

Compell’d to guard from Foes their own Domi- 

nions. 

But I the unhappy Fate of Greece deplore 

All arm’d, and ready to aflault the Foe, 

And with full Glory quafh the proud Barbarian, 

Are left their Sport and Scorn 

For the Repofe of the great Agamemnon! 

Oh! ne’er advance a Man for Wealth, or Power, 

Wifdom alone deferves fupream Command, : 

And a wife Man is naturally a King. | 
Chor. All Brothers Quarrels are unhappy Things. 
“gam. With Truth I fhall reproach you, in few 

Words, 

For Infolence like this deferves not many, 

A Brother’s Nime fhall ceach my injur’d Tongue 

A Modefty, it feems, to you unknown. 

Tho’ Modefty does feldom touch the Bafe, 

For when bright Honour has the Breaft forfook, 

Seldom confederate Modefty prevails. = 





Then, 
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Then, tell me, Sir, the Caufe of all this Rage? 

Whence all this Anger ? whence this Indignation ¢ 

Who is’t that injures or affronts you here ? 

What is’t you want? pray what is your Defire ? 

Your virtuous Wife ? your happy nuptial State ? 

At my Expence muft I reftore your Wifhes ? 

Which when poffeft your own ill Condué loft you ? 

What to regain your beauteous faithlefs Wife 

Wou’d you thus tread on Honefty and Reafon ? 

The Pleafures of il] Men are evil all ! 

Oh! vain / oh! doating Madnefs ! oh ! blind Folly ! 

The Gods, indulgent to thy Happinefs, 

Have rid thee of a falfe, injurious Wife, 

And thou fond Fool now burnft with ftrange Defire, 

To force the diftant Plague home to thy Bofome ! 

The Suters to this Helena with you 

Bach, by falacious Hope of her betray’d 

To Tynd’rus {wore that with united Arms 

They wou’d defend the happy Man fhe chofes 

Apply to thefe, with thefe purfue the War 

But confcious of the Weaknefs of that Oath, 

Compell’d by Fraud or Folly, you defpair 

If I forfake your foul detefted Caufe, 

Will not be ftrong enough to lead them on. 

But Menelaus, this affure thy felf, 

My guiltlefs Child for youl fhall not murder. 

Shou’d I comply wild Horror and Remorte 

Wou'd haunt my daily Thoughts and nightly 

Slumbers. 

What I have faid is, Sir, fo plain and eafie, 

You need no Comment to explain my Meaning- 

But if you {till to Juftice will be blind 

I fhall however, Sir, protect my own. | 
Chor. This differs trom the former, yet it teaches, 

That of our Children we fhou’d take juit Care. 


Bb 2 Mans 
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Men.O' Gods ! how very wretched am I grown! 
I have no Friends / | 
Agam. Yes, yes, you fhall have Friends 
If you will not deftroy ‘em. | 
Men. Ot \in what 
In what do you confefs the Friend and Brother, ; 
Of the fame Father born ? i 
Agam. \ fhall be wife 
Nor mad with you. 
Men. Friends Griefs are common. (Harm. 
_ Agam. Then call me Friend, when you defign no 
Men. This Obftinacy ’s vain, for fure thou knowft 
{In this thou muft contend with Greece, not me. | 
Azam. Greece too, like thee, by fome ill Fury’s 
haunted. 
Men, Ob! proud, and vain of Empire / thou be- 
To that, thy Brother. But I fhall apply (tray ft : 
To otherArts,and other Friends for Juftice. (Going, 


Enter Meffencer. 


Meff. 0! Acamemnon King of all the Greeks, 

I bring you pleafing News! now in the Camp 
Your Daughter Iphigenia is arriv’d, | 
Aad Clytemneftra your beloved Queen, — 
With young Ore/fes.——This Royal Troop ; 
After fo long an Abfence muft be welcome. 
With Speed | came before to bring the News. 
The Army throngs to fee the glorious Sight. 
. Some talk of. Nuptials for the Royal Virgin; 
Some, that fhe comes to be in facred Rites 
Of great Diana here initiated. _ | 
But-you, O! Agamemnon! crown your Brows, * 
‘And, Afenelaus, fhare the Nuptial Joys: 

Let Mufic and the Dancers celebrate 

This happy Day. - | 

Agam. 
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Azam. Thy Zeal and Joy 1 do commend, be gone, 
] of the reft wif] take peculiar Care. 

Ah! me’ Oh!? Oh! wretched Agamemnon } 
What fhall | fay? Oh! where fhall I begin? 
Inco what Noofe of Fate am I now fal’n! 

Tis the malicious Cunning of my Fortune 

Thus to prevent my juft paternal Care! 

Oh! happy State of mean, and low Degree! 

There Grief at Liberty may vent her Moans. 

And give their mournful Thorghts a plaintive 
Tongue / 

But Greatnefs is confin’d to hateful Form ! 

The People us, not wethe People govern. 

Proud Majefty denies my Woes Relief, 

Shame ftops the flowing Torrent of my Grief; 

But not to weep is yet a greater Shame? 

Thus a chain’d Slave I prove toa great Name. 

1 muft curb Nature, and deny its Courfe; 

And tho’ I’m fal’n iato the greateft Woe, 

That any mortal Wretch can ever know ; 

Yet in my Breaft the Angnith mnft contain 

And only I my felf muf know my Pain. 

But Oh! my Wife ! what fhall I fay to her? 

How fhall | meet her? with what Looks behold her ¢ 

Her coming has redoubled a!) my Woe! 

She comes unfent for, no invited Gueft. 

Yer whocan blame the tend«r Mother’s Care, 

To do the deareft Office to her Child? 

But now the foul perfidious Caufe fhe’ll find 

Of her moft inaufpicious Journey. 

Or how fhall I reftrain the berfting Tears, 

When [receive the tender. haplefs. Virgin! 

Ha! now methinks | fee her Sappliant Kaeel 

With lifted Hands, and upcaft ftreaming Byes 

And trembling Lips thus pittifully pleading 5 

Oh! Father will.you kill me? will your Hand, 
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A Father’s Hand give me to fuch Nuptials ? 
And then the little Infant young Ore/fes 
In broken Sounds, and yet intelligible 
Accufe me of his deareft Sifter’s Murder ! 
Alas! alas! how have the curfed Nuptials 
Of the Barbarian Paris thus deftroy’d me? 
For he has brought thefe curfed Evils on me. 
Men. Give me your Hand, give me your dear 
Hand ! 
Agam. Here take it for it is your Victory. 
Men. By Pelops our Grandfire and our Father 
AAtreus 
{ fwear, my Brother, what I’m going to fay 
Are the fincereft Diftates of my Mind. 
I cou’d not fee the Tears fall from thy Eyes, 
Thy awful Eyes but Pity fplit my Soul, 
And the big Drops run tumbling down my Face. 
My Rage ebb’d out apace, and now I fee, 
T ought not to be happy by thy Mifery. 
Now by the Gods you fhall not touch your Daughter 
Thy Jpbigenia is, for me, immortal. 
Why fhou’d thine dye, and mine remain alive. 
Helen is not fo dear to this fond Breaft, 
To make me trample Nature under foot ; 
And purchafe her Embraces by thy Blood. 
The heat of Youth, and my untam’d Defire 
Made me fpeak madly when I urg’d the Deed. 
Oh ! ’tis a dreadful thing to flay ones Child 
“Todip our Hands in our own Off-{prings Blood. 
*Tis monftrous / ’tis unnatural. 
No let the Army be difmifs’d with Speed 
And march away from Aulis totheir Homes; 
But ceafe thy Tears, by Heav’n I cannot bear them. 
J never will urge more the fatal Theme. 
‘By all the Gods fhe fhall not dye for me, 
For what has fhe to dowith Helena? 





By 
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By Jove I love my Royal Brother fo 
I wou'd not be the Caufe of his Unrett, 
To be the happy Monarch of the World. 
And my Heart akes, that e’er [| fhock’d thee fo. 
We may repent, with Honour, our Mifdeeds. 
Chorus. Generoufly haft thou faid O! Afenelaus ! 
And worthy Tantalus the Son of Tove. 
Agam. O! Menelaus! Ido feel thy Kindnefs 
That thou haft thus deceiv’d my Expeation 
In Words that truly do confefs the Brother. 
Men. Paflion may fometimes warpa generous Mind 
But fuch a cruel Kindred | abhor. 
Agam. But Oh! my Brother fuch hard Fate 
furrounds me 
I cannot ’fcape this bloody Sacrifice, 
For Jphigenia muft a Victim fall. 
Men. Who can compel you to deftroy your 
Daughter. 
Agam. The whole Grecian Army. 
Men, Send her back to Argos. 
Agam. That cannot be ; Icannot fo deceive them. 
Men, You ought not by the Vulgar thus be aw’d. 
Agam, Calchas alas! the Oracle will reveal, 
Men. Suppofe him Dead. The Dead cantell no 
Tales. , 
Azam. Oh! but thar Son of Syfiphus knows all. 
Men. \n what can Ulyffes injure Agamemnon ? 
Agam. His artful Tongue commands the soldiers 
Hearts, 
Men. He’s fond indeed of Popular Applaufe. 
Azam. Oh! think him, therefore, by the Troops 
furrounded, 
The fecret Oracle by Calchas told, 
Divulging to the liftening Warriours Ears ; 
My Piety ftiling impious Sacriledge, 
Refufing to the Grecian Glory | 
Bb 4 The 
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The Vidim that Diana has requir’d. 

The Army won by thefe his fmooth Pretences 

Both you and I fhal} fall by their dire Rage ; 

Yet by our Death not fave my Daughter’s Life. 

Suppofe we fled to Argos from the Camp: 

My Flight with Sword, and Fire they wou’d purfue 

And lay my Country wafte. It wonnot be! | 

I muft be wretched and my Child muft die / 

Thus Woe and Mifery furround me / 

Into thefe Streights the Gods reduce me! 

But Oh! my Brother! this alone canft thou, 

Let not my Wife the fatal Bufinefs know 

Before my Child I’ve offer’d up to Pluto. 

That with the feweft Tears J] may, I be un- 
happy. 

Tho’ | have taken fome Latitude in the Tranfla- 
tion and made bold to Jeave out fometimes a Word 
or two, and fometimes a Line or two, which re- 
lated more to Cuftom, than the Paflion, yet I 
have been far from making Euripides Amends for _ 
what he lofesin the Tranflution. Asit is I leave 
it to be by the Reader compared with that of Mr. 
Drydez in Troilus and Creffida, and that of Shake- 
{pear in this Play. 

This indeed is a jufter Way of the Tryal of 
our Poets excelling the Ancients, than what Mr. 
Hales of Eaton, my Lord Falkland, &c. took in 
the Comparifon of Topics for if he here prevail, 
he will indeed get a Victory in areal Province of 
Poetry. I am furpris’d that fo judicious a Poet as 
Racine fhou’d omit this admirable Scene in his 
Iphigenia in Aulis,atthe fame time that he made 
a quarrelling Scene betwixt Agamemnon and 
Achilles. Yhave faid fo much on the two moft beau- 
tiful Parts of this Play, that I fhall leave the reft 
to the Reader, this being a Play fo often acted that 
they are obvious to every Body. 0 
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Of Lowline{s or Humility. 


—————But is acommon Proof 


That Lowlinefs is young Ambition’s Ladder 


Whereto the Climber upward turns his Face, @c. 


p- 2244- 
On Confpiracy- 





O! Confpiracy ! 
Sham’ft thou to fhew thy dangerous Brow by Night? 
When Evils are moft free, @c. p. 2246. 


There is one thing inthis Play which I remark 
for thofe judicious Gentlemen, mho by a [welling 
gouty Style have fet up for fine Language i the Dra- 
ma. The Stile of this Play is generally speaking 
plain, eafie and natural. 


The Argument of Mackbeth. 


Duncan King of Scotland has two Sons Malcolme 
and Donalbain, his General againft the Rebels and 
Norweighians (who then invaded that Country) 1s 
Mackbeth a Kinfman of the Crown, and with him 
is join’d in Commiffion Banquo , who returning Vi- 
Gorious on an open Heath, meet with three Witch- 
es, who falute Afackberh three times, the laft Salu- 
tation being King that fhall be, Their other Salu- 
tations proving true, he and his Wife refolve to 
make the third fo. In the Night therefore they. mur- 
ther Duncan,and lay it on hisChamberlains, Afalcolm 
and Donalbain fly away, on which they are accus‘d 
of having employ’d them to kill their Father, fo 
the Election falls on Aackbeth, who being now 
King has Banquo murdered for Fear of his Rage 

or 
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for the wayward Sifters told him, that he fhould 
get a Race of Kings, but his Son Fleance makes 
his Efcape. Murders and Tyrannies growing e- 
very Day, Mackduff flies to the Englifh Court, 
and with much ado convinces Malcolm of his F- 
delity, and with him comes into Scotland with 
Englifh Forces, having firft heard, that the Tyrant 
had furpriz’d his Caftle and kill’d his Wife and 
Children. Afackbeth having confulted the Witches 
is told, that he fhall not be kil?d°by any Man 
born of Woman; nor till Birnam Wood came 
to his Caftle of Dunfinane. But his Wife haunted 
with Remorfe for the Murders fhe had been Part- 
ner in dies; and he finding the Deceit of the 
Witches Aflurance of Birnam Wood, by the Englifh 
Armies taking e’ery Man a Branch of a Tree in 
his Hand, ventures out to fight, and is at laft 
kil?d by A¢ackduff who was ript out of his Mo- 
ther’s Womb. 

To fay much in the Praife of this Play 1 cannot, 
for the Plot is a fort of Hiftory, and the Chara- 
ter of Afackbeth and his Lady are too monftruous 
for the Stage. But it has obtained, and in too much 
Bfteem with the Aillion for any Man yet to fay 
much againft it. 

The Topics and Lines of this Play are lefs in 
Number and Beauty than moft of his. A celebra- 
ted Speech ts that. of Afackbeth after he has com- 
mitted the Murther, p. 2318. 


Me thought I heard a Voice cry fleep no more ' 
Mackbeth doth murder Sleep, &c. 


I need not fay any thing here about the Witches, 
fince what Ihave faid of them and Spirits in the 
Tempeft is fafficient, he has drawn thofe Chimera’s 

. wonder- 
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wonderfully, and made them Forms and Ceremo- 
nies according to their black Myfteries. 


Life. 


Life’s but a walking Shadow, a poor Player, 
That ftruts and frets his Hour on the Stage 
And then is heard no more. Itis a Tale 
Told by an Ideot full of Sound and Fury 
Signifying nothing. 


The Argument of Hamlet Prince-of Denmark. 


Hamlet Son of the former King of Denmark is 

tafide the BleGion by his Uncle Claudius, who 
marry’d his Mother foon after his Father’s Death ; 
which was fucceeded by the walking of the Ghoft 
of the deceas’d King; Hamlet being inform’d of 
it goes to the Watch fees and {peaks to the Ghoft, 
who tells him, that his Uncle who now pofleflefs 
his Throne and Wife, murder’d him as he lay a- 
fleep in his Garden by pouring Poifon into his 
Ear. So defiring Revenge the Ghoft vanifhing, 
Hamlet obliges all who had feen it to keep 
the Secret and by no means difcover, that they 
had beheld any fuch Sight. Hamlet aflumes a fort 
of Madnefs, and the Queen loving him very well 
is folicitous to know the Caufe, which Polomus the 
Lord Chamberlain perfuades to be the Love of 
his Daughter, on her rejecting his Letters and 
Addrefs according to her Brothers and Fathers 
Orders. Hamler willing to difcover whether the 
Ghoft had told him true orders fome Players who 
came then to Elfimor to Ad afuch a Part, as the 
Ghoft had inform’d him the King had been guilty 


of, defiring Horatie his Friend to obferve him all 
the 
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the Aétioa, but when the Poifoning of his Brother , 
in the Girden came to be Acted the King unable 
to fee more rifes up and breaks off the Play. 
This confirms Hamlet in his Refolution of reven- 
ging his Father’s Death. But the King highly af- 
fefted with this retires while his Mother is or- 
der’d to check him for his Condu@, but Polonius 
advifes the King to let him hide himfelf to over 
hear what paffes betwixt them for fear the Mo- 
ther’s Indulgence fhou’d not difcover all. As Hamlet 
is going to his Mother he finds the King at Pray- 
ers, and therefore will not kill him becaufe he took 
his Father in his Sins. He is fo rough with his 
Mother, that fhe crys out help, and Polonius a- 
larm’d does the fame but Hamlet taking him for the: 
King kills him behind the Arras, then charges the 
Queen home with her fault of marrying her Hus-: 
band’s Brother, ¢c. owns that he is not Mad, the 
Ghoft of his Father comes into the Room, which 
heightens her Agony. They part the Queen pro- 
miling not to reveal ought to the King. The 
King isrefolv’d to fend Hamlet to England with 
Rofencrofs and Guildenftern, with private Orders 
for him to be put to Death there, but Hamlet aboard 
getting their Commiffions from them found the 
fatal Order and keeps it, fupplying the Place with 
a frefh Order to put the Ambaffadors to Death; 
fo he comes back and in the Church finds a Grave 
digging for Ophelia, who running Mad on her Fa- 
ther’s Death, was Drown’d and Laertes coming 
back from Frazce was but juft hinder’d from re- 
venging his Father’s Death on the King, but is: 
affur’d, that he woud help in his Revenge by 
lngaging Hamlet to try his Skill with him at Foils 
whilft Hamlet fhoud havea Blunt and Luaertes a 
Sharp which. -he poifon’d. But in the Scuffle the 


Queen 
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Queen drinks to Hamlet but drinks. the Poifon 
prepard bythe King for Hamlet, who being now 
wounded got the Sharp from Laertes and wounds 
him, the Queen crys out that fhe is Poifon’d, and 
fo Hamlet kills the King; Laertes confefles the 
semenyence and Dies, as Hamlet does immediatly 
alter. 

Tho’ 1 look upon this as the Mafter-Piece of 
Shake/pear according to our Way of Writing ; 
yet there are abundance of Errors in the Condu& 
and Defign, which will not fuffer us in Juftice to 
prefer it to the Electra of Sophocles, with the Au- 
thor of his Life; who feems to miftake the Mat- 
ter wide when he puts this on the fame Foot 
with the Eleétra. Hamlet’s Mother has no Hand 
in the Death of her Husband, as far as we can 
difcover in this Poem, but her fault was in yield- 
ing to the inceftuous Amour with her Husband’s 
Brother ; that at leaft is all that the Ghoft charges 
her with. Befides Shake/pear was Mafter of this 
Story, but Sophocles was not. Oreffes farther was 
commanded by the Oracle to kill his Mother and 
therefore all moral Duties yielding to the imme- 
diat Command of the Geds, his A@ion according 
to that Syftem of Religion under which Sophocles 
wrote had nothing init of Barbarity but was en- 
entirely pious; As Agamemmon’s Sacrificing his 
own Daughter /phigenia on Diana’s Order. | 

This Play indeed is capable of being made 
more perfect than the Electra, but then a great 
deal of it muft be thrown away and fome of the 
darling Trifles of the Million, as all the comical 
Part entirely and many other things which relate 
not to the main Action, which feems here to be 
pretty entire tho’ not fo artfully CondoGed as it 
might be. But I wander from my Point, I pro- 

pos’d 
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os’'d not to fhow the Errors efpecially when 
this Play contains fo many Beauties. Hamlet every 
where almoft gives us Speeches that are ful! of 
the Nature of his Paffion, his Grief, @c. as p. 2374. 
and §- The Advice of Laertes to his Sifter is 
very moral and juft and full of prudential Cauti- 
on. And that of Polonius to his Son p. 2380. and 
that of the fame to his Daughter p. 2382. Ay 
Springes to catch Woodcocks, &c. If the young Ladies 
woud Study thefe Pages they wou’d Guard their 
Vertues and Honors better, than many of them 
do. All the Scene betwixt Hamlet and the Ghoft 
‘s admirable, as the Ghoft’s Defcription of his Re- 
Gdence in the other World p. 2384, &e. fo on 


Vertue and Luft, p. 2385, and 6. 


But Vertue as it never will be mov’d 

Tho’ Lewdnefs Court it in the Shape of Heav’n 

So Luft, tho’ to a radiant Age link’d 

Will fate it felf in a Celeftial Bed and prey on 
(Garbage. 


Ophelia’s Defcription of Hamlet’s mad Addrefs 
to’ her. p. 2391. My Lord as J was fowing in my 
Chamber, &c, and p. 2392. He took me by the 


Wriff, &ce. 
Ambition. 
Which Dreams indeed are Ambition for the 


very Subftance of the Ambitious is meerly the 
Shadow of a Dream. 


On Man, p. 2401. 
What a piece of Worth is Man? how noble in 


‘Reafon? how infinite in Faculty, in Form, and 
| Moving 
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Moving how exprefs and admirable? In A@ion 
how like an Angel? In Apprehenfion how like a 
God! The Beauty of the World, &c. 

In Hamlet’s Speech to the Players Shake/pear gives 
us his whole Knowledge. of .the Drama, and for 
that Reafon this favourable Judgment of a Play, 
that did not pleafe the A4ilion is what fhou’d teach 
fome of our fuccefsful Poets not to value them- 
felves meerly on Succefs, fince the Aion often 
fail; tho’ as Horace fays they fometimes hit right. 


Eff ubi reéte fentit populus eff ubi peccat. 


flamlet. 1 heard thee fpeak me a Speech once, 
but it was never aéted, or if it was, not above 
once, for the Play I remember, pleas’d not the 
Million, it was Caviare to the General; but it 
was as I received it, and others, whofe Judgment 
in fuch Matters, cry’d to the Topof mine an ex- 
cellent Play well digefled in the Scenes, fet down 
with as much Modefty as Cunning, &c. p. 2404. 





On Players and Plays. 


Ham. Let them be well. us’d,- for they are the 


Abftra@s and brief Chronicles of the Time, ec. 
2406. 


I have heard that guilty Creatures fitting ata Play 

Have by the very cunning of the Scene 

Been ftruck fo to the Soul, that prefently 

They have proclaimed their Malefactions, ¢*c. 
Pag. 2407. 


The Power and Force of Tragedy, in this and 
other Particulars has been confirmed by undoubted 
Hiftory. 
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Hiftory. Alexander Tyrant of Phevea aCity of Theffaly 
feing the Hecuba of Euripides a€ted, found him- 
felf fo affected, that he went out before the End 
of the firtt A&t, faying, That he was afham’d to be 
feen to weep at that Misfortune of Hecuba and Polyx- 
ana, when he daily imbrued his Hands inthe Blood of 
bis own Citizens. We was afraid (fays the admira- 
ble Dacier) that his Heart fhou’d be truly mollifi- 
ed ; that the Spirit of Tyranny wou’d now leave 
the Pofleflion of his Breaft, and that he fhould 
come a private Perfon out of that Theatre, into 
which he enter’'d Matter. The Actor who fo fen- 
fibly touch’d him, with Difficulty efcap’d with his 
Life, but was fecur’d by fome Remains of that Pity, 
which was the Caufe of his Crime. 

I cannot here omit what Benefit the City of 
Athens it felf receiv’d from fome Verfes of the 
Elettra of Euripides, in its great Diftrefs ; for 
when it was debated, that the City of Athens fhou’d 
be deftroy’d, and the Country laid wafte, a mile 
der Courfe was taken by the Commanders, by one 
of them repeating thefe Verfes out of the Elefra 
of Euripides. 


EleGra Ob! unbappy Queen 
Whither woud you fly ? return 
Your Abjence the forfaken Groves 
And defart Palace feem to mourn. 


This fhook them (fays Plutarch in the Life of 
Lyfander) and gave an Occafion to reflect how bar- 
barous it wou’d appear to lay that City in Ruin, ~ 
which had been renown’d for the Birth and Edu- 
cation of fo many famous Men. 


Hamlet's 
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Hamlet’s Soliloquy, 2409. 
Death or to die. 


———= 10 beor not to be; that is the Queftion ? 
Whether ’tis nobler in the Mind to fuffer 

The Slings and Arrows of outragious Fortune, 
Or to take Arms againft a Sea of Troubles, 

And by oppofing end them, p. 2409, and 10. 


Calumny. 


Be thou as chafte as Ice, as pure as Snow 
Thou fhalt not efcape Calumny, p. 2411- 


Hamlet’s Advice and Dire@ions to Players is very 
good containing very good Precepts ofa juft Pro- 
nunciation, which being as ufeful for thofe, who 
Judge, as thofe who aé& I fhall take more Notice 
of them. 

Ham. Speak the Speech I pray you as I pro- 
nounc’d it to you trippingly on the Tongue. But 
if you mouth it as many of our Players do, I had 
as live the Town Cryer had fpoke my Lunes. 
Nor do not faw the Air too much with your 
Hand thus, but ufe all gently; for in the very 
Torrent, Tempeft, and I may fay the Whirle-wind of 
Paffion, you muft beget a Temperance, that may give 
tt Smoothnefs. Oh! it offends me to the Soul to 
fee a robouftous Periwig-pated Fellow tear a Paf- 
fion to Tatters, to very Rags, to fplit the Ears 
of the Groundlings; who, for the moft part, are 
capable of nothing but inexplicable dumb Shows, 
and Noife, &c. and a little further. 


Cc —— Be 
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—— Be not too tame neither, but let your own 
Difcretion be your Tutor. Sute the Action to 
the Word, and the Word to the Action ; with 
this efpecial Obfervance, that you o’ertop not 
the Modefty of Nature; for any thing fo over- 
done, is from the Purpofe of Playing, whofe 
Bud both at the firft and now, was and is, to 
hold: as twere a Mirrér up to Nature. To fhow 
Vertue ‘her own Feature; Scorn her own Image; 
and the very Age and Body of the Time his Form 
and Preffure. Now this over done, or come tardy 
of, tho’ it make the unskilful Laugh cannot but 
make the Judicious grieve. The Cenfure of which 
one muft in your Allowance, oerfway 4 whole The- 
atre of others. Oh! there be Players, that 1 have 
feen Play, and heard others Praife, and that high- 
ly (not to fpeak it prophanely) ‘that. neither ha- 
ving the Accent of Chri/tians, nor. the Gate of 
Chriftian, Pagan, nor Norman, have fo jtrutted and 
bellow'd, that I have thought fome of Natures Sour- 
ney Men had made Men, and not made them well, the 
imitated Humanity fo abominably. and let thofe 
that Play the Clowns fpeak no more, than is fet 
down for them for there be of them, that will 
of themfelves laugh to fet on fome Quantity of 
barren Spectators to laugh too, tho’ in the mean 
Time fome neceflary Queftion of the Play be then 
to be confider’d. That’s Villainous, and fhows a 
moft pityfal Ambition in the Fool that ufes it 
‘pe 2413, and 14. ee? | 

Thefe Precepts of Shake/pear are as valuable, as 
any thing in ‘him, for. indeed thotoughly ftudy’d — 
and underftood they teach the whole Art of the 
Stage, which relates to the Reprefentation or the 
-AQ@ors; who ftill are too commonly culty © 

| 3 | | thei 
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thefe very Follies, which Shake/pear obferv’d in 
the Players of his Time. 

I fhall fay no more in Explanation of this here. 
defigning a particular Difcourfe on the Art of 
Pronounciation and Aé@ting, for it is not fufficient 
for a Player to {peak well, he muft give what he 
fays its true Action; he muft look his Part, he 


muft be the Man, he reprefents aceording to the 


verv Lineaments of the Paflion, ot Humour which 
he reprefents or elfe he is no Actor. They are 
cal?d Actors not Speakers, and a Miftake in the 
accenting a Word, or ev’n ina vicious Tone of 
Utterance may be forgiven, but an il} Action is 
an Error in the Fundamentals. There is a Lady 
on the Stage who may perhaps be fometimes out 
in her Speaking, but always fo Charms in her 
Aétion, that fhe will not fuffer a Lover of the Art 
not to fink the fmaller Error in the greater Beauty. 
Our Actors are very liable to neglect the Deco- 
rum of the Reprefentation, and when they have 
form’d them to the Figure of a paffionate Man as 


long as they fpeak, while the Oppofite fpeaks, are 


as calm as if unconcern’d in the Matter, where- 
as in Nature no Man in Anger, Love or Grief 
but minds what the other fays and is as much 
concern’d in it as if he {poke himfelf. In this Par- 
ticular no Body can excell Mrs. Bar7y, whom f 
have frequently obferv’d change her Colour, and 
difcover a Concern that equal’d Nature; this is 
no Flattery to her but barely Juftice. 

But not to dwell on this Subjeé&, or anticipate 
what I have to fay in a longer Difcuffion of this 
Point let us return to the fine things of this Play 
of Hamlet. His Speech to Horatio p. 2414. has 
many good Lines. The Queen’s Protefts in the 
Play that’s introduc’d, and the King’s Pifcourfe 

Ec 2 with 
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with her is worth reading for the Lines and the 
Refledions p. 2417- 18. The Scene betwixt his 
Mother, and Hamlet is generally very well; tho’ 
perhaps it is capable of Improvement; that part 
of the Scene where the Ghoft comes in is very 
ftrong ; as tadecd Shake/pear is in the former Scene, 
which as J have been affur’d he wrote in a Char- 
nel Houfe in the midft of the Night. from p. 2426 


top. 2431. 


On Alan. 
/ 
What ts Man,—— 
If his chief Good and Market of his Time, @c. 
p 20s. 


The Difcourfe betwixt Hamlet and the Grave 
Maker is full of moral Reflections and worthy 
minding, tho’ that Difcourfe ic felf has nothing 
to do there, where it is, nor of any ufe to the 
Defign, and may be as well lett out ; and what 
ever can be Jeft out has no Bufinefs in a Play, 
but this being low Comedy has ftill lefs to do here. 
Dp. 2450 to 2453. Vhe Character Hamlet gives 
of Ofrick is very Satirical aud woud be good any 
where elfe. p. 2459. 


The Argument of Kine Lear, 


Lear King of Britain has three Daughters Gon- 
ertil, Regan, and Cordelia, Gonerill is marry’d to 
the Duke of Albany, Regan to the Duke of Corn- 
wal, and the King of France and Duke of Burgundy 
are Pretenders to Cordelia. The King being old 
divides his Kingdoin betwixt his three Daughters 
ceferving only an hundred Knights for hae 
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} 
.T and the Nime of King. But the two Elder by 
Ae their mighty Profeffions of Love and Dnty beyond 
, Meafure win the Father’s Heart, now alienated 
i from Cordeliz becaufe fhe dauh’d not her Affedti- 
y ons over with empty Profi flions, fo rhart old* Lear 
I ina Paflion gives away her Share to her other 

i Sifters and with his Curfe Jeaves her to France 


sf c) 
ey 


who takes her for his Wife tho’ rejected by Bur- 
gundy. The two Davghters Regan and Conerill 
foon fall from their Daty, and grow weary of 
the King are uacivil to his Followers wou'd a- 
bridge them, nay take them quite away; when 
ina ftormy Night he is turn’d out of the Earl 
of Glouceffer’s Houfe with Orders to him not to 
i relieve him. The Barl of Glouceffer fhook with 
Horror of thefe unnatural Proceedings, acquaints 


h his baftard Son of his Intentions to affift the 
King, and tharthe Frexch were come over to his 
: Aid, but he betrays -him, and fo his Eyes are 
put out, and he turn’d out of Doors being inform’d 
that his baftard Son had done it a!l, by whom 
hs deceiv’d he hed ‘believ’d his own Son Edgar had 
contriv’d his Death, and who for fear of the Pro- 
clamation again{t him wander’d like Tom 4 Bedlam. 
He meets with the King, end with his Father afs 


tcrwards on whofe Head there being a Price fet 
Gonerills Steward meeting, him offers to kill him but 
“is prevented by Fdzar’s killing of him, about wnom 
he finds Gozerids Letters to the Biftacd, being Love 
to him and a Defien againft the Duke of Albany 
her Husband. To whom hecarries it before the 
Battle betwixt the Brains and the Frexch under 
Cordelia’s Command, whom fhe brought to the» 
King’s Affiftance again% her unnatural silters, but 
being beaten and the King and fhe taken Priloners 
the Baftard orders them to be kil’d, in Prifon. 
i c:3 Aad 
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And Edgar having fought and killd the Baftard, 
Regan being Poifoa’d by her Sifter Gonersl, and fhe 
being upbraided by her Husband, with theGuilt, but | 
more affected with the lofs of Edmozd kills her- 
felf, he owns his Warrant out againft the King 
and Cordelia they fend to fave them but come too 
late, Cordelia being hang’d but the King kill’d the 
Rogue that hang’d her, but breaks his Heart and 
dies; fo the Play Ends. : 

The King and Cordelia ought by no means to 
have dy’d, and therefore Mr Tate has very juaftly 
alter’d that particular, which muoft difguft the 
Reader and Audience to have Vertue and Piety 
meet fo unjuft a Reward. So that this Plot, tho’ 
of fo celebrated a Play, has none of the Ends of 
Tragedy moving neither Fear nor Pity. We rejoice 
at the Death of the Baffard and the two Sifters, 
as of Monfters in Nature under whom the very 
Barth maft groan. And we fee with harror and 
Indignation the Death of the King, Cordelia and 
Kent , tho’ of the Three the King only cou’d move 
pity if that were not loft in the Indignation and 
Horror the Death of the other two produces, for 
he is a truly Tragic Chara&ter not fupremely Vir- 
tuons nor Scandaloufly vicious he is made up of 
Choler, and Obftinacy, Frailties pardonable enough 
in an Qld Man, and yet what drew on him all the 
Mistortunes of his Life. 

he Baftard’s Sneech of the Folly of laying our 
Bate and Follies on the Stars, p. 2480. is worth 
reading — This is the excellent Foppery of the 
World, that when we are fickin Fortune, &c. 

Lear’s Paffion, p. 2488. on the Ingratitude of his 
Daughter Goneri/! is very well, and his Curfes on 
ber very well and naturally chofe. Lear’s Speech 
to Argan, p. 2505.18 very well No — 

thou 
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thou fhalt ne'er have my Curfes,&c. and his Paflioa 
In this whole Scene agreeable to the Man- 
ners. | 


The Needs of Life few, p. 2507. 


Oh! Reafon not on Need! our bafeft Beggars 
Are in the pooreft things fuperflaous. 
Allow not Nature\ more, than Nature needs ; 
Man’s Life ischeap as Beafts, ce. 


Kent’s Defcription of the tempeftuous Night, 
p. 2511. is very good. 





Things that love Night 
Love not fuch Nights as thefe, The wrathfal Skies 
Gallow the very Wanderers of the Dark, @c. 


There is nothing more beautiful than Lear's 
firft Starts of Madnefs, 2514. When Edgar comes 
out in the Habit of a Madman Didft thou 
give allto thy Dauchters ? And art thou come to this? 
Aad again —— Flave bis Daughters brought him 
to this pafs, courdft thou fave nothing ? Wouldft thou 
give ’em all 














Now all the Plagues, that in the pendulous Air 
Hang fated o'er Mens Faults, Light on thy Daughters. 
Kent. He has no Daughters, Sir. (Nature 
Lear. Death, Trattor, nothing cowd have fubdued 
To fuch a Lownefs, bug bis unkind Daughters, &cs 
| Pag. 2515- 


Edgar’s Account of a Servingman is very pret- 
ty. sid. as all that he fays inthe Play is according 
QC 4... to 
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tothe Character, which his Affairs oblige him to 
aflume. | 


On Max, 2516. 


Man is no more, than this confider him well / 

Thou ow’ft the Worm no Silk, the Beaft no Hide 

The Sheep no Wool, the Cat no Perfume. How ? 

Here’s three on’s are fophifticated. Thou art the 
thing it felf. 

Unaccomodated Manis no more 

Bat fuch a bare poor forked Animal 

As thou art 





Edgar’s Defcription of the Precipice of Dover Cliff 
Is very good,p. 2§30 
2 (low, &c. 


How fearful and dizzy’tis to caft ones Eye fo 





Againft the grofs and Idolatrous Flattery of 
Princes {ee Lear’s Madnefs, p. 2532. They flatter’d 
“me like a Dog, and told me, that I had white 
© Hairs in my Beard e’er the black ones were there, 
“to fay Ay, and No to every thing I faid ————Ay 
and No too was no good Divinity. .When the Rain 
came to wet me once, and the Wind to make me chatter, 
when the Thunder woud not peace at my bidding, there 
I found em, there I {melt them out go to, they are 
not Men of their Words , they told me I was every thing, 
"tis a Lie I am not Ague Proof. Tho’ all Lear’s 
Madnefs is good, yet p. 2544 is particularly re- 
markable for the fatyrical Reflections The 
Ujerer hangs the Couzener, Through tatter’d Cloaths 
great Vices do appear, &c. | 

For this Story read Adilton’s and Tyrrel’s Hifto- 


ry 
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ry of England and Leland, with Geofry of Mon- 
mouth, &c. 


The Argument of the Moor of Venice. 


Othello a noble Moor or Negro, who had by long 
and faithful Services, and brave Deeds eftablith’d 
himfelf in the Opinion of the Senate of Venice, wins 


the Affections of De/demona, Daughter to Brabantio 


one of the Senitors, marries her unknown to 
her Father, and with the Senators Leave, carries 
her with him to Cyprus his Province. He makes 
Caffio his Lieutenant, ’tho Jazo had folicited the 
Poft by his Friends for himfelf, which Refufal 
joind with a Jealoufy, that Orhello had been too 
familiar with his Wife, makes him contrive the 
Deftruction of Cajfio, and the Alcor to gratify his 
Revenge and his Ambition. But having no Way 
to take aVengeance on tlie AZoor proportion’d to his 
imaginary and double Injury bat this, he draws 
him with a great deal of Cunning into 4 Jealou- 
fy of his Wife, and that by a Chain of Circum- 
{tances contriv’d to that Purpofe, and urg’d with all 
the taking Infinuations imaginable. Orhello by 
thefe Means won to a Belief of his own Infamy 
refolves the Murder of his Wife and Caffio, whom 
he concluded guilty. Jago undertakes the difpatch- 
ing Cajfio, whofe Comifflion he had already gor, 
which defigning to do by Roderigo who had been 
his Dupe in Hopes by his Means to enjoy Defde- 
mona, and who now grew impatient of any longer 
Delay. But he miffing his Aim is wounded, and 
kil’d outright by Jaze to ftop him from telling 
any Talesot him. But the Afoor effeCtually put his 
Revenge in Execution on his Wife; which is no 
fooner done, but he is convine’d of his Error, and 

in 
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+n Remorfe kills himfelf, whilft Jago the Canfe of 
al] this Villany having mortally wounded his Wife 
for difcovering of it, is born away to a more ig- 
nominious Punifhment ; and Cafio is made Gover- 
nour of Cyprus. 

| have drawnthe Fable with as much favour to 
the Author, as I poffibly coud, yet | maft own 
that the Faults found ia it by Mr Rymer are but 
too vifible for the moft- Part. That of making a 
Negro of the Hero or chief Character of the Play, 
woud fhock any one; for it is not the Rationale of 
the thing and the Deduétions, that may thence be 
brought to diminifh the Oppofition betwixt the 
different Colours of Mankind that wou’d not be 
fufficient to take away that which is fhocking in 
this Story ; fince this entirely depends on Cuftom 
which makes it fo,and oncommon Womens ad- 
mitcting a Negro to a Commerce with her every 
one almoft ftarts at the Choice. Much more in 
a Woman of Vertue; and indeed Jago, Bambutio, 
&c. have fhewn fuch Reafons as make it monftru- 
ous. I wonder Shake/pear faw this in the Perfons 
of his Play, and not in his own Judgment. If Othello 
had been made deformed, and not over young but 
no Black, it had removed moft of the Abfardities, 
but now it pleafes only by Prefcription. ’Tis pol- 
ible, that aninnocent tender young Woman, who 
knew lictle of the World, might be won by the 
brave A“tions of a gallant Man not to regard his 
Age or Deformities, bat Nature, or what is all 
one in this Cafe, Cuftom having put fuch a 
Bar as fo oppofite a Colour, it takes away our Pi- 
ty from her, and only raifes our Indignation a- 
gainft him. I fhall pafs over the other Obfervati- 
ons founded on this Error, fince they have been 
fufficiently taken Notice of already. It muft on 

own 
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own'd that Shake/pear drew Men better, than 
Women , to whom indeed he has feldom given 
any confiderable Place in his Plays; here and in 
Romeo and Fuliet he has done moft in this matter. 
but here he has not given any graceful Touches 
to Defdemona in many places of her Part. 
Whether the Motives of Orhello’s Jealoufie be 
ftrong enough to free him from the Lm putation 
of Levity and Folly I will not determine; fince 
Jealoufie is born often of very flight Occafions, 


efpecially in the Breafts of Men of thofe war- - 


mer Climates. Yet this muft be faid Shake/pear 
has manag’d the Scene fo well, that it is that 
alone, which fupports his Play, and impofes on 
the Audience fo very fuccefsfully, that till a Re- 
formation of the Stage comes, I believe it will 
always be kindly receiv’d. 

fagois a Character, that can hardly be admitted 
into the Tragic Scene, tho’ it is qualify’d by his 
being pufh’d on by Revenge, Ambition and Jealoufie ; 
Becaufe he feems to declare himfelf a fettled Vil- 
. Jain. But leaving thefe things to every Man’s 
Humour, which is in our Age all the Rule of 
judging, let us take a View of what we can find 
beautiful in the RefleCtions and Sentiments. 


Preferment. 





*Tis the Courfe of Service 
Preferment goes by Letter, and Affection 
And not by old Gradation where each fecond 
Stood Heir to the firft, @c. p. 2556. 


So that notwithftanding our Murmurers in the 
Army and other Places we find Merit and Right 
have been poft-pon’d to Favour long before our 

Days. 
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Days. Jago’s Harangue againft Honefty in this 


Page is fevere enough; and tis pity that the Sa- 
tire is too true p. 2562. Brabantio urges what I 
bfore remark’d of the improbability of his Daugh- 
ters being won by the Moor, but by Charms and 
Witch-craft. 

1 do not think Orhello’s Account to the Senate 
of the progrefsof his Love with Defdemona fo ri- 
diculous as Mr. Rémer makes it, for, as for the 
Canibals; and Men whofe Heads grew beneath 
their Shoulders, @c. being Objects of vulgar 
Credulity, they are as probable and as moving, 
as the Cyclops and Harpyes of Viroil; and then 
abating for the Colour of the Afoor, and the im- 
probability of his having that Poft, the Tale has 
a great deal of the Pathos. p. 2565. 68. Jago to 
infinuate into Roderego that he may have hopes 
of Defdemona, {ays p- 2530. ——~ mark me with 
what violence fhe lov'’d the Moor but for bragging, 
and telling her fantaftical Lies, &c. 

There are in this Play as well as in moft of 
this Poet a great abundance of Soliloquies in 
which the Dramatic Perfon difcourfes with the 
Audience his Defigns, his Temper, @c. which 
are highly unnatural, and not to be imitated by 
any one. 

The Moor has not bedded his Lady till he came 
to Cyprus, nay it was not done, p. 2582 and 3. 
and yet it is before and after urg’d that fhe was 
or might be fated with him. But thofe little For- 
getfulnefles are not worth minding. 


Azainft Reputation. p. 2589. 
Reputation is an idle, and moft falfe Impofiti- 


on, oft got without Merit, and loft without de- 
ferving, &c. Content 
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Content is Wealth. 2600. 


Poor and Content is Rich, and Rich enough 
But Rich finelefs, is as poor as Winter, ec. 


Othello’s Soliloquie before he kills Defdemona has 
been much admir’d. p. 2636. 


The Argument of Anthony and Cleopatra. 


This Play is the Hiftory of Anthony and Cleopa- 
tra from the Death of Fulvia to the taking of Alex- 
andria, and the Death of Cleopatra. The Scene 
is fometimes at Rome fometimes in eoypt, fome- 
times at Sea and fometimes at Lard, and feldom 
a Line allow’d for a Paflage to fo great a Diftance 
and the Play is full of Scenes ftrangely broken : ma- 
ny of which exceed not ten Lines. It is needlefs 
to write the Story fince it is fo known to every 
Body that Anthony fel] in Love with Cleopatra, thar 
after Fulvia’s Death he marry’d Oéfavia, the Sifter 
of Augufius to piece up the Flaws, that Fulvia and 
mutual Jealoufics had made; That however he 
foon rejaps’d to Cleopatra, aud that War enfuing, 
Anthony’s il) Conduct loft the Day at 4éitinm firft, 
and afterwards at Alexandria where he kill’d him- 
felf with his Sword, and Cleopatra with the Sting 
of an A/pic to avoid being carry’d in Trivmph 
by Augufius. In this Play indecd Sextus Pempeins 
is brought in, and the Treat he gave -dythony 
Lepidus, and Augufius on Eoard his Vc ffel. 

Auguftus gives Antheny his tiue Charecter p. 2667. 
When thou wert beaten from Nivtina, Gc, And the 
concern and caie of Cleopatva in the next Page ts 


not uunatural ——- Of! Chairmian! xhere think ft 
thou 
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thou he is now? Pompey’s With againft Anthony. 
p. 2671. is very aptand pretty. But all the Charms 
of Love, falt Cleopatra, foften thy wand Lips, &c. 

I moft not omit the Defcription Exobarbus gives 
of Cleopatra’s Sailing down the Cydnos, becaufe 
Mr. Dryden has given us one of the fame in his 
All for Love, which I fhall here compare together 
and leave the Decifion of the Victory to the impar- 
tial Reader. 


The Barge fhe fate in, like a burnifh'd Throne, 
Burnt on the Water; the Poop was beaten Gold, 
Purple the Sails, and fo perfumed, that 
The Winds were Lovefick. 

With them ; the Oars were filver, 

Which to the Tune of Flutes kept Stroke, and made 

The Water which they beat, to follow fafter, 

As amorous of their Strokes. For her own Perfon 

It beggard all Defcription. Shedid he 

In her Pavilion, Cloath of Gold, of Tiflue, 

O'erpicturing that Venus where we {ee 

The Fancy out-work Nature. On each fide her 

Stood pretty dimpied Boys like fimiling Cupids, 

With divers coloured Fans, whofe Wind did feem 

To glow the delicate Cheeks, which they did cool, 

And what they did undid. 

Her Geatlewomen like Nereids : 

So many Meremaids tended her 1’ th’ Hyes, 

And made their Bends Adornings. At the Helm 

A feeming Mermaid fteers ; the filken Tackles 

Swell with the Touchesof thofe Flower-foft Hands, 

That yarely frame the Office. From the Barge 

A ftrange invifible Perfume hits the Senfe 

Of the adjicent Wharfs. The City caft her 

People out upon her, and Antony 

Enthron’d in th’ Market-place did fit alone 
Whiftling, 
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Whiftling tothe Air, which but for Vacancy 
Fiad gone to gaze on Cleopatra too, 
And makea Gap in Nature. 


Mr. Dryden in his All for Love A& third, where 
Antony gives it to Dolabella in thefe Words. 


Her Gally down the filver Cydnos row’d 

The Tackling Silk, the Streamers wav’d with Gold 

The gentle Winds were lodg’d in Purple Sails. 

_Her Nymphs like Werefds round her Conch ‘were 

Where fhe another fea-born Venus lay. (plac’d 

She Jay and leant her Cheek upon her Hand 

And caft a Look fo languifhingly fweet 

As if fecure of all Beholders Hearts 

Neglecting fhe coud take’em : Boys, like Cupids, 

Stood fanning with their painted Wings, the Winds 

That playd about her Face (abroad 

But if fhe fmil’d, a darting Glory feem’d to blaze 

That Mens defiring Eyes were never wearied 

But hung upon the Obje&. To foft Flutes 

The filver Oars kept time, and while they played 

The Hearing gave new Pleafure to the Sight 

And both to Thought. ’Twas Heaven or fomewhut 
more 

For fhe fo charm’d all Hearts, that gazing Crowds 

Stood panting on the Shore, and wanted Breath 

To give their welcome Voice 





Both Poets are a little beholding to the Hiftorian for 
at leaft the Groundwork of this Defcription. | 


Fortune forms our Gudgment. 
Ifee Mens Judgments are © 


A Parcel of their Fortunes 5 and things outward 
| a Do 
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Do draw the inward Quality after them 
To fuffer all alike-—— @c. p 2710. 


Loyalty. 


Mine Honefty and I begin to fquare 
The Loyalty well held to Fools, does make 
Our Faith meer Folly, &c. ibid. 


The Incident of Eros killing himfelf inftead of 
Antony when his Back is turn’d, Mr. Dryden has 
borrow’d inhis Au for Love, for Ventidsus p. 2729. 
And Cleopatra’s fending him Word that fhe had 
kil’d her felf, is made ufe of in near the fame 
Manner by our late Laureat, in the forequoted Play 
of his. 

For the Plot or Story of this Piece read Plutarch’s 
Life of Anthony ; Suetonius in Aug. Dion Caffius lib. 
48. Orofius \. 6. c.'7. Cluny. 1.4. C. 11. Appian. \. §. 


The Argament of Cymbelsne. 


Cymbeline King of Britainin the Time of Aus 
guftus, having loft his Sons Guidersus and Avsragus, 
had only one Daughter remaining call’d Imogen, 
who privately married Pofthumus contrary €0 her 
father’s Will; who defign’d her for Clotten the 
Queen’s Son by a former Husband, but a filly af- 
feted proud Fellow. Po/thumus is therefore ba- 
nifh’d Britain, and goes to Rome, where he wagers 
with one Yacimo an Italian, that he cannot cor- 
rupt his Lady. He gives him Letters to her and 
he takesa Journey into Britaim on purpofe, tries 
her by Words in vain, fo gets Leave to puta 
Cheft of Treafure into her Chamber for one Night 5 


in which being convey’d, he lets himfelf out “— 
e 
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fhe is afleep, obferves the Room, takes away the 
Bracelet from her Arm, views a Mark urder her 
Breaft, and retires into his Cheft again, and is the 
next Day carried away by his Men; returns to 
Kome,and by thefe Tokens perfwades Pofthumus, 
that he had lain with his Wife, fo has the Chain 
and the Ring, whilft Po/thumus fends an Order to 
Pifamo his Man to get his Miftrefs down to 
Milford Haven and there to murder het, for ha- 
ving betray’d his Honourin the Embraces of ano- 
ther. Jmogen with Joy goes with him hoping to 
meet her Husband there, as her Letter promis’d ; 
but when Pifanio fhew’d her his Order to kill her 
for Adultery, fhe is highly concerned and begs 
her Death, but he perfwades. her to ftay there in 
Boys Cloaths to get intothe Service of Lucius the 
Roman General, and fo fhe might come near 
Pofthumus and obferve him, to whom Pi/anio fent 
Word, that he had kill’d her according to his Or- 
der. Imogen in the mean while lofing her Way a- 
mong the Mountains, wanders till fhe is almoft 
ftarved, when finding a Cave and Victuals, fhe en- 
ters and falls to eating, when Bellarius or Morgan, 
Guiderius and Aviragus or Cadwal and Polydore the 
Mafters of that Cave return and find her, and 
taking her for a Boy, are very fond of her, calling 
her Brother, @c. But fhe being fick takes fome of a 
Viol given her by Pifanio, which he had from the 
Queen as a Cordial, tho’ Meant for a Poifon: 
The Brothers and the Father going again out to 
hunt, ‘meet with Clotten, who was come thither 
in the Cloaths of Poffhumus,on his Underftanding 
that Imogen was fled thither, but bearing himfelf 
infolently to Guiderius and Aviragus one of them 
fights and kills him aod cuts off his Head and has 
Ving triumph’d over him, threw his Head into the 
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Sea. But returning. home they, find Fidele Dead 
(for by. that Name Jmocen. cad herfelf. in. that 
Habit) they fing her Dixge, and leave-her with-the 
Dead and, headlefs. Body of, Clotten,, fhe. comes, to 
herfelf again and, finding a Body without a Head 
and: in. the Cloaths of Pofthumas, imagines ig; to, be 
him. flain; and is found weeping on the: Bady by 
Lucius the Roman Gencral, who,was,come: now-with 
his Anmy to invade Britain, Cymbeline. having: re- 
fus’d to pay, the Tribute fettled with Fudins:Gefar. 
He takes her for his Page: Posthumus. being come 
over with the. Romans before. the, Day of, Battle 
Changes his, Habit for a poor. Country: Fellow’s: 
and; Bellarius not able to reftrain Guideriug and 
Aviragus trom the Hight goes with them, and there 
refcue the. King, now. almoft taken, Prifonen » and 
the Battle being chang?d by the Valour. of, thefe 
four the Romans are beat, fo, Pofthumus. pats on 
his Koman Habit again, that he might. be taken 
and put to Death, being. weary: of Life. for the 
Heath of Imogen. He therefore, ands Lucius and 
Jjacimo are put in Prifon and referwd. for Execu- 
tion, Fedele is taken by the King for-his Page, and 
of her he is fo fond as. to grant. her. whatever 
Life fhe demanded among the Romam Prifoners: 
She feeing the Ring of Pofthumus.on Facimes Bingen 
demands that he be oblig’d, to, difeover how he 
come by. it. acimo then owns all the Roguery, 
and Poffhumus then difcovers himfelf and fays,, thad 
he had murder’d Jmogen, who. coming, to: embrace 
him. he ftrikes her trom him fuppofing, her only; 
a Page, but fhe being come to her-felf; owns; that 
fhe is Imogen. And. fhe. accufing Pifamio. of. having 
given her Poifon, the Phyfician and the Queen’s 
Maids jeftify him. by, letting, the King. know, 
that the Queen on her Death Bed, own’d = 
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fhe had given Pifanio a Draught for a Cordial, that 
woud poifon him, at the fame time confefling her 
guilty Defign againft the King himfelf. Gusderius 
owning that he had kill’d Glotten, the King orders 
him to be put to Death, when Bellarius difcovers 
that he and Aviragus are the King’s Sons. And 
Pafthumus owning himfelf to be the Country Fel- 
low, that behaved-himfelf fo well, all are forgiven, 
and. -Peace’ made, Cymbeline agreeing to pay the 
Tribute tho’ a Conqueror: 

Tho’ the ufual- Abfurdities of irregular Plots a- 
bound inthis, yet there is fomething in the Difco- 
very, that is very'touching. The Character of the 
King Queen and Clotten, do not feem extreamly a- 
greeable to their Quality. This Play has been al- 
ter’d: by Mr. Durfey, but.whether to its Advan- 
tage or noth will not determine, becaufe I have 
not the Alteration by. me; but I am afraid the 
Gentleman who alter’d. it, was not fo well acquain- 
ted with the Rules of Art, as to be able to improve 
the Gymbeline of Shake/pear. He himfelf p. 2751 
makes. this ObjeGtion againft a main Incident of 
thePlay 2 Gal. That a: King’s Children fhould 
be fo conveyed, fo fiackly guarded, and. the Search fo 
flow, that coud not tracethem———~ \ Gent. How/o- 
eer “tis ftrange, or that the Negligence may well be 
laugh’d at; yer it is true, &c. Bac: he has here as in 
other things flighted the Abturdity, and kept to 
the Errour knowingly ; but the Anfwer he puts ti 
the firtt Gentleman's Mouth is of no Validity 
were it fo, viz. Yer it ss true, for here Probability 





_ ise more-to-be fought, than Frath, which is fome- 


times fo meerly poflible, that-it can fearce find Fe- 
lief. And indeed molt of the Incidents of this Play 


fell ranklyvof Romance: Facimo’s falfe Accufation 
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of Poffhumus to his Wife is well enough, ant has 
many: good Lines in It. 


On Gold. 


-’Tis Go'd 

Which buys Admittance; oft it do’s, yea and nakes 
Diana’s Rangers falfe themfelves, and yield up 
Their Does to the Stand o’ th’ Stealer, @c. p.2774. 





Againft Women, p. 2782. 


Is there no Way for Men to be, but Women 
Muft be half Workers ? @c. 


The Speech of Bellarius to Aviragus and Guide- 
risus, p. 2788. contains many fine Refletions——— 
Confider when you above perceive me like a Crow, that 
st is Place that leffens and fets of, &c. And ni his 
next Speech Did you but know the Cities 
Ufuries, and felt them knowingly, the Art? th? Tourt, 
&c. His Defcription of the Temper and /@ion 
of Guiderius on hearing a Martial Story. Pag. 
2789, and 90. 





Slander. 


No ’tis Slander 

Whofe Edge is fharper than the Sword, whofe 
Tongue 

Out-venoms al] the Worms of Nile, &c. p. 2791. 





Pifanio’s Defcription of the Temper of : pert 
Boy or Page is a propos enough. 


You muft forget to be a Woman, change 
Commaid into Obedience. Fear and Nicends 


The 
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The Hindmaids of all Women, or more truly 
Womai its pretty felf, into a waggifh Courage 
Ready in Gybes, quick-anfwer’d, fuucy, and 

As quarrelous as a Weezel, @c. p. 2794 


Imogm on Lies and Falfhocd pretty enough, p. 
2800. Imo Beggars told me I could not mi[s my Way, 
will poor Folks Lie, &c. 


Melancholy, 


mmm Oh ! Melancholly 
Whoever yet cou'd found thy Bottom ? &ec. p. 2811 


The Plot of this Play is taken from Barcaces’s 
Novels Day. 2. Nov. 9. 


The Argument of’ Pericles Prince of Tyre. 


Pericles goes to the Court of Antiochus the Great 
in Ord:r to get his Daughter He/persdes by folving 
a Riddle propos’d by her Father, which he juftly 
interpreted to be his Inceft with her; he there- 
fore flizs thence to fave his Life, and for fear of 
his Power flies from Home with fome Ships lea- 
ving Abllicanus Governour of his Principality in his 
Abfenc: ; he comes to Tharfus, which Place he re- 
lieves in a Famine, and proceeds farther by Sea, 
till caft away on the Coaft of Pentapolis he Jufts 
for the King’s Daughter Thai/a, wins her in all bis 
Exercies. Oeparting home to Tyre Antiochus be- 
ing kil’d with his inceftuous Daughter by Light- 
ning, fre is brought to Bed of a Daughter and 
dies in Childbed; the Daughter. is call’d Afarina, 
and. the Mother put into a clofe Cheft and thrown 
into tle Sea near Ephe/us 3 where being taken P 
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the Cheft is open’d and fhe brought to Life a- 
gain, aud retires to the Temple of Diana till fhe 
can heat of het Husband. Pericles in the meati 
while makes his Way to Tharfus, there leaves his 
infant Daughter to be brought up by Dionyfiaand 
Cleon whom he had formerly relieved in Diftrefs, 
and fails home to Tyre, to fatisfy his People, who 
elfe doubting his Life, had chofe Hellicanas. Ma- 
vina grows up in all Perfe@ion, and as in Years, 
fo as tocarry all the Praife from Philoten Daugh- 
ter to Dyonyfia and Cleon, fo that raifing the high- 
eft Envy in the Mother, fhe is refolv’d to have 
her murder’d by Leomine, by the Sea fide, and 
thrown into the Sea; bat fome Pyrates landing in 
the In{tant of his going to kill her, they bear her 
‘off to Metaline, and there fell her toa Bawd, but 
by her Vertues fhe converts all the Debochees and 
at laft perfwades her Miftrefs to get Money by 
her finging and working, and her teaching both , 
this makes her known fo well, that when Pericles 
comes that Way, overwhelm’d in Grief fo far, as 
to {peak to no Body, Lyfimachus the Governour 
comes aboard and advifes Aelicanus to admit this 
famous Maid to fing to him, on which Pericles 
is touch’d by her Appearance, and demanding 
who fhe was finds her to be his Daughter, whom 
he had lamented as dead having feen her Tomb at 
Tharfus, which Dionyfia and Cleon to conceal the 
Murder had built to her as dying a natural Death. 
Diana at that time appears to Pericles in his Sleep 
and bids him go to Ephe/ws and praying in her 
“Temple to tell his Fortunes and there he fhould 
find his Wife, which he did, and fo all ends hap- 
ae Lyfimachu; being to marry his Daughter, who 
ad converted him at the Bawdy-Houle, and a 
| , ~ “an 
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atid -Dionyfiz as the laft Chorus tells us are pa- 
wifn’d for their Treachery. 

ft being certain that this Play was printed be- 
fore Shake/pear’s Death, and often acted thea with 
Aplaufe, I have taken ihe Pains to give you the 
Argument ia which rhere is nothing Dramatic but 
the Difcovery, which tho’ built on the higheft Im- 
probability is very moving. Whence Shake fpeiai 
f00k the Story I know not, but it feems of the 
Size of the Seven Champions of Chriftendom, Valen- 
fineand Orfon, and the feven wife Mafters, or the 
like. 

The Fifherman p. 2862 makesa good Compari- 
fy betwixt the Fifh-of Prey inthe Sea, and our 
Devourers A moar. 


Why as Men doa Land 
The great ones eat up the little ones 5 
[tan compare our rich Mifers, &e: 


On Vertue and Knowledge, 2873. 


uotu§ hold it ever Vertue and Cunning 

Were Bndearments greater, than Nobleneis and. 
Riches (pend 

Garelefs Heirs may thetwo latter darken and ex- 

Bat Immortality attend ehe former 

Nak ng a Man a God. 


There are befidés thefe on which | have fome 
few Retharks The London Prodigal, Thomas Lora 
Cromwel, Six Fobn Old-caftle, The Puritan or the 
Widow of Watling-fireet, Vhe York{hire Tragedy aad 
Locrine ; which, asd am very well aflur’d; are none 
Of Shakefpear’s, nor have any thing in them to 
sive the leaft Ground to think them his; not fo 
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much asa Line; the Stile, the manner of Dittson, 
the Humours, the Dislogue, as diftia& as any thing 
can poflibly be. Ia the wort of thofe which are 
genuine, there are always fome Lines, various Ex- 
preflions, and the tura of Thought which difco- 
ver it to have been the Product ot Saake/pear: But 
in thefe Six I can find none of thefe Signs. 

[ have thus at laft paft through all Shake/pear’s 
Plays in which if any good judge fhall think me too 
partial to my Author, they ntuft give me_ the 
allowance of an Editor, who can feldom fee a 
Fault in the Author, that he publifhes; nay if 
he publifh two of the fame kind, that which Is 
then under Confideration has the Advantage, and 
excells all others. Befides if I have fhown you 
all that was any way beautiful ia him, I have 
alfo been fo jut to the Art, as often to point out 
his Errors in that particular. And having gone 
over this celebrated Author with 1o much Care, 
an Author afferted by the Namber of his 
Admirers (whom to oppofe is counted little lefs 
than Herefie in Poetry) to be the greateft Genzus 
of the modern Times, efpecially of this Nation, 
I find my felf confirm’d in the Opinion I have 
Jong had of the -Antients in the Drama, | mean 
in Tragedy; for having been fo long converfant 
with the Confafions of want of Art in this Poet, 
tho’ fupported with all the Advantages of a great 
Genius ; the Beauty of Order, Uniformity, and 
Harmony of Defign appears infinitely more Char- 
ming, and that is only to be found in the Greek 
Poets, tho’ Otway and a very few Plays wrote by 
fome yet living are not without their juft Praife; 
but thofe are not fach as have been the longeft 
lived on the Stage tho’ very well receiv’d; it be- 
ing a diffcule Matter to bring fuch a biog 
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judge of the Man by the Performance, and. not of 
the Performance by the Man. Shakefpear is indeed 
ftor’d with a great many Beauties, bur they are 
ina heap of Rubbifh; and as in the Ruines of a 
magnificent Pile we are pleas’d with the Capitals 
of Pillars, the Baffo-relievos and the Jike as we 
meet with them, yet how infinitely more beauti- 
ful, and charming muft it be to behold them in 
their proper Places in the ftanding Building, where 
every thing anfwers the other, and one Harmo- 
ny of all the Parts heightens theExcellence even of 
thofe Parts; and thusif thofe partial Beauties of 
Shakefpear cou’d be,or had been view’d in a trnePofi- 
tion with their Correfpondence to fome perfect 
whole, they wou’d receive a Praife, that they can- 
not, as they are come up to. 

This wou’d make me furpriz’d to find fo many 
Advocates for Confufion, in the Preference they 
‘give the modern Tragic Poets above Order in So- 
phocles, and Euripides; did I not remember, that 
this is done by Perfons, who are totally ignorant of 
the Art and are only pleas’d by Vogue, and Whim- 
fey; and the Authors themfelves, who wanting 
Genius, and Skill have rail’d at the Excellence 
they cou’d not arrive at, being humbly content 
with the precarious Applaufe of Fools; which as 
it was at firft given without Reafon, fo is loft 
with as lictle, for whilft there isno Standard of 
Excellence, there can be no fuch thing as Excel- 
lence, which is fuch a levelling Principle in Poetry, 
as all Men who wou’d pretend to the leaft Merit 
fhou’d, for their own fakes, explode, as the genuine 
Child of Ignorance and Barbarifm. 

But I am more furpriz’d to find Mr. Dryden in 
the Number of the Flaterers of the Poets of the 
Age, who having had the Education of a Scholar, 

heighten’d 
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heighten’d it with the Beauties of a great Genrus. 
But his Argaments for the Adoderns azainft the 
Ancients worthy the Caufe he defends that is highly 
ridiculoas. For his firtt Argument ts tha the 
Greek Tragedies wers not divided into Atts. But 
Frit he fhoa’d have confider’d, that this Defe& Gf 
it be one) might be the Effet of the ignorance or 
negleé&t of the Tranfcribers, greater Misfortunes 
than that having befal’n Authors of that Antiquity 
in the dark Times of Gothic Ignorance: But I aim 
affraid, that I cannot eafily yield that this Divifion 
into A‘tsis any Perfection, fince it plainly breaks 
off the Continuity of the Action, which is by the 
Chorus kept on without any Paufe. But Arzfotle 
has given us allthe Quantitative Parts of a Play a§ 
the Prologue or Protafis, the Epifode, Exode and Chorus 
which perfeétly diftinguifh’d all] the Bufinefs and 
Order of the whole Plot of the Play ; for which 
the Afoderns have givenus no Rules in Regard of 
what is proper toeach ACT. ’Tis true, chat in 
the Time of Horace the diftin@tion of Atts was te- 
ceiv’d and their Number fettled as inviolable. 


Neu brevior quinto, neu fit produttior Adu. 


But asthis was no Improvement in the Art of 
the Drama, fo had it been fo, ’tis plain, that the 
Moderns cou’d not make any Pretence to the In- 
vention, and by Confequence can give us no man- 
ner of Advantage over the Greek Poets in that 
particular. 

His next Argument is —— That the Tragedies 
of the Greeks was taken from fome Tale drawh 
from Thebes or Troy, or at leaft fomething, that 
happen’d in thofe Ages, which were fo known to 
the Audience, that they cowd not afford any De- 
| light. 
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lipht. Bat let us hear his own Words ——~ And 
the People as. foon as ever they heard the Name of Oedi- 
pus, kvew as well asthe Poet, that he bad kill’d his 
Father by Miftake, and committed Inceff with bis 
Mother before the Plays, that they were mow to hear of 
a great Plague, an Oracle, and the Ghoft of laius, fo 
that they jet with a yawning Expettation tell be waste 
come with his Eyes out, and [peak an hundred er two 
of Verfes im atragic Tone in Complaint of his Misfor- 
tunes, But one Oedipus, Hercules er Medea had been 
tolerable , good People they fcapd not fo cheap, they had 
flillthe Chapon bouille fer before them, till their Ape- 
tites mere cloy'd with the fame Difh, and the Novelty 
being gone the Pleafure vanifh'd So that one 
man End of Dramatic Poetryin ts Definition which 
was to caufe Delight was destroy’ a. 

Ihave traafcrib’d fo many of his own Words 
meerly to fhow the vain and wretched Triumph 
of a Man, who was fofar from gainiag any Ad- 
vantage over the Ancients, that he is ovt in every 
Particular. That moft of the Fables were taken 
from thofe celebrated Stories of the fabulous Age 
of Greece is trae, but that all are fo is far from 
Trath, for the Perfians of -#/chylus was not fo, and 
fome of Agatho’s and other of the Greek Poets 
now loft, were pure Fictions of their own as is 
plain from_Ariftotle’s Art of Poetry and trom Horace’s 
Rule. 





Si quid. inexpertum Scene commiuttis Co audes 
Perfonam formare novam, fervetur ad imam 


Qualis ab rmeepto procefferit & fibs confiet, &c. 


Nay this was focommon a Pradtice, that Aristo- 
tle himfelf draws one of his Rules from it, and 
from which Horace took that juft quoted. Next 

Mr. 
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Mr. Dryden was either ignorant, or forgot that 
tho’ the fame Aion was wrote upon by feveral of 
the Greek Poets, yet the Condu& and Managment 
of it was always different, and the Ingeauity of that 
Variation was extreamly entertaining to fo polite 
a People. Thus Euripides took the Story of Jphi- 
enia in Tauris,and Polyides, and Agatho, and others 
did the fame, yet the Difcovery is made in much 
a different Manner. Euripides makes/phigenia, before 
fhe goes to facrifice Oreffes, write a Letter to her 
Brother Orestes, and give it to Pylades to deliver 
to him, and left he fhould lofe the Letter tells 
him the Contents of it, by which the Difcovery ts 
made, that fhe is Jphigemia, which with the Proof 
of Orestes faves his Life,and they both make their 
Efcape. Polyides made a Play on the fame Sub- 
ject, in which Orestes was brought to the Altar.to 
be facrificd, who when he was going to receive 
the fatal Blow from the Hands of his Sifter Jphige- 
nia cries out, As my Sister was facrific’'d to Diana, fo 
muft Ibe facrific’d tothe fame. This made Iphigenia 
know her Brother and fave him. For indeed the 
various and different Traditions of thofe Stories 
left the Poet at Liberty to take which he pleas’d, 
and that gave a Variety evento the fame Story 5 
as in the Revenge of <Alcmeon for his Father’s 
Death; fome make him kill his Mother knowingly, 
as Sophocles has made Orestes in his Electra, fome not 
knowing her till after he had done the Deed, and 
others prevent the Deed by a Difcovery of her 
being his Mother. And thefe Difcoveries were 
extreamly entertaining to People of that fine 
Tafte, which the Athenians had, as is plain from 
what Plutarch fays when he tells us chat when 
Merope went to kill her Son, there was a murma- 
ring among the Spectators, which fhow’d not only 
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their Attention, but the Intereft they pave them- 
felves in the Misfortune of a Mother, who was 
going to kill her Son, and of a Son who was to 
dye by the Hands of his Mother. 

But methinks that if this had been a real Ob- 
jection he wou’d never have chofe to write upon 
the Story of Anthony after Shakefpear and fome 
others, the various Conduét of the fame Story — 
takes away that Dulnefs which he apprehends 
from hearing the fame fo often. Thisis confirm’d 
by the beginning of Mr. Dryden’s own Preface to 
All for Love —— The Death of Anthony and Cleo- 
patra, fays he, ts a Subjett; which has been treated b 
the greateff Wits of our Nation after Shakefpear ; 
and by all fo varioufly, that their Example has given 
me the Confidence to try my felf in the Bow of Ulyfles 
among the Crowd of Suiters, and with all to take my 
own Meafures in aiming at the Mark. 

But this indeed was wrote fome Time after the 
Eflay on Poetry, and may therefore differ from 
it, as moft of Mr. Dryden’s critical Prefaces do. 
He has given another Inftance in his Oedipus, 
wrote upon not only by the Greeks, Seneca and 
Corneille but by fome of our old Fxglifh Poets, yet 
he has told’us, that they are different Plays tho’ 
on the fame Subject. His indeed differs extream- 
ly from that of Sophecies; and vho’ he cordemns 
Seneca abfolutely, and Corneille almoft as much yet 
he has taken the Defcription of the Plague the 
Ghoft of Laius from Seneca, and an Under-plot 
from Corneille, not that his Under-plot is the fame, 
but as an Under-plot it is the fame Error copy’d 
from a Man he condemn’d and kere I can’t but 
take Notice, that of all he bas faid againft Ocditus 
in the foregoing Quotation, there is not one par- 
ticular to be found in Sophocles. He has no Ghoft 
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of Laius he has ao ftir inia Deferiptioniof a-Plague, 
nor any but. an extream pathetick Complaint. of 
bis Misfartunes. 

But after all this Talk of the, Pleafures. being 
vanifh’d after the Novelty ts: gow is. highly..ridteu- 
lous ; for this. wou’d hold good, again{t ail Plays 
that had. been. feen. above once, and be more: fo. in 
thofe of Corneille, and: his, Evg/ifh. lmitations, which 
depend.on Admiration, or. the Intricacy of. an. In- 
trigue, which after it has-been feea like a. Jugler’s 
Tricks when knowa, have nothing.entertaining ; for 
we then.know. it. all as welk asi the Arhenians. cou’'d 
know. Oedipus, Thyefies, or any other of the Greek 
Stories.; as for. Example the Difcoveryin the Spanifh 
Fryar, Don, Sebaftian, the Accideats of the Five 
Hours Adventures, &c.. yet.Mir., Dryden’ wou'd never 
have yielded, that rhe Argument.againft the Fables 
of the Antients woa’d. hold good. againft the acing 
or feeing any of. his Plays. but once. But. the. Pa/- 
fious.or Manuers of the Antients are.fo admirably 
perform’d. the Harmonyof the. Parts fo-charming 
and perfect, that they, will bear viewing. like an 
admirable Piece. of Painting for ever, aad afford 
a. {trong and. lively Pleafure. It isi not a little 
Keot,, or Difficulty in a vain: Iatrigue;, that. fup- 
ports a. Play or gives that Pleafure; whichis deriv’d 
trom Tragedy; but it-is the good. and» judicious 
Contrivance and.Condudt of the whole. im Incidents 
productive of Terror and Compaflion; and by the 
artful Working up of the Paflions,,. and: Expreffi- 
onof the Manners, Sentiments and: the like;,which 
muft. delight the fenfible: Soul whenever. they are 
feen. 

Befides his Defcription of the Ofcitation,. and 
Janguid. beholding of the Atbexian Plays’ without 
Pieafure is directly contrary to the very iecse 
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of Pact, as is plain from. the Inftance of Azerope I 
gave out of Plutarch ahd, from the -Athenzaus, Prar 
Gice, who, fate whole Days. to.fee thefe, Perfor- 
mances. 

In the-next Place he brings Txagicamedies as a 
Proof: of the. Preference. of the: Adoderns, to. the 
Ancients, tho’ as, weakly, and to as little; Purpofe, 
to- his Caufe, as any, thing he had before urg’d. 
But let us fee his, own Words I muft. there- 
fore have fironger. Arguments eer L ann convine a, that: 
Compaflion and Muth + the fame Subject. deftray 
each: other, and in the, mean time. cannot but: conclude. 
to the Honour of our Nation,, thab me have invented, 
ingreasd and, perfected. amore pleafant.Way of: Writing 
than. everwas known to the Antients, or. Moderns. of. 
any, Nation, which is. Tragicomedy- 

There is.fcarce a Word of this. Quotatiation 
which. is: true either in Fac on Creticifms.. For. firlt 
we did, not invent. Tragecomedy, as. is: plain from 
the Prologue of Plautus to his Amphitryo. 





Eaciam ut commiffa fit, Tragicocomedia 

Nam me.perpetuo facere ut fit Comedia 

Reses quo, vensant, & Di-non. par arbitror. 

Quid igstur ? quoniam hic fervus Partes quoq, habet 
Faciam proinde ut dtxt, Tragicocomadiam. 


Nay. this: unnatural Mixture was even before 
Tragedy. was. in Perfe@tion ;,thatis in the Infancy 
of, the. Stage in both Atheys and Rome, tll re 
jeQted, and the Stage reformed from.it by the 
greateft. Wits and Poets of thefe Cities, as a Mix- 
ture. wholly. monftruous and unnatural. Nam Dica- 
citatem & Bacetias, per fe Tragedia nom haber, 
quippe cui-fit Rifas Inimicus (ub ait Demetrius Phale- 
rlus) & 12 qua nil neft miferabile & terrificum saab 

atur. 
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datur. For Wit and Railery belongs noe properly t° 
Tragedy, to which Laughter ss an Enemy (as Deme~ 
erius Phalerius ob/erves) in which nothing is fhown but 
what is pitiful and terrible. | 

Thus what the Rowans and Greeks rejected from 
the firft igtorant Performances of the firft Effays 
of the Stage; Mr. Dryden has made the higheft 
Perfeftion we have over them, and fo it is indeed, 
for we differ from them in nothing but in retain- 
ing thofe Faults which the Ignorance of our firft 
Writers brought in, which they threw afide from 
their ruder Sketches, that they might indeed are 
rive at a real Perfection. 

But Mr. Dryden goes on———=He tells us (fays he) 
that we cannot fo [peedily recollect our felves after a 
Scene of great Paffion, and Concernment, as to pals ta- 
another of Mirth and Humour, and enjoy it with any 
Relifh. But why fhould he imagine the Soul of Man 
more heavy, than his Senfes ? Does not the Eye pals from 
an unpleajant Objett to a pleafant one, in much fhorter 
Time, than is requir’d to this? And does not the Une 
pleafantne/s of the first commend the Beauty of the lat- 
rer? The old Rule of Logic might have convine’d him, 
shat Contraries plac’d near fet off each other, &c. 

f wonder he would lay the Objection fo ftrong 
and yet anfwer it fo weakly. For the Soul can 
no more pafs in a Moment from the Tumult of 
a ftrong Paffion ia which it is throughly engag’d, 
than the Sea can pafs from the moft turbulent 
and furious Storm, into a perfect Calmin a Mo- 
ment. There mutt be time for the terribleEmotion 
to fubfide by Degrees into a Calm; and there 
muft be a gradual Paflage from the extream of 
Grief, Pity or the like to its oppofite AGirth, Hu- 
mour, or Laughter. The Simile therefore, which he 
Jays down as a Proof is fo far from an ies 

0 





a 








REMARKS on the Plays of Shakefpear. 433 


of what he contends for, that it isin no Manner 
a Parallel, nor even will it hold in it felf as here 
urg’d. There is no Agreement betwixt the Paf= 
fage of the Eye from one Obje& to another of 
different, nay contrary Kinds, and a Soul work’d 
up to the Height of Grief, Pity, Indignation, Love, &c. 
ftarting from thefe ina Moment to calm Enjoy- 
ment of A4irth and Laughter ; nor is this any Ar= 
gument of the Heavinefs of the Soul, for ’tis im- 
poflible to quit that in a Moment in which it was 
engag’d by Steps or Degrees. Here we have 
nothing to do with Heavinefs or Lightnefs 
but in a Metaphorical Senfe, meaning Dulne/s 
or Vivacity, but fuch a fwift Paflagve of the Soul 
from oppofite to oppofite, is a Proof of a Dulnefs 
of Spirit, which cou’d not be engag’d throughly 
in any Paffion. But the Inftance of the Eye it felf 
is not rightly fuppos’d ; for if the Bye be fixt with 
Pleafure on a grave and ferious Obje@, fuppofe 
the taking our Saviour from the Crofs by Yordan 
Of Antwerp, the Eye thus attach’d will neither foon 
nor eafily remove it felf to look on a Droll-piece 
of Hemskirk, &c. But granting, that it remove with 
Rafe and Swiftnefs from an Obje@ that is un- 
pleafant to one that is delightful : Will it 
return with the fame Facility from the pleafant 
to the unpleafant, as in Tragicomedy, where the 
Soul is to ftarc from Tears to Laughter, and 
from Laughter to Tears, five times in one Play ;fuch 
a Soul muft be like fome Childrens and Womens 
who can weep and laughin a Breath. But.as Mr. 
Dryden in this Inftance did not confider the Na- 


ture of the Soul, fo did he not that of the Eye, 


for Objects are pleafing or difpleafing to that only 
as they pleafe or difpleafe the Mind, fo that he 


leaves the Controverfy undecided, or rather he per-= 
Be feétly 
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feAly yields the Point by bringing nothing againft it 
of the leaft Force and Validity. If by this In- 
{tance he mean only the mere mechanic Motion 
of the Eye without any Concern in the Obje@ it 
has as little to do with the Soul engag’d, for ‘then 
the Simile fhou’d be the Soul difengag’d in any 
Particular, and the meer fwiftnefs of the Tranfi- 
tion of the Mind from one Thought to another. 
Thus take him which way you will his Inftance 
has nothing to do with the Matter in Hand, but 
has left the Abfurdity where he found it in Tragi 
Comedy. 1 confefs moft of our Tragi-comedies are 
fuch as engage the Paflions fo very dittle, that the — 
Tranfition from the Serious to the comical Part 
may be quick and eafie; but then the Argument 
has nothing to do here for that which was to be 
prov’d was the fwift Tranfition from Grief to 
Mirth or the like. 

‘But (fays Mr. Dryden) a Scene of Mirth mix’d 
with Tragedy has the [ame Effet upon us, which our 
Mufick has between the Atks ; and that me find a Relief 
to us from the beft Plot and Language.of the Stage af 
the Difcourfes have been long. 

By this he wou’d make the Comic Partof no 
more Relation tothe Play, than the Mufic, which 
betwixt the A@s that has none at all. But the 
Parallel here is as defective as in the former: For 
the Mufic employing only Sounds, may by them 
contribute gradually to the calming the Soul, re- 
ftoring that Tranquility which the ruffling of a 
great Paflion had rais’d, here is nothing to re- 
quire the Attention of the Mind or Reafon ; here 
iS no flart from one Extreamity to the other, 
which confounds and not relieves the agitated 
soul. But according to this Notion of his they 
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might compendioufly a& a Tragedy and a Comedy 
together, firft a Scene of Tragedy, and then a Scene 
of Comedy; but fure Mr. Dryden nor any of his 
Opinion wou’d never think this a Perfeftion, and 
fuch a PerfeGion found out, and improv’d by us, 
as the Antients, nor any other Nation of the Mo- 
derns ever knew? And yet moft if notall of our 
Modern Tragi-comedies are even as if a Tragedy 
and Comedy was aéted together; the Comic Part 
of them having no more to do with or Relation 
to the Trazic, than if it were another Play; as 
in the Spanifh Fryar, the Comedy of which has with 
Succefs been a¢ted by it felf without any Gap ia 
the Reprefentation ; which is a Proof thdt it is 


“no Part of the Tragedy fince itis not maim’d by 


enough tells his Patron in the Beginning of his 
Dedication ———— Accordingly I us'd the beft of my 
Endeavour, in the management of tio Plots fo very 
different from each other, that it was not perbaps the 
Talent of every Writer to have made them of 4 Piece— 
Since he himfelf has not done it in any one Par- 
ticular; unfefs ic be ‘by making two or three of 
the under Parts of the ferious Part, the chief Per- 
fons in the Comic, which yet does not connect 
them fo but that end may be acted feperately, 
and make a different Comedy and Tragedy ; 
which needs no great Talent to perform fince no 
Poet cou’d dolefs in his worft Performance. Had 
he indeed, united them fo, that the Fryar, Loren- 
20, Gomez, Elvira, &c. had contributed to the 
carrying on the Plot, or Defign of the Ovneem, 
Torrifmond, &c. or the Difeovery of the Birth of 
Torrifmond, or the Lite of old Savcho, there had 
been fome Ground to fay they were of a Piece; 
bet whilft they carry on two feveral nay different 

Be 2 Defigns, 
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Defigns, they are two diftiné& Plays tho’ lamely 
cack’d together, acted together and Printed toge- 
ther, as one Play. 

The Authors Suppofition of fo quick a Tran- 
{ition from Grief, Anger, @c. to Mirth or Laugh- 
ter wou’d go a great way, to convince a fenfible 
Man, that he feldom, or never had himfelf. expe- 
rimentally felt thofe Emotions of Soul, which a true 
Paffion excites, and therefore knew not how it is 
fixt to a Paflion, it is engag’d in, by a well written 
Scene. But in this he was always equal to himfelf. 
He was once talking of tranflating Homer, and 
1 recommended Euripides to his Pen, but he re- 
ply’d that he did not like the Poet, which was a 
Proof that he had but little. Tafte of Nature, or 
that he was affraid to do that Poet Juftice in the 
-Englifb Language, left his charming Draughts of 
Nature fhou’d refine our Tafte, and make us con- 
temn the tinfel Trifles of our modern Writers 
of Tragedy. But | amrather apt to think it was 
his want of a true Relifh of Nature having been 
early mifled by a great Converfation with the 
French Romances, which are juft Oppofites to Na- 
ture ;becaufe he told a Gentleman being by oneDay 
at the Coffee-houfe who had met with Succefs in 
fome of his Plays, that he wou’d make much 
fuch another Poet, as Otmay, the Gentleman juflly 
reply’d, that he. defir’d to be no greater. 

I fhou’d not have taken fo much Pains with this 
Eflay of Mr. Dryden, had it not been Printed in 
his Works without any Mark of the Alteration 
of his Opinion; becaufe the ignorant Reader, that 
depends on his Judgment in Print will be mifled by 
his Authority, and the Specioufnefs of his Reafons. 
And this I hope will be my Excufe for oppofing a 
Man, who muit by all be acknowledg’d to have 
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much improv’d our Verfification and to have dif- 
cover’d a Genius in his other Writings, which juft- 
ly claims our Admiration. But that very thing 
is what muft juftify my Undertaking, fince the 
very Authority which his Merits give him. will 
be the more prejudicial in eftablifhing his Er- 
rors. 

Before I quit this Point I muft take No ice that 
the Author of Shake/pear’s Life is of Opinion, that 
Tragicomedy will take more, than Tragedies, but he 
having given no Inftances to prove this Opinion, 
I muft only take it for a Suppofition, which has 
more probability of Falfhood, than Truth. For 
we have not for fome Years paft had any of that 
kind on the Stage, which have pleas’d ;. The Fatal 
Marriage and Oroonoko are the laft, that I can re- 
member; and I am apt to believe, that more were 
pleas’d with the Tragic Part of both thofe Plays, 
than with the Comic. Thus the Scene of the 
Hiftorical Dialogues of Shakefpear pleafe by a 
fort of Prefcription, yet let any Man in our Days 
bring any fuch thing upon the Stage, he woud 
foon be convine’d of his Error by a juft Con- 
demnation. 

I hope by this Time I have made it plain, that 
the Moderns have not got any Advantage above 
the Antients in the Drama by what Mr. Dryden 
has urg’d in their behalf in the Particulars above 
mention’d, but there ftill remains another Objecti- 
on, tho’ much more modeftly ure’d in his Preface 
to All for Love, in which Play he at laft confefles, 
that the Antients ought to be our Mafters, and 
allows what Horace fays to be juft. 
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-Vos Exemplaria Graca 
Notturna vefate Manu, verfatu Diuran. 





But then —— Yet tho’ their Models are regular, 

they are too little for Englifh Tragedy, vhich ree 
guires to be built on a larger Compa/s Tho’ | couwd 
anfwer him from himfelf in his Preface toQedipus, 
after he has faid more in this Point, or rather ex- 
plain’d what he fayshere ; yet I fhall exanine the 
Weight of what he urges. But firft let us tear him 
in the fore-quoted Preface to Oedipus. * Sophocles 
* is indeed admirable every where, and therefore 
we have follow’d him as clofe as ever ve coud. 
But the Athenian Theatre (whether more perfect, 
than ours is not now difputed) had a PerfeGion 
differing from ougs. You fee there in every A@ 
a fingle Scene (or two at the moft) which ma- 
nages the Bufinefs of the Play, and ater that 
fucceeds the Chorus, which commonly :akes up 
more Time in finging, than there has been em- 
ploy’d in fpeaking. The principal Pe-fon ap- 
pears almoft conftahtly through the Ply ; but 
the inferiour Parts feldom above onct in the 
whole Tragedy. The Condutt of our Stag: is much 
more dificult, where we are oblig’d never to lofe 
any confiderable Character which we hive once 
prefented. — 
Anda little after———‘ Perhaps after a], if we 
cou’d think fo, the ancient Method, as it is 
eafieft is alfo the moft natural, and the deft; for 
Variety a$ “tis manag’d, is too often fabject to 
breed Diftraction ; and while we wou’d pleafe too 
many Ways, for want of Art in the Conduct we 
pleafein none. | 
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I confefs 1 was not a little puzled on the firft 
Quotatior till I met with the fecond which was 
as a Comment on the former. Nay | am yet 
to feek what he means by a Model; he fhon’d 
have defir'd his Term fince tis plain that he 
means fomething different from what we under- 
ftand by the Formation of the Defien, the Confit 
tution of the Subje@. The Reader will find that 
in thofe Rules, which | have from -Aris#otle, laid 
down for the Writing and judging of a Tragedy 
there is ro.one Rule about the Seldom or often 
bringing in of the Characters, but that natural- 
ly follows the Conftitution of the Subject, for 
it is certiin in Reafon and Nature, that none 
ought to be brought in but fuch as are necefla- 
ry to the Defign, and only as they are neceflary ; 
to do otierwife is contrary to good Conduct, 
and to Perfection; and if in many of chofe Plays: 
of the Aicients which remain, what Mr. Dryden 
has obferr’d be true, it is mo Rule to him if he 
forms his Story according to Art, and yet have 
his under Charaéters more frequently on the 
Stage. That each Aé& of the Ancients confifts of a- 
bout one or two Scenes is a certain Perfeftion, but 
in the Laifon of Scenes as the French cal] it, 
and in their Shortne/s, which I believe Mr. Dryden 
meant by their Atodel being too little for our Stage 5 
for tho{é numerous Scenes brought ia by our 
Poets do not only ftretch the Play to an Bir 
reafonabl: Length but generally breeds a Confufi- 
on, and 1ave no Connection to one another, 
So that this fhows Mr- Dryden's Error in mae 
king a Diftin@ion betwixt the Perfeétion of the 
Athenian Stage and that of London, in the iame 
numerical fort of Poem, in which there can be 
but one Perfeétion,. ands either Athens or Lov- 
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don, muft be in the Wrong, but I have already 
prov’d Arhens in the Right, fo that what Mr. 
Dryden urges for a different Perfection on oar 
Stage, only proves a Defe& and ought therefore 
to be rejected, as he indeed in the End feems 
to confefs, but lays his adhering to the Error 
on the Tyranny of Cuftom, which Men of his 
Authority, may and ought to break and re- 


form. 


Brevity is very good 
Both where we are and are not understood 


And that Shortnefs which he Objects to the z- 
cients is what we often with for in our modern 
Authors, when they tire us with their tediousScenes 
for four Hours together, without ever engaging 
our Souls at all. And the Chorus was a more na- 
tural Relief, than comic Interludes, or the Maufic 
betwixt the A&s. That our Stage does not re- 
quire alarger Compafs to build on is plain from 
the Orphan of Otway, which {till pleafes and ever 
will, and yet for the moft Part according to the 
Model of the -Azcients, and without any under 
Plot ; the Epifodes of it being entirely Parts of 
the Defign, and not to be left out without maim- 
ing the whole. Whence it is plain that it is not 
the Faalt of the Audience, bat the Impotence or 
Ignorance of the Poet, who is not able ( tho 
he calls this Way the moft eafie (to travel in fo 
{mooth and pleafant a Way. 

But this Controverfy betwixt the Ancients and 
the Moderns is fo copious and large to be through- 
ly difcafs’d in this Point, ic has engag’d Bosleau 
and Mr.Perault.in France, and Mr. Wotton, and Sir 
William Temple in our Own Country; butl think 
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a middle Courfe ought to be fteer’d, there are 
things in which they have evidently excell’d us, 
and to imitate which is counted now the higheft 
Perfection ; as in Statuary, and the beft Painters 
have made it their Study to imitate the Antique. 
The fame muft be faid in Oratory and Poetry efpeci- 
all in the Tragic Poem, in which we have by no 
Means yet been abletorivalthem. We have had 
fome Poets who have happily defcrib’d fome things 
finely, and given us many pretty and fine Refle- 
étions and Topics, but there is no Order, no Deco- 
rum, no Harmony of Defign, nay no Relation of 
the Parts to each other but as Horace fays 


Inceptis gravibus plerumg;, @ magna profeffis 
Purpureus late qui [plendeat unus & alter 
Affuitur Pannus. Primum Lucus & Ara Diane 


| Et properantis Aqua per amanos Ambitus agros 


Aut Flumen Rhenum, aut pluvius defcribitur Arcus. 


They can patch a lame Plot with fome fine 
Lines fome pretty Stiles; can make a fine De- 
{cription of a Battle, of a Grove, or the like, but 
all thefe thruft into their wrong Places, where they 
have not the leaft todo, Andthefe are the Men 
who exclaim againft the Rules, and by a fenfelefs 
Noife fet up for Patrons of Confufion, and Enemies 
to Harmony and Order, as if any one fhould prefer 
the rambling Prelude of a Performer (who by the. 
Way feldom knows any thing of the Compofition) 
to the fine Sovata’s of Corelli or the admirable Com- 
pofition and Harmony cf Parts in a Piece of 
Henry Purcel. One. is only a Proof of the Volubility 
of the Performers Fingers, the other the Power of 
Mufic, that moves the Soul which way it 
pleafes. eal 

But 
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But there may be fome tolerable Reafon piven 
why thefe Poets, that have even thofe Skantlings 
of Poetry, fhoud furprife the Town into anAdmira- 
tion of their Performances, as our Shake/pear, and 
Mr. Dryden in his Plays; bat the Succefs of fome 
fince them is wholly unaccountable, who are fully 
as faulty in their Plots or Deftgns, and yet have 
{earce one Line in a Play that difcovers any Re- 
flection. 

Among thefe are our Lady Poets, who like Fano 
inthe Production of Vulcaz are always delivered 
of Cripples. I beg the Ladies Pardon I do notex- 
clude them front all Manner of Poetry; they have 
in all Ages fccceeded in the leffer Poefie, but no 
Woman of any other Nation, that I know of ex- 
cept England, ever pretended to meddle with the 
Drama. Magaloftrate the Miftrefs of Alcman the 
Lyric Poet. Sappho one of whofe Poems is ftill ex- 
tant, and whofe Writings were admired by Longi- 
nus himfelf, fhe wrote Elegies, Epigrams, Monodes 
and Jambics; and her Friend Eriana, and her con-. 
temporary Demophila. Theano the Wife of Pytha- 
goras. Cleobalina who wrote Enigma’s. Corinna who 
was Miftrefs of fo much Excellence, and fo good a 
Lyric Poet, that fhe was calPd the Lyric Mufe, and 
had five times the Victory over the famous Pindar 
of Thebes. Telefilla, Praxilla, Afpafia,a fecond Erinna, 
Myro, Eudofia the Wife of Theodofius the younger; 
Damocharis, Heftica of Alexandria, Moeio, Noffis 
a Lyric Poetefs, fome of whofe Poems are yet ex- 
tant; Philenis. All thefe we have had from Greece, 
and not one of them attempted the Drama. Now 
for the Larins who are but very few. Corinficia whofe 
Epigrams are {till extant 5 Sexpronia, Theophila, the 
Wite of Canius the Poet. Proba, Rofwid a Nun, who 


writing in Latin Verfe is put among the Latin 


Poets 
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Poets. But in England we have had almoft -as 
many Ladies in the Soch and Buskin as Men. 
But to thefe | wou’d addrefs what Plato has 
made Sophocles and Euripides fay to a young 
Poet, who thus fpeaks to them. J can make 
Verfes tolerably well, and I know how in my De- 
feriptions to extend a mean Subjett, and contratt 
a great one 5 I know how to excite Tetror and 
Compafiion, azd to miake pateful Things appear 
dreadful and menacing. I will, therefore, go and 
write Yragedies. Sophocles and Euripides anfwer 
hsm thus. Do not go fo faft, Tragedy ws not what 
you take it to be "tis a Body compos’d. of many dif- 
ferent and well fuited Parts; of which you will make 
&@ Monfler, unle/s you know how to adjuft them. You 
may know what is to be learn'd before the Study of 
the Art of Tragedy, out you don't yet know that 
Art. 
- But this ought to be addrefs’d to the Male 
Writers.as well as the Female, for it has been the 
il] Writing of the former, which gave them the 
Affurance to attempt, a Thing, in which they cou'd 
fee no Difficulty, while they faw nothing but the 
wild Compofitions of the Times. 

But this is a Subject which I have a Defign to 
touch more clofely when I fhall examine all the 
taking Plays of the later Years, and deliver a Cri- 


tick upon them in fuch a Manner, that the Ladies 


themfelves may judge of the Ridiculoufnefs of 
thofe things, which we now call Tragedies. For 
the Fate of that Point of the Drama depending 
much on the Boxes, the Labour will not be difa- 
greeable to give them fuch Demonftrations as may 
without Difhcalty inform their Underftandings and 
Judgments. — | | : 


Tho’ 
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Tho’ this gradual way of reforming the Stage 
may be fomething tedious, yet fince there is no 
other Way to obtain that Happinefs, but the Go- 
vernments having an immediate Infpection of it, 
or by deputing as many Judges of the Drama as 
were in Athens, where each of the Ten Tribes 
chofe a Judge, who acted upon Oath; but that 
can never be done while private Intereft has the 
Direction of a publick Diverfion ; for that has no 
Regard to any thing but it felf. 

I fhall here take my Leave of the Plays of Shake- 
{pear , and thall proceed to the Confideration of his 
Poems, which are publifh’d in this Edition, and 
are more perfect in their kind,than his Plays, as will 
appear by making a Judgment of them by thofe 
Rules which I fhall lay down as the Guides to 
Perfection in them. 


The End of the Remarks on the Plays of Shakefpear: | 
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ON 
The Poems of Shakefpear. 


¥ Come now to Shake{pear’s Poems the Publication 

of which inone Volume, and of a Piece with 
the reft of the Works, gave Occafion to my Pe- 
rufal of his other Writings, with fo much At- 
tention, that 1 cou’d not eafily be impos’d on 
by any fpurious Copy of that Poet. ’Tis true 
there may perhaps be a Aiichael Angelo found, who 
may copy the Antique fo admirably, as to puzzle 
the greateft Mafters, but then, the very Copy 
muft have the Beauty, and Merit of an O- 
riginal. Thus | am confident, that tho’ the 
Poems this Volume contains are extreamly di- 
{tinguifh’d in their Excellence, and Value, yet 
there is not one of them, that does not carry 
its Author’s Mark, and Stamp upon it. Not 
only the fame Manner of Thinking, the fame 
Turn of Thought, but even the fame Mode of 
Drefs and Expreflion, the Decompounds, his 
peculiar fort of Epithets, which diftinguithes his 
from the Verfes of all his Contempories or Suc- 
ceflors, as in the Poems 





From off a Hill, whofe concave Womb reworded 
A plaintful Story from a Siftring Vale, &c. 


Ani 
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And in his Plays this very Epithet we find 
particularly, p- 2807. That even her Art Sifters the 
natural Rofes. But to compare all the Poems in 
this manner woud be an endlefs Work, and 
make almoft as miny Volumes as his Plays , and 
it woud be perfectly unneceflary fince whoever 
knows any thing of Shake/pear will find his Ge- 
nius in every Epigram of thefe Poems In every 
particular 1 baye mention’d, and the frequent 
Catachrefes, his Stirts afide in Allegories, and in 
fhort his Verfificttion, which is very unequal; 
fometimes flowing fmoothly but gravely like the 
Thames, at other times down right Profe. He 
never touches on an Image in any of them, but he 
proves the Poem genuine. 

But fome, perhaps, who are for undervaluing 
what they have nc Share in may fay, that grant- 
ing them to be Sheke/pears, yet they are not valu- 
able enough to br reprinted, as was plaia by the 
firftt Editors of his Works who wou’d otherwife 
have join’d them altogether. 

To this | anfwer-——That the Affertion is falfe, 
or were it not it i) more, than the ObjeGtor knows 
by his own Judgment, and Underftanding, but to 
prove it falfe we seed only confider, that they are 
mach lef$ imperfe@ in their Kind, than ev’n the 
beft of his Plays,as will appear from the Rules 
I fhall lay down immediately , in the next Place 
the firft Editors vere Players, who had nothing 
to do with any thing but the Dramatic ‘Part, 
which yet they pablifh’d full of grofs Miftakes, 
moft of which remain to this Day 5 nor were they 
by any means Judges of the Goodnefs or Bad-~ 
nefs of, the Beauties or Defetts of either Plays or 
Poems. 


There 
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There is next an Objeftion, that if thefe Po- 
ems had been Genuine, they bad been publifh’d 
in the Life time of the Author and by himfelf, 
but coming out almoft fhirty Years after his Death 
there is great Reafon to fufpec that they are not 
Genuine. 

To this 1 anfwer, that if nothing was to be 
thought his but what was publifh’d ia his Life 
time, much the greater Number of his Plays 
woud be as lyable to this Objection as his - 
Poems. Next here is indeed, no weight in 
the Objection, is there any thing more com- 
mon, than the Publication of Works of great 
Men after their Death. It is more than thirty 
Year fince the Deaths of the ingenious Butler, 
yet it is certain that Mr. LZ lof the Temple 
has a Manufcript of his in his Hands perhaps 
more valuable, than bis Afvdibra/s, and im the 
fame Kind, becaufe the Subect: won’d afford 
greater Matter tor fo fine a Genius to work on, 
and if this Gentleman fhon’d de prevail’d upon 
to do the Dead Author the Juftice to publifh 
this to the World, coud this Objection rob his 
Memory of the Work and make it fpurious? 
No, no, there is a Likenefs in one Man’s Chil- 
dren generally, which extends not ‘beyond the 
Family, and in the Children of the Brain it is 
always fo, when they are begot by a Gentus 
indeed. Befides thefe Poems being moft to his Mi- 
ftrefs it is not at al unlikely, that fhe kept them 
by her till they fell intoher Hxecutors Hands or 
fome Friend, who would not Jet them be any 
longer conceal’d. But afterallthere-were more in 
Proportion of thefe Poems of this Volume, prin- 
ted in his Lifetime, than of his Plays, as is plain 

Prom 
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from his Venus and Adonis, his Tarquin and Lucrece, 
and feveral Epicrams and Sonnets. | 

There is a Poem in this Book call’d the Pafionate 
Shepherd, which gives usa ftrong Proof of its being 
Shakefpear’s for Sir Hugh the Welch Levite, in the 
Merry Wives of Windfor, to appeafe his Choler or 
his Fears as he is waiting to fight Dr. Cass, re- 
peats often fome of the Lines as 


By {hallow Rivers by whofe Falls 
Melodious Birds fing Madrigals, 
There will I make thee Beds of Rofes 
With athoufand fragrant Pofies. 


This at leaft proves it a known and celebrated 
Song when Shake/pear wrote that Play, which was 
Years before his Death. 

There is yet another Proof, p. 251 of the Poems 
for there is the Song which begins the fourth A& 
of Meafure for Meafure at length, whereas there is 
but one Stanza of it inthe Play, which is 


Take oh! Thofe Lips away 
That fo fweetly were forfworn, &c. 


The Stanza omitted in the Play is 


Hide Oh! hide thofe Hills of Snow, 
Which thy frozen Bofom bears 

On whofe Tops the Pinks, that grow 
Are of thofe that April wears 

But my poor Heart first fet free 
Bound in thofe Icy Charms by thee. 


The Reafon why this Stanza was left out in that 
Place of Meafure for Meafure, where the firft is, is 
| this 
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this it is plain that the fecond makes the 
Song to be from a Man toa Woman { wheres 
in the Play it is from a Woman to a Man. From 
Mariana to Angelo. For to have brought in the 
Fills of Snow which his frozen Bofom bears, had 
here been highly ridiculous. 

‘This leads me to a Book lately publifh’d con- 
taining only fome few of his Poems confufedly 
put together; for what is there call’d The Paffio- 
nate Pilgrim is no more than a medly of Shake- 
fpear’s thrown into a Heap without any Diftin- 
ction, tho’ they are on feveral and different Sub- 
jects as for Example. The firft Stanza, in thefe 
Poems, is call’d The falfe Relief. The next Stanza 
is call’d The Temptation and on quite another Sub- 
ject tho’ incorporated into one under that gene- 
ral Title of the Paffionate Pilgrim. The next Stan- 
amis call’d Faft and Loofe and ftill of another 
Subject; the next Stanza tho’ joia’d asthe Reft 
as Part of the fame Poem is on a Subje& vaftly 
different from that of the former Stanza and is 
call’d the Sweet Provocation, the fame holds good 
of the next which is calP’'d The Conftant Vow. 

I might go on with the Reft, which confounds 
the Reader, and very much injures the Poet, by 
palming on his Memory fuch abfurd Incoheren- 
ces, as none but fuch a wife Editor cou’d ever 
have {tumbled on. | dig Mee 

Again the Poems are not only inthat Book 
thus ridiculoufly blended together in One prepo- 
fterous Mixture, bat fome of them ate lame 
and imperfeét,to inftance inoné,which is hére-call’d 
The Paffionate Shepherd ; the Anfwer to that in the 
Book we mention is not above fix or feven Lines ; 
and here it is as long and as beautiful as the 
Shepherds Addrefs, nay in en much penne 
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Tho’ Love and its Effects are often happily e- 
nough touch’d in many of thefe Poems, yet! muft 
confets that it is but too, vifible, that Petrarch 
had a little infeed his way of thinking on that 
Sabje&, yet who ever can admire Mr Comley’s . 
Miftrefs, has a thonfand Times more Caufe of 
Admiration af dur Shake/pear in his Love Verfes, 
hecaufe he has fometimes fuch touches of Nature 
4s will make Amends for thofe Points, thofe Ep:- 
grammatic Acumina, which are not or .ever can be 
the Produ@ of a Soal truly touch’d with the Paffion 
of Love. : 

The Poem of Venus and Adonis has been much 
admir’d fince ithas of late come to be known to 
the Curious, and there are a great many very 
beautiful Images and Lines init. Bion one of the 
Minor Greek Poets has wrote on the fame SubjeQ 
with this Difference, the Britijh Bard has taken 
more of the Story in, that is he has given uS a 
Draught of the laft Scenes of the amorous Hflays 
of the Paffion of /’enus on the Youth, as well as 
of his Death and her Lamentations upon it; 
whereas the Edylivm of Biow laments his Death. 
However this furnifhes us with an Opportunity 
of making a better Comparifon betwixt our Poet 
and the Ancients, than that which Mr. Hales of 
Eaton, my Lotd Falkland and the reft took in Op- 
pofition to Ben. Fobnfon. 1 the more willingly do this 
becaufe the right honourable the Earl of Winchel/ea 
has tranflated this very Piece with a great deal of 
MACH which | fhall here give you asl find it in 

rint. 


/ 


The 


a 








REMARKS on the Poems of Shakefpear. 451 


The firtt Fdyllium of Bion. 


On the Death of Apownrts. 


Tranflated by the Right Honorable the Earl 
of WINCHELSEA. 


Ourn all ye Loves, the fair Adonis dies ! 
The lovely Youth in Death’s Embraces lies / 

Rife wretched Venus, and to Mourning turn 
The Tyriax Robes, thy beauteous Limbs adorn ? 
Thy panting Bofom beat in wild Defpair, 
And pierce with thy Complaints the yielding Air. 

Mourn all ye Loves ! the fair Adonis dies ! 

The lovely Youth in Death’s Embraces lies ! 


Ah! how his Breaft feems lovely to the Sight / 
The Tusk, that wounded him is not fo white: 
The fparkling Luftre now forfakes his Eyes, 
And from his Lips the rich Cornation flies ; 
The charming Youth lies breathlefs oa the Plain, 
And Cytherea’s Kiffes are in vain: 

Mourn all ye Loves! the fair Adonis dies, 

The lovely Youth in Death’s Embraces lies* 


Tho’ wide the Wound upon his Thigh appears, 
The tender Goddefs Breaft a larger bears. 
Clofe by his Side his faithful Dogs attend, 
And howling o'er the Corps, the Skies they rend. 
The Mountain Nymphs their fad Diftraction fhow, 
But Venus Griefs no Limits will allow. 
Barefooted to the Defart fhe repairs, 
With Looks diforder’d, and neglected Hair, ¢ 
And her foft Flefh the cruel Brambles tear 

: Ff 2 Moura 
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Mourn all ye Loves 1 the fair Adonis die! 
The lovely Youth in Deaths Embraces ies ! 


The Rocks and Floods lament his haplefs Fate, 

Adonis, Kill Adonis they repeat. | 

The Flowrs a univerfal Sorrow fhew, 

And weep his Fall in pearly Drops of Dw. 

But Venus o’er the pathlefs Mountain files 

And Hills and Vallies eccho to her Cries. 
Mourn all ye Loves! the fair Adowis dies! 


The lovely Youth in Death’s Embraces lies! _ 


Who can the Cyprian Queens fad Story know 
Without lamenting her difaftrous Woe ? 
With Arms out-ftretch’d the grafps the fleeing Air, 
And cries Adonss ftay! ftay lovely Fair! 
At length Pve found thee / fly not my Embrace, 
My glowing kifs fhall warm thy bloodlefs Face. 
With eager Lips Pildraw thy parting Brath, 
Receive thy Soul, and fuck thy Love in Dath. 
This farewel Kifs I never will refign, 
And tho’ you leave me, that fhall ftill be mine. 
Far off you fly ddons and muft go 
To vifit the remorflefs King below. 
But asa Goddefs far more wretched I 
Immortally am curs’d, and cannot die. 

Mourn all ye Loves! the fair Adonis dius / 

The Lovely Youth in Death’s Embraces lies ! 


The Queen of Love aflumes a widow’d State 
And round her, little Loves unactive wait! 
She blames thee too rafh Youth ! alone to dare 
Encounter Savage Beafts himfelf fo fair- 
Mourn all ye Loves ! the fair Adonis diet! 
The lovely Youth in Death’s Embraceshies! 


As. 
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As many Tears fair Venus Eyes fupply 

As Drojs of Blood fell from Adonis Thigh; 

from which fucceflively. were feen to rife 

From B.ood the Rofe, from Tears Anemoniese 
Mourn all ye Loves ! the fair Adonis dies ! 
The lovely Youth in Death’s Embraces lies ! 


Fair Cytherea from the Woods retire ; 
No longer there lament your loft Defire. 
The Nuptial Bed for your cold Love prepare, 
Who looks (as fleeping) charming ftill and fais. 
On golden Bolfters raife his heavy Head, 
So Jet him lie tho’ pale his Looks, and dead / 
In-his rich Garments lay him gently down, 
The fame, thatus’d thy happy Nights tocrown. 
LetFlow’rs and Garlands o’er the Corps be fpread 5 
But they, fince he’s no more, will quickly fade- 
With frigrant Effences perfume the Air, 
Since heis gone, who was all fweet and fair, 
Now decktin Purple foft Adomss lies ; 
The little Loves attend with weeping Eyes. 
And ftrve by different Ways their Grief to fhow, 
This tramples on his Dart, thatrbreaks his Bow ; 
A thirdi’th’ Air his ufelefs Quiver throws ; 
A fourth th’ embroider’d Slipper wou’d unloofe: 
In golden Cups another Water bears, 
One wafhes off the Blood, his Thigh befmears, 
Another: beats offictoufly the Air, 
And with foft Pinnions fans the breathlefs Fair: 
All Aynens Torches on the Threfhold lie 
Extinguifh’d, and the marry’d Garland by. 
Hymen’s no longer fung but all around 
Adonis js become the mournful Sound. 
The pitying Graces in the Confort move, 
And meurn th’ unhappy Cytherea’s Love- 
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Her boundlefs Grief the fatal Sifters fhare, 
Endeavour to recal the .beauteous Fair, 

But cruel Proferpine is deaf to Prayer. 


I need not tranfcribe that of Shake/pear fince by 


turning top 41 you may find it. The particular 
Complaint of Venus in Bion begins 





: Méirev Adto's 
Avesor ut peivor Attys, &5c. 


The Similesin Shak 
as thatp 7. 


e/pear are generally very good, 
Ev'n as an empty Eagle fharp by Faste 
Tsres with her Beak on Feathers, Fle(h, and Bone, &c. 


And that inthe next Stanza but one. 


Look how a Bird lies tangled in a Net 
So fated, &c. | 


But it wou’d be tedious to refer to all the Simi- 
les, fince there is fcarce a Page but has one or 
more very well adapted to the heightning of the 
Subje&. 

Her Speeches to him, allowing now and then for 
fome Petrachi/ms are natural and pathetique enough; 
exprefling her Eagernefs of Defire, as p. 8. 


Oh ! Pity gan fhe cry flint hearted Boy, &c, 


The Defcription of the Horfe of Adonis, p. 15. 
and all that paffes from the Jennets coming out 


of the Copce is very lively, her Speech to him like- 
wife, p. 17: 


Oh! 


acca 
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Oh! fairest Mover on this mortal Round ! &c. 
And her Reply to him, p..19- 
What cant thou talk (quoth fhe) haft thou a Tongue, Ee. 


Her Defcription of the Terrors of the Boar, 
p. 25, 26. Gc. and her Diflwafions from hunting is 
very good. But fhe feems fomething too long and 
particular in her Perfwafion to his courfing or 
hunting the timerous Hare. Shake/pear was at lealt 
a young Poet when he wrote this, it being as he tes 
his Patron in his Billet Dedicatory his firft Eiflay ; 
1 fappofe he means in this Kind, for certainly fome 
of his Plays were wrote before it, being infi- 
nitely lefs perfe& in the DiGion and Verfi- 
fcation. Her. chiding of Death, p. 36. expref- 
fes that Terror in lively Colours. 

Befides the Similes and pathetique Speeches there 
are fcatter’d up and down fome 7 opies well exprefs’d, 
aS p. 10. 


On Love. 


Love is a Spirit all compact of Fire, 
Not grofs to fink, but light and will afpire, 


And Paze 31, 32- 
On Love and Luft, 


Call it not Love for Love to Heaven ss fied, 
Since fweating Luft on Earth ufurps his Name, &c, 


Pa, 33 on the Power of Love. 
Ff4 The 
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The next Poem is upon the Rape of Lucrece by 
Tarquin. | have ventur’d to make this Edition 
differ from the former, becaufe thofe few Notes that 
us’'d to be printed with it are very childifh and fu- 
perfluous, and doubtlefs not defign’d to be committed 
to the Prefs by the Author ; they being only to point 
out in Profe tothe Reader what he has before his 
Hyes in Verfe. This Poem in my Opinion is much 
inferiour tothe former, tho’ a much better Sub- 
ject for a Poem. Lucrece is too talkative and of 
too wanton a Fancy for one in her Condition and 
and of her Temper, yet there are many good Lines, 
fome very good Topics, tho’ a little too far 
ipread as thofe of Nght, Qpportunity, and Teme, 
Pag. 73: 


Oh ! Comfort-killing Night ! Image of Hell 
Dim Resifter and Notary of Shame, &c. 


And pag. 79. 


Oh ! Opportunity thy Guilt is great ! 
'Tas thou, that execut’st the Traitor’s Treafon, &c. 


And pag. 80. 
Mifhapen Time, Copefmate of ugly Nig bt 
Swift fubtle Pojt, Carrier of grefly Care, &c. 


Thefe tho’ they exprefs a great many Properties 
and Rifeds of the Topics, are yet ton curious and 
too long to entertain a Lady in fo defperate a 
Condition as Lucrece was; and the fame will hold . 
good of feveral things before fhe gives herfelf the 
fatal Wound. | pee 2 

There are fome other common Places in this 
Poem worth minding asp. $5. of the Avaritious, 
eho’ brought in by Way of-Simile = Thafe 


| 








REMARKS on the Poems of Shakefpear. 457 
Thofe that much covet are of Gain fo fond 
That oft they have not that which they poffe/s, &c. 


Which is the Senfe of this Latin Saying, Tam deeft 


Avaro quod habet, quam quod non babet. And p, 78 
of the fame Subject. : ; pe 


The aged Man that coffers up his Gold, &c. 


Pag. 70 are two Verfes very like this of Claudian. 
Regis ad Exemplum totus componitur Orbis. 


For Princes are the Glafs, the School, the Book 
Where Subjetts Eyes do learn, do read do look. 


I urge not this to charge him with Plagiari/m, 
but only to fhew, thar if theSimilitude of Thought 
may bea Proof of his having read the Claffics, as 
well asthe finding no fuch, an Argument that he 
had not, thefe and various other Inftances, which 
I might give from both his Poems and Plays wou’d 
prove that he was not fo unacquainted with them, 
as fome Gentleman woud perfwade us. There 
are in this Poem as wel].as inthe former a great 
many fine Similes. 

There is befides in this Poem I think a Proof 
of his knowing Virgdl, for he has, p. 99. painted 
Sinen, as Virgil has done before him. I do not 
mean totidem Verbis, but has given him the fame 
Character, and fo plainly, that this is vifibly taken 
from that. 

All that I have to fay of the Mifcellaneous 
Poemsis, that they are generally Bpigrams, and 
thofe perfec in their kind according to the beft 
Rules that have been drawn from the Practice 

tne 
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the Ancients, by Scaliger, »Lillsus Giraldus, \Mintur- 
nus, Robertellus, Correas, Poffovinus, Pontatrus Raderus, 
Donatus, Vofius and Vavaffer the Fe/ust, at leaft as 
far as they agree, but it is not to be fuppos’d, that I 
fhould give you here all, that has been faid of this 
fort of Poefie by all thefe Authors, for that wou’d 
it felf make a Book in Folio, I fhall therefore here 
only give you fome concife Rules for this and fome. 
other Parts of the leffer Poetry, on which Shake- 
{pear has touch’d in thefe Poems 5 for he has fome- 
thing Paftoral in fome, Elegaic in others, Lyric 
in others, and Epigrammatic in moft. And when 
the general Heads of Art are put down in all thefe, 
ic will be no hard Matter to form aright Judg- 
ment on the feveral Performances. 

I fhall begin with thofe excellent Rules in the 
prefent Duke of Buckingham’s Eflay on Poetry, of 
which he fays juftly. 


’Tis nota Flath of Fancy, which fometimes 
Dazling our Minds fets off the flighteft Rhimes — 
Bright, as a Blaze yet in a Moment done ; 

True Wit is everlafting, as the Sun. 

Which, tho’ fometimes behind a Cloud retir’d 
Breaks out again, and is by all admird. 

Number, and Rhime, and that Harmonious Sound, 
Which never does the Ear with Harfhnefs wound, 
Are very necefliry, yet but vulgar Arts ; 

For allio vain thefe fuperficial Parts 

Contribute to the Structure of the whole - 
Without a Genius too, for that’s the SOUL. 

A Spirit, which infpires the Work throughout, 

As that of Nature moves the World about ; 

A Heat, that glows in every Word that’s writ; 
Tis fomething of Divine, and more than Wit. 


It 
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It felf unfeen, yet all things by it fhown ; 
Defcribing all Men, but defcrib’d by none. 


As all is Dulne/s, where the Fancy’s bad, 
So without Judgment Fancy is but mad. 
And Judgement has a boundlefs Influence, 
Not only in the Choice of Words, but Senfe. 
But on the World, on Manners, and on Men, 
Fancy is but the Feather of the Pen ; 
Reafon is that fubftantial ufeful Part 
Which gains the Head,while t’other wins theHeart. 


Firft then of Songs, which now fo much abound 
Without his Song no Fop is to be found ; 
A moft offenfive Weapon, which he draws 
On all he meets, againft Apollo’s Laws. 
Tho’ nothing feems more eafy, yet no Part 
Of Poetry requires a Nicer Art. 
For as in Rows of richeft Pear! there lies 
Many a Blemifh, which efcapes our Byes, 
The leaft of which Defects is plainly fhown 
In fome {mall Ring, and brings the Value down ; 
So Songs fhou’d be to juft Perfection wrought. * 
Yet where can we fee one without a Fault ? ¢ 
Exact Propriety of Words and Thought. 
Expreffion eafie, and the Fancy high, 
Yet that not feen tocreep, nor that to fly; 
No Words tranfpos’d but in fuch Order all, 
As tho’ hard wrought may feem by Chance to fall. 


Next Elegy of fweet but folemn Voice, 
And of a Subjeé grave exacts the Choice. 
The Praife of Valour, Beauty, ‘Wit contains, 
And there too oft defpairing Love complains. 
Their greateft Fault who in this kind have writ, 


Is not defe& of Words, or want of Wit. i 
ut 
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But fhould this Mule Harmonious Numbers yield, 
* And every Couplet be with Fancy fill'ds 

If yet a juft Coherence be not maae ; 

Between each Thought, and the whole Model laid 
So right, that every Step may higher rife 

Like goodly Mountains till they reach the Skies ; 
Trifles like [uch perhaps of late have paft, 

And may be lik’a a while, but never laft, 

°Tis Epigram,’tés Point, "tis what you will, 

But not an Elegy nor writ with Skill, ¢ 
No Panegyric, nor a Cooper’s Fitll. 


A higher Flight, and of a happier Force 
Are + Odes the Mufes moft unruly Horfe ; 
That bounds fo fierce, the Rider has no Reft, 
But foams at Mouth and moves like one pofleft. 
The Poets here muft be indeed infpir’d, 
With Fury too as well as Fancy fir’d. 
Cowley might boaft to have perform’d his Part 
Had he with Nature join’d the Rules of Are : 
But ill Expreffion gives fometimes Allay 
To that rich Fancy that can ne’er decay, 
Tho’ all appear in Heat and Fury done, 
The Language ftill muft foft and eafy run. 
Thefe Laws may feem a little too fevere, 
But Judgment yields and || Fancy governs here, 
And makes the Work much eafier -than it feems. 

I fhall 

en ea 

* Tho’ this be an admirable Obfervation, yet I am affraid 
it will never pleafe fome of our late Writers of Poems; who 
have nothing but a Company of Lines put together without 
any Defign ; and yet they have gone down with our Fantors 
of the Mufes, asgood Payment, and meritorious of Reward, 
as well as Reputation. 

+ Pindarics, 

|| My Lord here does not mean that Judgment entirely 
leaves the Rule to Fancy in this Poem, for that woud pee 
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direét Contradiétion to what his Grace has faid before, and 
make the Writing at all about it fuperfluous. For indeed 
there is no fort of Poem, that leaves fo Arbitrary a Sway to 
Fancy; becaufe that wou’d be to put that fort of Poem 
quite out of any Teft of Excellence, than which there can 
be no greater Abfurdity in any manner of Writing. Befides 
in Pindaric Poems the happy Tranfitions and Digreffions, 
and the naturalReturn to theSubjeét contairis anArt peculiar 
to it felf, and which cannot be done without a Maftery of 
Judgment. And this is the Excellence of Pindar himfelf, but 
what few or none of our Modern Gentlemen ever think of, 
If they fill a Sheet or twoof Paper with fome irregular 
Rhimes, and various Numbers, they immediately entitle it 
a Pindavic Poem. Not that I deny the Poet-the fame Liberty 
in Englifh, which Pindar himfelf took in Greek, but I wou'd 
not have him imagine, that it is in this particular that his 
Excellence is diftinguifh’d from all theLyricPoets, who took 
a lefs Liberty, or rather Licenfe of Verfe. I know the 
IngeniousMr. Congreve has attempted to prove a Regularity 
of the Numbers of Pindar; but 1 am affraid there is 
too much of Fancy, and Imagination in it. Horace 1 am 
fure in the 2d Ode of his 4th Book. tells us of Pindar 


Numerifque fertur 
Lege folutis. 


‘And Mr. Cowley who feems perfeétly acquainted with 
this Author, and who made him his Study for fome Time 
is of another Mind, for thus he fays in his Preface to his 
Pindarics. 

And laftly (which were enough for my Purpofe) we muft con- 
fider thav ony Ears are Strangers to the Mujick of bis Numbers, 
which fometimes (efpecially in bis Songs and Odes) dlmoft with- 
ont any thing elfe makes an excellent Poet, For tho’ the Gram- 
marians and Critics have labour’d to reduce bis Verfes into 
regular Feet, and Meafures (as they have alfo thoje of she 
Greek and Latin Comedies) yet in effed they are little better 
than Profe toour Ears. 

IL. have feen a Pindaric in Englifh, which is not yet 
publifh’d, call’d the Female Reign, which if Iam not 
much deciev’d, has come clofer to the fine Tranhtions 
and Returns of Pindar to the Subjeét, than I have before fecn 
im owr Language. 
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I fhall only add a few Words of theEpigram which 
his Grace has not touch’d upon. 

Vavaffor defines it in his Treatife on this Sub- 
ject, thus. Ax Epigram is a fhort Copy of Verfes, 
with Beauty andPoint treating of one only thing, and con- 
cluding with a more beautiful Point-\t is defin’d much 
to this purpofe by another Author——.4z Epigram 
is a fhort and fimple Poem, deducing fomething of 
fome one Thing, Perfon and Fatt. — | 

So that its Parts (fays Vavaffor) ate but two 
the exprefling or reciting the Subject, and the Con- 
clufion ; and its Beauties are Brevity, and Acumen 
which I term Poznt. 

As to the Length of an Epigram, the Number 
of Verfes are not agreed on among. the Critics. 
Some fay it muft not exceed two Lines ; others 
allow four at moft, aflerting, that all above that 
Number are Excrefcency and Vicious. But fince 
in Catullus we fometimes find above fifty Verfes, 
we may excufe our felves for not yielding our 
Affent to their Dogmatic Rule. ’Tis true, that 
Martial but once in all his Epigrams reaches to: 
twenty fix Lines, and another Time to twenty, 
confining himfelf in all his other Poems to five 
or fix Diftiches; fo that we fhould (fays the Je- 
fuit) rather keep within the Compafs, that AZara 
tial by his Practice prefcrib’d, than venture to 
the larger Number of Catullus. But fince Catullus 
has by all been prefer’d to the Later, we have 
no Reafon to prefer the Praéctice of AZartial to his. . 

The Way to attain Brevity is not to aim at 
many Things in the whole Epigram, then to ex- 
prefs even that little as concifely as poflible, 
and in fuch Words, that to extend it into more 
woud enervate, and lofe the Force and Strength 
of the Thought, and the Point or Acumen. : 

The 





| 








REMARKS on the Poems of Shake(pear. 462 


The. next Quality is Beauty, that is an exaé 
and harmonious Formation of the whole, and the 
apt Agreement ofall the Parts of the Poem from 
the Beginning to the End, with a certain, fort of 
Sweetnefs, as of a natsral Colour without any 
Fucus.on the one Hand, and yet withovt any 
thing low and meanon the other and tho’ it be 
plain and rude Nature, yet not a: meer tuftic 
Simplicity void of all Art, but that which is a- 
greeable to a Court Converfation; and the Lan- 
guage of the Polite. The Beauty of the Epigram 
muft always be accompany’d with Sweetnefs. 
And this varies aceording to the Subject. If 
that be delicate, foft, tender, amorous, ec. thofe 
Qualities will arife from the well expreffing the 
Nature of the Subject that will give Beaury and 
Sweetne/s. In the Language we ought rather to 
avoid that, which is harfh, or an Enemy to 
Sweetnefs, than to ftudy too much to find out 
that which may help and increafe it. The Poznt 
is what the Epigrammatical Critics ftand much 
upon, which is chiefly in the Conclufion by end- 
ing with fomething unexpected, or biting. 

Allthings are the allow’d Subject of the Epi- 
gram ; as long as they are treated of with Brevity 
Point, and Beauty. 

How far Shakefpear has excel!’din this Way 13 
plain from his Poems before us ; but this muft be 
allow’d him, that much of the Beauty and Sweet- 
nefs of Expreflion, which is fo much contended for 
is loft by the Injury of Time and the great Change 
of our Language fince his Time; and yet there 
is a wonderful Smoothnefsin many of them, that 
makes the Blocd dance to irs Nembers. 


This 
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This Abridgement of the Rules of this fort of 
Poetry muft ferve for this Time, fince I have al- 
ready run out beyond the Bounds preferib’d. F 
may hereafter be a little more accurate on this 
Head if ever there be any Profpect, that our great 
Men will grow weary of Trifles and Gawds to ufe 
one of Shake/pear’s Words, and have the Relifh of 
Art and good Poetry, and good Senfe. 


Th EN D. 
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Lovers, Poets and Madmen fanciful, 319: 
Imagination, 320. 
‘The Mind not the Habit valu’d, 329. 
The Impotence of Mortal Power, 342 
Obedience, and Order: 348. 
On Fafhion, 355. 
Fall’n Greatnefs, 360. 
Great Actions forgot unlefs continu’d, ibid. 
Againft violent Delights, 371. 
Againft Cuftom, 365- 
The Privilege of Authority, 294. 
Hafier to advife than do, 323. 
A Braggar, 332. 
On new Titles, 339. 
On Lowlisefs or Humility, 393: 
On Confpiracy, zbid- 
On Players, and Plays, 399. 
Calumny, 401. 
Preferment, 411. 
Againft Reputation, 412: 
Loyalty, 416. 
Slander, 420. 
Melancholly, 421: 
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ENUS and Adonis, Pag. 5. ! 
Tarquin.azd Lucrece, 51- f 
The Glory of Beauty, | ce 
Injurious Time, 112. 
True Admiration, 115- ! 
The Force of Love, 116. i 
The Beauty of Nature, 117- ' 
Love’s Cruelty, ibid. | 
Youthful Glory, 119. i 
Good Admonttion, 120. 
Quick Prevention, | 121. | 
Magazine of Beauty, / 122. { 
An Invitation to Marriage, 123. i 
Falfe Belzef, 125. f 
A Temptation, 126. f 
Faft and Loofe, 127. 
True Content, ibid. i 
The bafbful Lover, 128. f 
Strong Conceit, ibid. 
A [weet Provocation, 129. | | 
The conftant Vow, : ibid. | ; 
The Exchange, 130 fo 
A: Difconfolation, , 131- i 
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The unconstant Love, 
The Benefit of Friend{bip, 
Friendly Concord, 
Inhumanity, 

A Congratulation, 
Lofs and Gain, 
Fooli{b Difdain, 
Ancient Antipathy, 
Beauty's Valuation, 
Melancholy Thoughts, 
Love's Lofs, 

Loves Relief, 
Unanimtty, 

Loath to depart, 

A Mafterpiece, 
Happinefs in Content, 
A dutiful Meffage, 

Go and come quickly, 
Two. faithful Friends, 
Carele/s Neglect, 
Stout Refolution, 

A Duel, 

Love-fick, 

Loves Labour Loit, 
Whalefome Counfel, 
Sat fuiffe, 

A.living Monument, 
Familiarity breeds Contempt. 
Patiens armatus, | 
A. Faledittion, 

Nil maganis Invidia, 
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Love-Sick, 

Fhe Piiture of True Love, 

In’ Praife of his Love, 

A! Refignation, 

Sympathizing Love, 

A Requeft to his Scornful Love, 
A: Lovers Affection, tho? his Love prove Incon- 


frant, 
Complaint for bis-Lover’s Abfence, 
An Invocation to his Mafe, 
Corftant Affection, 
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A‘ Lovers Excufe for bis long Abjence, 


A Complaint, 
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177, 
Avood Conftruction of his Loves Unkindne/s, 178. 


Error in Opinion, 


179; 
On the Receipt of 4 Table Book from his Mrz 
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A- Vow, 
Loves Safety, 
An Intreaty for her Acceptance, 
Upon her playing on the Virginals, 
Immoderate Luft, 


In Praife of her Beauty tho? Black, 
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His Heart Wounded by her Eyes, 
A Proteftation, 
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Life. and Death, Y ibid), 
A Coxfideration of Death, 190. 
Inmoderate Paffion, ibid. 
Loves Powerful Sabtilty, 191; 
Retaliation, 192. 
Sunfet, 193:. 
A Monument to Fame, 194. 
Perjury, 195. 
The Tale of Cephalus azd Procris, 196. » 
: Cupid’s Treachery, 199. 
| That Menelaus was the Caufe of his owe 
i Wrong, | 200. 
i Mars avd Venus, 201, 
' The Hiftory of the Minotaur, 202. 
ie The Tale of Dedalus, 204. 
fy Achilles Concealment, 207. 
Ie A Lovers Complaint, 208: 
ih The Epiftle of Paris to Helen, 2396; 
lh Helen zo Paris, . 236. | 
Hi The Paffionate Shepherd to his Love, 249. 
i The Nymphs Reply to the Shepherd, == S»s-25. 
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“Books Printed for E. Curll and 
E... Sanger. 


Clr Bubfrode Whitlocke’s Memorials of the 

Englifh Affairs fron. the fuppos’d Expe- 
dition of Brate to this Iiland ; to the End of 
the Reign of King Sames the Firft. Publifh’d 
from his Original Manufcript by W. Penn 
and a Preface by Fames Welwood, M. D. Fol. 
Price 12 5. 


Sir Orlando Bridgman’s Conveyances, V ol. 2. 
Fol. Pr. 8 s. 


Cafar’s Commentaries, Eng. by Coll. Bladen, 
adorn’d with Cuts from the Defigns of the 
Famous Palladio, Octavo Pr. 7 5.6 4. 


Bruyere’s Chara€ters, or the Manners of the 
Age, the fifth Edition with Additions Octavo 
Pr. 6.5. | 


The Works of the Right. Honourable the 
late Earls of Rochester and Rofcommon, the third 
Edition. with Additions, Pr. § 5 


The Jewifh Hiftory as well Ecclefiaftical 
as civil, fromthe Creation‘of the World to 
| this. 
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this Prefent Time, containing Sir Roger 
L’ Estrange’s Fofephus, faithfully abridg’d with 
a Continuation; from the moft'authentick Au- 
thors, adorn’d with Cuts. Two Vol. O&avo 
Pitas 

Boileau’s Lutrin a Mock-Heroic Poem in 
Six Canto’s, render’d into Englifh Verfe, 
with fome Account of Botleaw’s Writings by 
N. Rowe Efq; Ottavo Pr. 2 5.6 d. 

A General Hultory of all Voyages and ‘Tra- 
vels throughout the old and new World, frem 
the firft Ages to this. prefent Time, by 
Monflieur Perzer of the Royal Academy, 
made Englifh from the Paris Edition, adorn’d 
with Cuts, Ottavo Pr. 6 s. | 

Secret Memoirs of the Duke and Dutchefs 
of Orleans. By the Countefs D’ Azois. 12m0. 
Pr.2s. 6d. 


A very Neat Edition in a fmall Pocket. 
Volume of 


Titi Petronij Arbitri, (Equitis, Romani) 
Satyricon, cum Fragmentis Albxe Grace re- 
cuperatis dz, 1688. nunc demum Integrum, 
ex recenfione A. J. Pr.2 5. 

Musciputa, Sive KAMBPOMYQMAXIAY 


Authore E. Hold/worth, e Col. Maga. Oxon. 


Pr.6 d. 

Nundinz StTursRiGIENsEs, Agn0 1702. 
Authore 7. Hid. Coll. S. Trin, Soc. in fine ads 
yciuntur duo alia Poemata. Pr. 6.4. 
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